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THE AMAZING MAIUIIAGE 
(UAi'rr.R I 

IMlll 1>\M1 GOssir (HOHIS 

K\i<R\noD\ lias heard of the heautifiil (otiiitess ot 
(Ves-^ett, v\ho was cnie of tlic lights of this country 
at the tmu^ when crowned Jieods weie running ovct 
Euro^ie, crying out for cluirity‘8 sake to lie amused 
after their tiresome woik of slaughter: and \ou know 
what a dread they ha\e of moping. She was famous 
for her fun and liigh spints besides her good IcMiks, 
which >oii may judge of for jourself on a walk down 
most of our great iiohlemeirs collections of pictures in 
England, where >ou will behold her as the goddess 
Diana fitting an arrow to a bow; and elsewhere an 
Amazon holding a speai, or a lady with dogs, in the 
costume of the day ; and m one place she»is a nymph, 
if not Diana herself, ga/ing at her naked feet before 
her attendants loosen her tunic for her to take the 
hath, and her houndK are pricking their cars, and you 
see antlers of a stag behind a block of stone. She 
was a wonderful swimmer, among other things,and one 
early morning, when she was a girl, she did really svrim, 
they say, across the Shannon and back to win a het for 
her brother X^rd Levellier, the colond of cavaliy, who 

A 
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left an arm in Eg}'pt, and clianji^ed his way of life to 
become a wizard, as the coiumon people about his neigh- 
Ixiurhood supposed, because he foretold the weather 
and had cures fur aches and pains without a doctor's 
diploma. But \vc know now that he was only a 
mathematician and astronomer, all for inventing 
military engines. The brother and sister were great 
friends in their youth, wlien he iiad his riglkt arm to 
defend her reputation with; and she would have done 
anything on earth to please him. 

There is a picture of her in an immense Hat white 
.silk hat trimmed with pale blue, like a ])uvilion, the 
iiroadost brim ever seen, and she simply sits on a chair; 
and VVnus the Queen of Biuiuty wouUl have been ex¬ 
tinguished under that hat, I am sure; and only to look 
ut Countess Fanny's eye henealli the brim she has tipped 
ever so slightly in her artfulness makes the absurd thing 
gnicefid and suitahh'. Oh ! she was a cunning one. 
But you must he on your gviard against the scandal- 
mongers and collectors of anecdotes, and W'orst of any, 
the critic of our Gallerie.s of Art; for she being in 
almost all of tiieiii (the principal painters of the day 
were on their knees for the favour of a sitting), they 
h«ve to speak of her pretty frecpiently, and they season 
their dish, the coxcombs do, by hinting a knowledge of 

her history. 

•* 

‘ Hero we come to another portrait of the beautiful 
but, we fear, luiugiity Countess of Cressett.' 

You are to iunigine that they know' everything, and 
they are so indulgent wlien they drop their blot cm a 
huly's character! 

They can boast of nothing more than having read 
Nymney's Letters ami Correspondence^ published, for- 
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tunately for him, when he was no longer to be callal 
to account below for his malicious insinuations, pre¬ 
tending to decency in initials and dashes. That man 
was a hater of women and the clergy. He was one 
of the liorrid creatures who write with a wink at you, 
which sets the wicked part of us on fin*: I have known 
it myself,and I own it to my shame; and if I happened 
to be ignorant of the history of Countess I'aiiny, I 
could not refute his wiuitonness. He has just the 
same benevolent leer for a bishop. Give me, if we are 
to make a choice, the beggar’s breech for decency, 1 
say: I like it vastly in preference to a Nyniney, who 
leads you iij) to the curtain and agitates if, and bids 
you to retire on tiptoe. Vou cannot help being angry 
with the man for both reasons. Hut he is the writer 
society delights in, tti show wlwit it is composed of. A 
man brazen enough to declare that he could hold us in 
suspense about the adventures of a broomstick, with 
the aid of a yashniak and an ankle, may know the 
world; you hml belter not know' him—that is my 
remark ; and do not trust him. 

He tells the story of the Old IbiccaneiT in fear of 
the public, fijr it w'as general property, but of course 
he finishes wdlb a Nymney touch: ‘ So the Old Buc¬ 
caneer is the doubloon she takes in exchange for a 
handful of silver pieces." 'J’here is inj such handful 
to exchange—not of the kind he sickeningly nudges 
at you. 1 will prove to you it w-as not (Joiintess 
Fanny’s naughtiness, thougli she was indeed very 
blamable. Women should walk in armour <is if they 
were Imrn to it; for these cold siieorers wdll never 
waste their darts on cuirasses. An independent brave 
young creature, exposing herself thoughtlessly in her 
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rccklem innocence, i» the victim for them. They will 
bring all society clown on her with one of their 
explosive sly words appearing so careless, the cowards. 
1 say without hesituti ni, her conduct with regard to 
Kirby, the Old Huccaneer, as he was called, however 
indefensible in itself, warrants her at heart an innocent 
young woman, much to l>e pitied. Only to think of 
her, I could sometimes drop into a chair for a good cry. 
And of him too! and tlndr daughter Garinthia Jane 
was the pair of them, as to that, and so was Ghillon 
John, the son. 

Those critics (pioting Nyniney should look at the 
}>oVtrait of her in the Long Saloon of Oessett Castle, 
where she stands in blue and white, completely dressed, 
near a table siip|)orting a ciJiiplc of holster pistols, 
and then let tliem iisk themselves whether they would 
speak of her so if her little hand could move. 

Well, and so the tale of her swim across the Shannon 
nver and back drove the young Earl of Oessett straight 
over to Ireland to propose for her, he saying, that she 
w'us the girl to suit his book ; not allowing her time to 
think of how much he might be the man to suit liers. 
Tl)e marriage was what is called a good one: both full 
of frolic, and he wealthy and rather handsome, and she 
<|uite lovely and spirited. 

No wonder the wliole town w'as very soon agog about 
the couple, until at the end of a year people began to 
talk of them separately, she going her way, and he his. 
She could not always be on tlie top of a coach, which 
was his throne of happiness. 

Plenty of stories are current still of his fame a$ a 

fourdn>hand coachman. They say be once drove an 

* 

Emperor and a King, a Prince Chancellor and a pair 
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of Field Marshals, and some ladies of the day, from 
the metropolis to llichmond Hill in fifty or sixty odd 
minutes, having the ground cleared all the way by bell 
and summons, and only a donkey-cart and man, and a 
deaf old woman, to pay for; and went, as you can 
imagine, at such a tearing gallop, that those (^rand 
Highnesses had to hold on for their lives and lost their 
hats along the road; and a publican at Kew exhibits 
one almve his bar to the j^resent hour. And Countess 
Fanny was up among them, they suy. She was t^qiml 
to it. And some sav, that was the occasion of her 
meeting the Old Buccaneer. 

She met him at Riciimond in Surrey we know for 
certain. It was on llichmond Hill, where the old King 
met his I^ss. They say Countess Fanny was parading 
the hill to behold the splendiil view, always admired 
so much by foreigners, with their Achs and Hechs! 
and surrounded by her crowned ct>urtier8 in froggtnl 
unifonns and moustachioed like sea-horses, a little 
l)efore. dinner time, when Kirby passed her, and the 
Emperor ma<Ie a remark on him, for Kirhy was a 
magnificent figure of a man, and used to be compared 
to a thrw‘-<lecker entering harbour after a victory. 
He stood six feet four, and wtis brtNid-shouldcred and 
deep-chested to match, and walked like a king who lins 
humbled his enemy. You have seen *big dogs. And 
! so Countess Fanny looked round. Kirby was doing 
the same. But he had turned right aliout, and ap¬ 
peared transfixed and like a royal beast angry with his 
wound. If ever there was love at first sight, and a 
dreadful love, like a runaway mail-coach in a storm of 
wind and lightning at black midnight by the banks of 
a flooded river, which was formerly our compari- 
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son for terrible situations, it was when those two 
met. 

And, what! you exclaim, lUiccaneer Kirby full sixty- 
five, and Countess Fanny no more than three anti 
twenty, a youn*; beauty of the world of fashion, 
courted by the highest, and she in love with him! 
Go and ga/e at one of our big ships coming out of 
ail engagement home with all her flags flying and her 
crew manning the yards. That will give you an idea 
oi a young woinan’s feelings for an old warrior never 
beaten down an incli by anything he had to endure; 
matching him, 1 dare say, in her woman s heart, with 
the Mighty Highnesses who had only smelt the out¬ 
side wJge t»f battle. She did rarely admire a valiant 
man. Old as Methuselah, he would have made Jier 
kneel to him. She was all heart for a m\l hero. 

The story g<H*s, that Countess Fanny sent her hus¬ 
band to Captain Kirhy, at the empTor’s rtMjuest, to 
inquire his name; and on hearing it, she struck her 
hands on her bosom, telling his Majesty he saw there 
the bravest man in the king's dominions; which the 
einperiir scarce crediting, and observing that the man 
must bo, tiieii, a superhuman lieing to be so dis¬ 
tinguished in a nation of the brave. Countess F'annv 

" •r 

related the well-known talc of Captain Kirhy and tlie 
shipfiil of mutineers; and h<»w' when not a man of 
them stood by him, and he in the service of the first 
insurgent State of Spanish America, to save his ship 
from Indiig taken over to the enemy, he blew her up, 
fi|]teeii miles fn)m land: ami so be got to shore swim¬ 
ming and floating alternately, and w'os called Old 
Sky-High by English sailors, any number of whom 
cx)uld fdway.s be had to sail under Buccaneer Kirby. He 
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fought on shore as well; and once he caine down from 
the tojjs of the Andes with a black beard turned white, 
and went into action w'ith the title of Kirh^\^ Ghont^ 
But his heart was on salt water; he was never st» 
much at home as in a ship foundering or splitting into 
the clouds. We are told that he never forgtive the 
Admiralty for striking him off' the list of English 
naval captains: which is no doubt why in his old age 
he nursed a grudge against his ciuaitrv. 

Ours, I am suiv, was the loss; and many have 
thoLiglit so since. He was a meehanician, a master of 
stratagems, and would say, that brains will heat Grim 
Lk^ath }/ Tcr haxw enough of them. He was a standing 
example of the lessons of his own Maxims von Mkk, a 
very curious book, that fetches a rare price now 
wherever a copy is })ut up for auction. 1 .shudder at 
them as if they were mu/y.les of firearms pointed at 
me; but they were not addressed to my sex; and still 
they give me an interest in the writer wlio w'oidd 
declare, that ‘/ic had never failed in an nndiTlakin^' 
'without xtrippinff hare to cjrpoxc to himxclf where he had 
been wantinp^ in Intention and Dctei'mination 
There you may see a truly terrible man. 

So the emperor lK*ing immensely taken with Kirby’s 
method of preserving discipline on hoard ship, liecause 
(as we say to the madman. Your straih>waistvqat h my 
cw^y-chair) monarchs have a great love of eliscipline, 
lie begged Countess Fanny’s pernii.ssion that he might 
invite Captain Kirl^ to his table; and Oiuntess Fanny 
(she had tlie name from the ballad : 

* J am the Htar a/ Prinee and Czaty 
Mjf iiffht t« *hed on many, 

Oat 1 wait here tiU my bold Biurataxr 
Makea prize Counter Fanny: 
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for the popular ima^rination was extraordinarily roused 
by the clo}x*iueiit, and there were songs and ballads 
out of numl)er), Countess Fanny despatched her hus¬ 
band to Captain Kirby again, meaning no harm, though 
the pcMu* man is laughed at in the songs for going 
twice upon his mission* 

Nont‘ of the mighty peojiJe re|>ented of having the 
f)ld Buccaneer—for that night, nt all events. He sat 
in the midst of them, you may believe, like the lord of 
that table, with his great white bean! and hair—not 
a lock of it shed—and his bronze limi-face, and a 
rcKSolute but a merry eye that he had. lie was no deep 
drinker of wine, hut when he did drink, and the wine 
chani[)agne, he drank to show his disdain of its powers; 
and the emperor wishing for a narrative of some of his 
exploits, jiarticularly the blowing up of his ship, Kirby 
paid his Majesty the compliment of giving it him as 
Imldly as an odicial report to llie Admiralty. So disen¬ 
gaged and calm w-as he, with his bottles of champagne 
in him, where another would have been sparkling and 
laying on the colours, that he was then and there 
offered Admirals rank in the Imperial navy; and the 
Old Buccaneer, like a courtier of our best days, bows 
to Counte.ss Fanny, aiut asks her, if he is a free man to 
go: and, No, says she, we cannot spare you! And 
tliere was a pretty wrangle lx‘tween Counters Fanny 
ami the emperor, eacli pulling at the Old Buccaneer to 
have ])ossessioii of him. 

He was rankly out of her sight after their first meet* 
ing, and the ridiculous excuse she gave to her husband's 
fdhiily was, she feared he would l>e kidnapped and 
made a Cossack of! And young Lonl Cressett, her 
husband, began to grumble concerning her intimacy 
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with a mail old enough to be her grandfather. As if 
the age were the injury! He seemed to think it so, 
and voit'ed he would shoot tlic old depitHlator dead, if 
he found him on the ground-s of Cressett: Mike vermin,' 
he said, and it was considered that he hod the right, 
and no jury would have convicted him. You know 
what those davs were. 

He luul his opportunity one inoonliglit night, not far 
from the castle, and pcppeivd Kirby with shot from a 
fowling-piece nt, some say, live paces' distance, if not 
point-blank. 

But Kirby had a maxim, Sicadif shakes them, and he 
acted on it to receive his enemy's lire: and the young 
lord's hand shook, and the Old Buccaneer stood out of 
the smoke not niiich injured, except in the coat-collar, 
with a pistol cocked in liis hand, and he said :— 

‘Many woidd take that for a declaration of war, hut 
I know'it's only your lordship's diplomacy'; ami then 
he let loose to his mad fun, astounding l>ord Cressett 
and his gamekeeper,and vowed, as the young lord tried 
to relate subse(|uently, as well as lie could recollect the 
words—^liere I have it in print:—‘ that he was a man 
pwkhd in saltpetre when an infaui^ like Achilles^ and 
proof a^imt powder ami shot not marked with cross 
and key^ and fetched up from the square map^azinc in the 
central d^pot of the infirnal fartnn^^ third, turning to flu- 
right off' the grand arcade in Kingdom-eome^ where i/w 
night-purter has to wear wet petihonts^ like a Highland 
chi^., to make short icork of the sparks flying (diout^ 
otherwise this world and many another wmild not have to 
wait long for eond/usiton.^ 

Kirby had the wildest way of talking when lie w'as 
not issuing ordent under fire, best understood by sailors. 
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I give it you as it stands hert* printed. I do not pro¬ 
fess to understand. 

So J^rd Oessett said : ‘ Diplomacy and infernal 
factories be hanged ! Have your shot at me; it's 
only fair.’ And Kirby discharged his pistol at the top 
twigs of an old oak tree, and called the young lord a 
Hriton, and proposed to take him in liand and make a 
man of liim, as nigh worthy of his wife tus any one not 
an Alexander of M^u•edcm could be. 

So they iH^canie friendly, and the young lord con¬ 
fessed it w'as Ids family that had urged him to the 
attack ; and Kirby al)ode at the castle, and all three 
were happy, in perfect honour, 1 am convince<l: but 
such was not the opinion of the Oessetts and Level- 
liers, Down they trooped to (Vesselt Castle wdth a 
rush and a roar, crying on the disgrace of an old des¬ 
perado like Kirhy living there; Dukes, Marchionesses, 
Cahinet Ministers, leaders of fashion, and fire-eating 
c<»lom‘Is of the King's lH>dy-guard, one of whom C'aptain 
John Peter Kirhy laid on his heels at ten paces on an 
April morning, when llie duel was fought, us early as 
the l)lessed heavens had given them light to see to do 
it. Such days those were ! 

There Mas talk of sluitting up the infatuated lady. 
If not incarcerated, she was rigidly watclied. The earl 
her husband fell altogether to drinking and coaching, 
and other things. The ballad makes her sav:— 

* my gtwlera V, 

iJiy hufthamt is a inny; 

Saughf I clrnr mve my bold Itnccaneer 
To reunte Coiinteffii Fanny!* 

and it gtK's on :— 
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* 0 tittle at play on the grase^ 

Come earn a ailver jmnnyy 
And you 7 / Ite dear ta my bold JUieeaneer 
For itetra of hin Countetnt Fanny.* 

Ill spite of her bravery, that |M)or woman suffered ! 

We used to learn by heart the ballads and songs 
upon famous events in those old days when poetry was 
worshipped. 

But Captain Kirby gave pmvoealioii enough to both 
families when he went among tin* taverns and clubs, 
and vowed before IVovidenee uvit his big list that they 
should rue their interference, and he would carry off* 
the lady on a day he named; he named tlie hour as 
well, they say, and that was midnight of the month of 
June. 'I'he J^evelliers and (’ressetts foamed at the 
mouth in speaking of liiin, so enraged they were on 
account of Ids age and his passion for a young woman. 
As to blood, tlie Kirbys of Lincolnshire were (juite 
equal to the Cressetts of Warwick. I’he Old Buccaneer 
seems to have had money too. But you can see what 
her people had to complain of: his insolent contempt 
of them was unexampled. And th<‘ir tyranny had 
roused my lady's high spirit not a bit less, and she said 
right out: * When he conies, I am ready and will go 
with him.’ 

There was Inildness for you on both sides ! All the 
'town was laughing and betting on the event of the 
night in June : and the odds were in favour of Kirby ; 
for though I^rd Cressett was <[uite the popular young 
Englisli nobleman, being a capital whip and free of his 
coin, in those day.s men who had smelt {Hiwder were 
often prized aliov^e titles, and the feeling, out of society, 
was very strong for Kirby, even previous to the fight on 
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the heath. And the a^e of the indomitable adventurer 
must have contributed to his popularity. He was the 
hero of every song. 

* **Wliut wfii to Vie ! '* criett Kirhin 
“ Whtf^ youug and fresh let her he, 

Itut it ’# miyhtif better retmned 
For a man to he veil seasoned, 

And a ynnn she has in me,'" cries Kirhy.’ 

Am to his exiict age:— 

t i( \YYitenie dmen sixty'three," eruis Kirby." 

I have always maintained that it was an understate- 
ment. VVe must remember, it was not Kirby speaking, 
but the song-writer. Kirby would not, in my opinion, 
have numbered years he was proud of below their due 
fpuintily. He was more, if he <lied at ninety-one; and 
(Million Swit/er John Kirby, born eleven months after 
the elopement, was, w'e know, twenty-three years old 
when the old man gave up the ghost and becpieathcd 
him little besides a law-suit with the Austrian Govern¬ 
ment, and the care of Carinthia Jane, the second child 
of this extraordinary union; both children Imrn in 
wedltK’k, as you will hear. Sixty-three, or sixty-seven, 
near upon seventy, when most men are reaping and 
sbicking their sins with groans and weak knees, Kirby 
was a match for his j uniors, which they discovered. 

Captain John Peter Avoson Kirby, son of a Lincoln¬ 
shire squire of an ancient stock, was proud of his blood, 
and claimed di'scent from a chief of the Danish roversi 

* What "s rank to me!*" cries Kirby; 

** .4 titled lass let her be, 

hut unless my plans miscarry, 
i "U slmw her tehen ice marry. 

As bract a pedigree," cries Kirby.* 
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That was the song^writer^'s answer to the charge tliat 
the countess had stooped to a degrading alliance. 

John Peter was fourth of a faniilv of seven childn^n, 
all males, and hard at the bottle early in life: */or 
want of prosier m'vupution^ he says in his Memoirs, and 
applauds his brother Stanson, the clergyman, for being 
ahead of him in renouncing strong drinks, because he 
found tl»at he cursed IwHer tq)on xvater." Water, how¬ 
ever, heljHjd Stanson Kirby to outlive his brothers and 
inherit the Lincolnshire properly, and at the })eriod of 
the great scandal in l^)ndon he was palsied and waited 
on by his grandson and heir Rulpli 'Diorkill Kirby, the 
hero t>f an adventiiiv celebrated in our Law courts and 
on the English stage; for he took possession of his 
coachinairs wife, and wius aciaised of compassing the 
death of tlie husband. He was not hanged for it, so 
we are bound to think him not guilty. 

The stage-piece is called Saturday Xiffht, and it had 
an astonishing run, but is only remembered now for the 
song of ‘Saturday,’ sung by the poor coachman and 
labourers at the village ale-house before he starts to 
capture his wife from the clutches ot' her seducer and 
meets his fate. Never was there a more popular song: 
you heard it everywhere. I recollect one verse:— 

* 0 Saturday momy in tslipjirry mrtnlf 
A ud Saturday air \l u tiptty stuff: 

At home the, uhl woman in hoUing her kettle^ 

Ske thinkn we dont know when wc 'ix tippled enough. 

We drinkf and of never a man are we jealouttf 
And neiwr a man agairutl wi will he Hfteak: 

For who can he hard on a set jmor fellow* 

Who only see Saturday once a week ! * 


You chorus the last two lines. 
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That M'as the very song tlie unfortunate coachman of 
Kirby Hall joined in singing before he went out to face 
his end fr»r the woman he loved. He liclieved in her 
virtue to the very last. 

‘ 7’Ar ravuhed wife of my bosom,' he calls her all 
tlirougli the latter half of‘ the play. It is a real tragedy. 
The songs of that day have lost their effect now, I sup¬ 
pose. They will ever remain pathetic to me; and to 
hear the poor coachman William Martin invoking the 
name of his dear stolen wife Elizal^eth, jug in hand, 
so tearfidly, while he joins the s(»ng of Saturday, was a 
niiJst moving thing. You .saw nothing but handker¬ 
chiefs out all over the theatre. Wh.at it is that has 
gone from our drama, I cannot tell: I am iu‘ver affected 
now as I was then; and people in a low station of life 
could affect me then, without Ijeing flung at me, for 
I dislike an entire dish of them, 1 own. We were 
simpler in our habits and ways of thinking. Eliza- 
Indh Martin, according to report, was n woman to make 
letter men than Ralph Thorkill act evilly—as to 
good looks, I njeaii. She was not entirely guiltli*ss, I 
am afraid; though in the lost smie, Mrs. Kempson, 
who played the part (os, ala.s, she could do to the 
very life !), so threw' hei*self into the pathos of it that 
there were few' to hold out against her, and we felt 
that Elizabeth had l)een misled. So much for morality 
in tho.se davs! 

And now for the elopement. 
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CHAPTER II 


MISTJIESS COSSIl* TKLLS OJ' THK KliOI'KMKXT OF TIIK 
rOfXTKSS OF ('IIKSSKIT WITH TIIK OIJ) llKOtAXl,KH, 
Axn OF <-iiAui.i:s oi aii* tiik fostimjox roxoriTiXt.' 
TIIF.M, AM) OK A OKFAT (’Ol'XTV FAMll.V 


The twenty-dist of June was the clay appointeii by 
Captain Kirby to carry oif (’ounti‘ss Fanny, and I lie 
time inulnight: and ten minutes to tlie slmke of 
twelve, Countess Pannv, as if she scorned to conceal 
that she was in a conspiracy with her grey-luiired h)ver, 
notwithstanding that she was watched and guarded, 
left tlic Marchioness of Arpington's balbrooni and was 
escorted downstairs by her brolhi*r I^ird Level)ier, 
sworn to baffle Kirbv. Present witli him in tlie street 
and witness to the shutting of tlie carriagc-<loor on 
Countess Fanny, were hrotlier oflieers of his, General 
Abrane, Colonel Jack Potts, and Sir L-j)ton ''roinlwr. 

The door fast shut. Countess I'anny kissed her hand 
to them and drew up the window, seeming merry, and 
as they had expected indignation and ])erhaps resist¬ 
ance, for she could l)e a spitfire in a teryper and had no 
fear whatever of firearms, they were ghul to have her 
safe on such good terms; and so General Abrane jumped 
up on the box beside the coachman, Jack Potts junified 
up between the footmen, and Sir Upton Tomlier and 
the one-armed lord, as soon as the carriage was disen¬ 
gaged from the ruck two deep, walked on each side of 
it in tlie road all the way to I^rd CressetFs town 
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house. No one thought of asking where that silly 
young man was—probably under some table. 

Their numbers were swelled by quite a host going 
along, for heavy bets were on the affair, dozens having 
backed Kirby; and it must have appeared serious to 
them, with the lady in custody, and constables on the 
look-out, and Kirby and his men nowhere in sight. 
Tiiey expected an onslaught at some point of the pro¬ 
cession, and it may be believed they wished it, if only 
that they might see something for their money. A 
beautiful brigiit moonlight night it Jiappened to lie. 
Arm in arm amoitg them were J-.ord Pitserew find 
Ilussett, Earl of Eleetwt»od, a great friend of Kirby’s; 
for it was a device of the Old Huccauecr’s that helped 
tile earl to win the great Welsh heiress who made him, 
even before he took to hoarding and buying, one of 
the wealthiest noblemen in England; but she was 
crazed by her marriage or the wild scenes leading to 
it; she never presented herself in society. She would 
sit on the top of Estlemoiit towers—as they formerly 
spelt it—all day and half the night in midwinter, 
often, looking for the mountains down in her native 
West aiuntry, eovercil with an old white flannel cloak, 
and on her liead a tall hat of her AVelsh women-folk ; 
and she died of it, leaving a .son in her likeness, of 
whom YOU will hear. lA)rd Fleetwood had lost none of 
his faith in Kirby, and went on liookiug bets giving 
him huge odd.s, tliousaiids ! 

He accepted fifty to one when the carriage came to 
a stop at the ste|)s of Lord Cressett’s mansion; but he 
w^ anxious, and well he might be, seeing Countess 
Fanny alight and pass up between two lines of gentle¬ 
men all bowing low before her : not a sign of the Old 
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Buccaneer anywhere to right or left! Heads wete 
on tlie look out, and vows offered up for his appear¬ 
ance. 

She was at the door and alM)ut to enter the house. 
Then it wtis, that with a shout of the name of some 
dreadful heathen god. Colonel Jack Potts roared out, 
‘ She’s half a foot short o' the mark ! ’ 

He was oil the pavement, and it seems he measured 
her as she slipped by liim, and one thing and another 
caused him to smell a cheat; and General Abrane, 
standing lieside her near the door, cried: ‘ Where art 
flying now% Jaek.'^’ Hut Jack Potts grew more posi¬ 
tive and bellowed, ‘ Peel lier wig! we Ve done! ^ 

And she did not speak a word, but btiKxi huddled-up 
and hooded; and I^ird Levellier caught her by the 
arm as she was trying a dash into the hall, and Sir 
Upton Tomber plucked at her veil and raised it, and 
whistled : ‘ Phew'! ’—which struck the rabble below 
with aw’c of the cunning of the Old Buccaneer; and 
there was no need for them t<» hear General Abrane 
say; ‘Bight! Jack, we’ve a dead one in hand,’ or Jack 
Potts reply: ‘It's ten thousand pounds clean winged 
away from my pocket, like a string <if wild geese! ’ 

The excitement of the varlctry in the scpiare, they 
say, was fearful to hear. So the princi])al noblemen 
and gentlemen concerned thought it prAdent to hurry 
the young woman into the house and bar the door; 
and there she was very soon strippc'd of veil and blonde 
false wig with long curls, the whole fiyiniing of her 
artificial resemblance to Countess Fanny, and she proved 
to be a good-looking foreign maid, a dark one, powdered, 
trembling very much, hut not so frightened upon hear¬ 
ing that her penalty for the share she had taken in the 

B 
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Iidlrid imposture practised upon llieni ifas to receive 
and return a salute from each of the gentlemen in 
rotation ; which the hussy did with pro[>er submission; 
and Jack Potts remarked, that Mt was an honest buss, 
but dear at ten thousand ! '* 

AVheii you have been the victim of a deceit, the ex¬ 
planation of the simplicity of the trick turns all the 
wonder upon yourself, you know, and the backers of 
the Old lluccunoer and the wagerers against him crowed 
and groaned in chorus at the maid's narrative of how 
the moment Countess Fanny had thrown up the window 
of her carriage, she sprang out to a carriage on the off 
side, containing Kirby, and how she, this little French 
jade, sprang in to take her place. One snap of the 
fingers and the transformation was acc<implished. So 
for another kiss all round they let her go free, and she 
sat at the supfKT-table prepared for Countess Fanny 
and the party by order of Lord lA’vellier, and amused 
the gentlemen witli stories of the ladies she had serve^ 
English and foreign. And that is how men are taught 
to think tliey know joui* sex and may despise it! 1 could 
preach them a lesson. Those men might as well not 
believe in the steadfastness of the very stars because 
one or two are reported lost out of the firmament, and 
now and then we behold a whole shower of fragments 
descending. • The truth is, they have taken a stain from 
the life they lead, and are troubled puddles, incapable 
of clear reflection. To listen to the tattle of a chatting 
little slut, and condemn the whole sex upon her testL 
mony, is a nice idea of justice. Many of the gentlemen 
prffbent became notorious as woman-scorners, whether 
owing to Countess Fanny or other things. Lord LeveL 
Her was, and lx>rd Fleetwood, the wicked man! And 
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certainly the hearing of naughty stories of us by the 
light of a grievous and vexatious instance' of our 
misconduct must produce an impression. Countess 
Fanny's desperate passion for a man of the age of Kirby 
struck them as out of nature. Thcv talked of it as if 
they could have pardoned her a younger lover. 

All that l^ord Cressett said, on the announcement of 
the flight of his wife, was: ‘ Ah ! Fan ! she never would 
run in my ribbons.’ 

He positively declined to pursue, l^ord l^vellicr 
would not attempt to follow her up without him, as it 
w'ould have cost money, and he wanted all that he 
could spare for his telescopes and experiments. Who, 
then, was the gentleman who stopped the chariot, with 
his three mounted attendants, on the road to the sea, 
on the heath by the great Punch-Howl p 

That has been the (piestion for now longer than half 
a century, i i fact approaching seventy mortal years. 
No one lias ever been able to say for certain. 

It occurred at six o'clock on the snininer morning. 
Countess Fanny must have known him, and not once 
did she open her mouth to breathe his name. Yet she 
had no objen^tion to talk of the adventure, and how 
Simon Fettle, Captain Kirby's old ship's steward in 
South America, seeing rior.semen stationed on the 
a^nt of the high road bordering the Howl, which is 
tntles round and deep, made the postillion cease 
Jogging, and sang out to his master for orders, and 
Kirby sang back to him to look to his priming, and 
then the postillion was hidden proci*ed, and he did not 
like it, but he had to deal with pistols behind, where 
men feel weak, and he went bobbing on the saddle in 
dejection, as if upon bis veiyr heart he jogged; and 
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soon the fray commenced. There was very little 
parleying lx*tween determined men, 

Simon Fettle was a plain kindly creature without a 
thought of malice, who kept his master's accounts. He 
fired the first shot at the foremost man, as he related 
in after days, ‘ to reduce the oilds.' Kirby said to 
Countess Fanny, just to comfort her, never so much as 
imagining she would be afraid, ‘The worst will be a 
bloody shirt for Simon to mangle,’ for they had been 
arranging to live clicaply in a cottage on the Con¬ 
tinent, and Simon Fettle to do the washing. She 
could not hel}) laughing outright. But when the Old 
Buccaneer was down striding in the battle, she took a 
pistol and descended likewise; and she used it, too, 
and loaded again. 

Slie had not to use it u second time. Kirby pulled 
the gentleman off his horse, wounded in the thigh, and 
while dragging him to Countess Fanny to crave lier 
pardon, a shot intended for Kirby iiit the poor gentle¬ 
man in the breast, and Kirby stretched him at his 
length, and Simon and he disarmed the servant who 
had fired. One was insensible, one flying, and those 
two on the ground. All in broad daylight; but so 
lonely is that spot, nothing might have been heard of 
it, if at the end of the week the postillion, w'ho had 
been bribed and threatened with terrible threats to 
keep his tongue from wagging, had not begun to talk. 
So the scene of the encounter was examined, and on 
one spot, carefully earthed over, blood-marks were dis- 
covoivd in the gi'een sand. People in the huts on tlie 
hiir^top, A quarter of a mile distant, s]>okc of having 
heard sounds of firing while they were at brc&kRist, 
mid a little boy named Tommy Wedger said lie saw a 
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dead lM>dy go by in an open coach that morning, all 
bloody and mournful. He had to appear before the 
magistrates, crying terribly, but did not know the 
nature of an oath, and was dismissed. Time came 
when the Imy learned to swear, and he did, and that 
he had seen a lieautiful lady hnng and killing men like 
[)igeon8 and partridges; but that was after Charles 
Dump, the postillion, had been telling the story. 

Those wlio credited diaries Dump's veracity specu¬ 
lated on dozens of great noblemen and gentlemen 
known to be dying in love with (\)untess Fanny. And 
this brings us to anotlier family. 

I do not say I know anything; I do but lay before 
you the evidence we have to fix suspicion uptm a 
not<»rious character, jierfectly capable of trying to 
thw^art a man like Kirby, and witli good reason to 
try, if she had bewitched liim to a consuming passion, 
as we are told. 

AlMiiit eleven miles distant, as the crow' flies and a 
Imld huntsman w'ill ride in that heath country, from 
the Punch-llow'l, right across the mounds and the 
broad water, lies the estate of tlie Fakenhaiiis, who 
intermarried with the Coplestones of the iron mines, 
and w'erc the wealthiest of the old county families until 
Curtis Fakenham entered upon his inlieritance. Money 
with him was like the farni-wifes dish of gi*ain she 
tosses in showers to her fowls. He w'as more than 
what you call a ladv-killer, he was a woman-eater. 
His pride was in it as well as his taste, and when men 
are like that, indeed thev arc devoiircrs! 

Curtis was the elder brother of Commodore Baldwin 
Fakenliam, whose offspring, like his own, were so 
strangely mixed up with Captain Kirby's children by 
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Countess Fanny, as you will hear. And these two 
brothers were sons of Geoffrey Fakcnham, celebrated 
for his devotion to the French Countess Jules 
d'AndreuKC, or some such name, a courtly gentlemitn, 
who turned Fapist on his dcath^bed in France, in 
Brittany somewhere, not to be separated from her in 
the next world, as he solemnly left word; wickedly, 
many think. 

T'o show the oddness of things and how opposite to 
one another brothers may be, his elder, the uncle of 
Curtis and Baldwin, was tlie renowned old Admiral 
Fakenlmm, better knownalong our sea-coasts and ports 
among sailors ns ‘ Old Showery,' [)ecau$e of a remark he 
once made to his flag-ciiptain, when cannon-balls w'ere 
coming thick on them in a hard-fought action. * Hot 
work, sir,’ his captain sai<l. ‘Showery,’ replied tlie 
admiral, as his cocked-hat w'as knocked off bv the wind 
of a cannon-ball. He lost both legs lad’ore the war was 
over, and said merrily, ^Stumps for life!" while they 
were carrying him below to tlie co<*kpit. In my girl¬ 
hood the boys were always bringing home anecdotes of 
old Admiral Showery: not all of them true ones, per¬ 
haps, but they fitted liiin. He was a rough seaman, 
fond, as they say, of his glass and his girl, and utterly 
despising his brother Geoffrey for the aim he gave him¬ 
self, and crawling on his knees to a female Parleyvoo; 
and when Geoffrey died, the admiral drank to his rest 
in the grave : ‘ There 'ft to wt/ brother Jeff^ he said, and 
flinging away the dregs of his glass: ‘ There to the 
Fuig!' and Ringing away the glass to shivers: ^There''s 
tS^the Turncoat 

He salted his language in a manner I cannot repeat; 
no qjithet ever stood by itself. When I was ^oung the 
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boys relished these dreadful words bc^cause they sc^enied 
to smell of tar and liattle-smoke, when every English 
boy was for being a sailor and daring the Black Gentle¬ 
man below. In nil truth, the bad words came from 
him; though an excellent scholar has assured me they 
should bo bikoii for iispiratcNS, and mean no harm; and 
so it may be, but heartily do I rejoice that aspirates 
have l)een dropped by people of birth; for you might 
once hear titled ladies guilty of theiii in polite society, 
I do assure you. 

We have greatly improved in that respect. They say 
the admiral’s reputation as a British sailor of the old 
school made him, or rather his name, a great favourite 
at Court; but to Court he could not be got to go, and 
if the tale be true, their Majesties paid him a visit on 
boanl his ship, in harbour one day, and sailors tell you 
that Old Showery gave his liege lord and lady a coimnoii 
dish of boiled beef with carrots and turnijis, and a plain 
dumpling, for tlieir dinner, with ale and port wine, the 
merit of which he swore to; and he became so elate, 
that after the cloth was removed, he danci'd them a 
hoibpipc on liis jiair f)f wooden legs, wliistling his tune, 
and holding his full tumbler of liot grog in his hand 
all the while, without so much as tlic spilling of a 
drop!—so earnest was he in everylliiiig he did. They 
say his limit was two Imttles of yjort wine at a silting, 

I with his glass of hot grog to follow, and not a soul 
could induce him to go lieyond that. In addition to 
being a great seaman, he was a very religious man and 
a stout churchman. 

Well, now, the Curtis Fakenham of Captain Kirby's 
day had a good deal of hi.s uncle as well as his father in 
him, the spirit of one and the outside of the other; 
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and, favoured or not, he had been distinguij»lied among 
Countess Fanny‘'8 adorers: she certainly chose to he 
silent about the name of the assailant. And it has 
been attested on oath that two days and a night subse* 
*<jiieiit to the date furnished by Cliarlcs Dump, Curtis 
Fakenhani was brought to his house, Hollis Grange, 
lame of a leg, w'ith a shot in his breast, that he carried 
to the family vault; and his head gamekeeper, Jolin 
Wiltsliire, a resolute fellow, w'iis missing from that hour. 
Some said they had a (piarrel, and Curtis w'as wounded 
and John Wiltshire killed. (Uirtis was know'ii to have 
btHin extremely attached to the man. Yet when Wilt¬ 
shire was iiKpiired for, he let fall a word of ‘ more 

(if Wiltahirv than u'OJt n^rceahh' to Humpshur '—his 
county. People asked what that meant. Vet, aword- 
ing to the tale, it was the surviving servant, by w'hom 
he, or whoever it iiiay have been, was accidentally 
shot. 

We are in a perfect tangle. On the oilier hand, it 
was never denied that Curtis and John \\'iltshire were 
in London together at the time of ('ountess Fanny’s 
flight: and Curtis Fakeiiham was one of the procc^ion 
of armed gentlemen conducting her in her carriage, as 
they sup(H)s(Hl; and he was known to have started off, 
on the tliscoverv of the cheat, with horrible impreca¬ 
tions against Frenchwomen. It liecame known, too, 
that horses of his wore standing stiddled in his inn- 
yard at midnight. And more, Charles Dump the pos¬ 
tillion was taken secretly to set eyes on him as they 
wheeled him in his garden-walk, and he vowed it was 
til# identical gentleman. But this coming and by 
to the ear of Curtis, he had Charles Dump fetched over 
to confront him; and then the man made oath that he 
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had never seen Mr. Curtis Fakeiiham niivwhere but 
there, in his own bouse at Hollis! One does not reallv 
know what to think of it. 

This postillion made a small fortune. He was every-, 
where in request. People w'ere never tired of asking 
him how he behaved while the h*?ht was goin<; on, and 
he always answered that he sat as close to his horse 
as he could, and did not dream of dismounting; for, 
he said, ‘ he itm a figure on a horsc^ and nnuffht when 
off iC Ilis repetition of the story, with some adorn¬ 
ments, and that same remark, made him the popular 
man of the county ; people wiid he might enter Parlia¬ 
ment, and I think at one time it was possible. But a 
great success is full of tem[)tation.s. After being hired 
at inns to (ill them with his account of the battle, and 
tipped by travellers fi-oni I^ondon to show the spot, 
he set up for himself as innkeeper, and would have 
flourished, onlv he hatl contracted habits on his roumls, 
and he fell to contradicting himself, so that he came to 
be called Charle ?/; and the peoj>lf of the country 

said it was * he icko drained the Pnneh-BowU for ihouffh 
he heljH'd to put the capital into i/, he ttmk all the infere/tt 
out of it' 

Yet we have the doctor of the village of Ipley, Dr. 
Cawthorne, a noted iMitanist, as.suring us of the absolute 
credibility of ('harles Dump, whom he Attended in the 
^>oor creature’s last illness, when Charles Dump con¬ 
fessed he had lived in mortal terror of Squire Curtis, 
and had got the trick of lying, througli fear of telling 
the truth. Hence his ruin. 

So he died delirious and contrite. Cawthorne, the 
great Turf man, inherited a portrait of him from his 
father the doctor. It was often the occasion of the 
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story being told over again, and used to hang in the 
patients recoptioii<room, next to an oil-painting of 
the I’uiicii-Bowl, an admired landscape picture by a 
local arList, higlily-toned and true to every particular 
of the scene, with the bright yellow road winding up¬ 
hill, and the 1)anks of brilliant ))urple heath, and a white 
thoni in bloom (|uite l)eautiful, and the green fir trees, 
and the big Bow] !>lack as a cauldron,—indeed a perfect 
feast of harmonious contrasts in colours.' 

And now you know how it is that the names of 
Captain Kirby and ('urtis Fakonham are alive to the 
present moment in the district. 

We lived a happy tloniestic life in those old coaching 
days, when county affairs and county people were the 
topics of firesides, and the country eiudosed us to make 
us feel snug in our own iinjiortaiice. My opinion is, 
that men and women grow to their dimensions only 
w'here such is the case. We had our alarms from the 
outside now and again, but we soon relapsed to dwell 
upcm our private business niui our pleasant little hopes 
and excitements; the courtships and the crosses and 
the scandals, the tea-|>artics ami tlie dances, and how 
the morning looked after the stormy night had yxissed, 
ami the eoaeh coming down the hill with a box of 
news and perhaps a curious passenger to drop at the 
inn. I do believe we bad a liking for the very high- 
w^ayinen, if they hail any reputation for civility. Wliat 
I call human events, things eoncerning you and me, 
insteail of the deafening catastrophes now '‘afflicting 
and taking all conversation out of us, had their natural 
interest then. We sttidied the face of each morning as 
it came, and speculated upon the secret of the thil^ it 
might have in store for us or our heroes and Iieroii^; 
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we thought of them more tlmn of ourselves. Long 
after the adventures of the Punch-Bowl, our countv 
was anxious about Countess Fanny and the Old Buc- 
caneer, wondering where they were and w'hether they 
were prospering, whether they wore just as nmch in 
love as ever, and which of them would bury the other, 
and what tiie foreign peo])le abroad thought of that 
strange pair. 


CHAPTEH III 


COXTIXI'ATION OF 
DAME (;ossip. 


'J'llE IXTllonU'TOKY MEA\’l)EIlINt;s OF 

toi;ethek with iikk seddex extinc¬ 


tion 


I have still time before me, according lo the terms td’ 
ray agreement with the person to whom I have, I fear 
foolislily, entrusted the letters and documents of a 
story surpfissiiig ancient ns well as modern in the 
wonderment it causes, that would make the l^aw courts 
bless their hearts, judges no less than the Iwirristers, to 
have it running thruiigii them day by day, with every 
particular to wrangle over, and many to serve as a text 
for the pulpit. So to proceed. * 

^ It should be mentioned that the postillion ('harlcs 
Dump is not rcprt*sented, and I have no conception 
of the reason why not, sitting on horseba<-k, in the 
portrait in the possession of the C'awthome family. I 
have not seen it, I am bound to admit. We had 
oflhnded Dr. Cawtiiome, by once in an urgent case 
calling in another doctor, who, he w'ould have it, was 
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a quack, that ought to have killed us, and we ceased 
to visit; but a gentleman who was an established 
patient of Dr. Cawthornc's and had frequent opportu¬ 
nities of judging the portrait, in the course of a chninic 
malady, describes Charles Dump on his legs as a small 
man looking diminished from a very much longer one 
by shrinkage in thiekish wrinkles from the shoulders 
to the shanks. Flis hat is enormous and very gay. 
He is rather of sail countenance. An elevation of his 
collar l)ehind the ears, and pointed at the neck, gives 
you notions of his having dropped from some hook. 
He stands with his forefinger extended, like a disused 
semaphore-post, that sc^enis tumbling and desponding 
on the hill by the highroad, in his attitude while tell¬ 
ing the tale; if standing it may be called, where the 
whole iigure appears imploring for a seat. That was 
his natural position, as one would suppose any artist 
must have thought, and a horse beneath him. But it 
has been suggested that tin; artist in question was no 
painter of animals. Then why did he not get a painter 
of animals to put in the liorse P It is vain to ask, 
though it is notorious that artists combine without 
bickering to do these things; and one puts liis name 
on the animal, the other on the human being or land¬ 
scape. 

My informant adds, that the prominent feature, tell¬ 
ing a melancholy tale of its own, is of sanguine colour, 
and while plainly in the act of speaking, Charles Dump 
might l>e fancied about to drop off to slec'p. He was 
impressed by the dreaminess of the fatx^; and I must 
1 regard him as an interesting character. During 
my girlhood Napoleon Bona|>arte alone would have 
been his rival for Riling an inn along our roads. I 
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have known our boys go to bed oliediently and get up 
at night to run three miles to The Whkatsheae, 
only to stand on the bench or traveller's-rest outside 
the window and look in at Charles Dump reciting, 
with just room enough in the crowd to point his 
finger, as his way wiis. 

He left a child, Mary Dump, who grew up to become 

lady's maid to Livia Fakenham, daughter of C'urtis, 

the beauty of Hampshire, ecpialled by no one save 

her cousin Henrietbi Fakenham, the daughter of 

Commodore Baldwin; and they "ere two ilillerent 

•• 

kinds of beauties, not to be compared, and diflerent 
were their fortunes; for this hidv was likened to the 
sun going down on a cloudy noon, and that lady to 
the moon riding through a stormy night. Livia was 
the yt)ung widow of I^>rd Duflield when she accepted 
the Karl of Fleetwood, and was his third countess, and 
again a Avidow at eight-and-twenty, and stepmother 
to young Ofesus, the Karl of Fleetwood of my story. 
Mary Dump testilies to her kindness of heart to her 
dependents. If we are to speak of goodness, I am 
afraid there are other witnesses. 

I resent Ixiing warned that my time is short and that 
I have wasted much of it over ‘ the attractive Charles.' 
What I have done 1 have done with a purpose, and it 
must l>c a storV'teller devoid of the rudiments of his 
art who can complain of iny dwelling on Charles Dump, 
for the world to have a pause and pin its faith to him, 
which it would not do to a grander person—that is, as 
a peg. Wonderful events, however true they are, must 
be attached to something common and familiar, to make 
them credible. Charles Dump, 1 say, is like a front¬ 
page picture to a history of those old quiet yet exciting 
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days in England, and when once yon have seized him 
the wliole period is alive to you, as it was to me in the 
delicious dulnuss I loved, that made us thirsty to hear 
of ail ventures and able to enjoy to the utmost every 
thing occurring. The man is no more attractive to me 
than a lump of clay. How could he he.'* But sup¬ 
posing I took up the lump and told you that there 
where I found it, f/mf lump of clay had been rolled over 
and flunff In/ the left zcheel of the prophefn Chariot 
of Fire before H mounted aloft and diaappeared in the 
heavens abozr! —von would examine it and cherish it 
and have the scene present with you, you may he sure: 
and inagniticent descriptions would not he one-half so 
persuasive. And that is what we call, in my profession, 
Art, if you please. 

So to continue: the Karl of Cressett fell from his 
coach-box in a fit, and died of it, a fortnight after the 
flight of his wife; and the ptNiplc said she might as 
well have waited. Kirhv and (^miitess Fanny were at 
Liiceme or Lausanne, or some such place, in Switzerland 
when the news reached them, and Kirby, without losing 
an hour, laid hold of an English clergyman of the 
Established Cliurch and put him through the ceremony 
of celebrating his lawful union with the lH*autiful young 
creature he adoriHl. And this he did, he said, for the 
world to guard his Fan in a wider circle than his two 
arms could compass, if not quite so well. 

So the Old Buccaneer was ever after that her lawful 
husband, and as his wedded wife, not wedded to a fool^ 
sbe was an exatnjde to her sex, like many another 
woman who has begun badly with a light-headed mate. 
It is hard enough for a man to l)e married to a fool, but 
a man is only half-cancelled by that burden, it has been 
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said; whereas a woman finds herself on booni a rudder¬ 
less vessel, and often the desperate thing she does is to 
avoid perishing! Ten months, or eleven, some say, 
following the proclamation of the marriage-tie, a son 
was born to Countess Fanny, close by the castle of 
Chillon on the hike, and he had the name of Chiilon 
Switzer John Kirby given to him to celebrate the fact. 
Two years later the girl was born, and for the reason 
of her first seeing the light in that Austrian province, 
she was christenctl (.'arinthia Jane, She was her old 
fatlier’s pet; but Countess Fanny gloried in the boy. 
She had fancied she would be a childless woman before 
he gave sign of coming; and they say she wrote a little 
volume of Meditationft in ProsjKrt of Approaching 
Motherhood^ for the guidance of others in a similar 
situation. 

I have never been able to procure the book or 
pamphlet, but I know she was the best of mothers, and 
of wives too. And she, with her old husband, growing 
like a rose out f>f a weather-beaten rock, provwl she w'as 
that, among those handsome foreign olficers poorly 
remarkable for their morals. Not once had the Old 
Buccaneer to teach them a lesson. Think of it and you 
will know that her feet did not stray—nor did her 
pretty eyes. Her hc/irt was too full for Ijie cravings of 
. vanity. Innocent ladies who get their huslmnds into 
Scrapes are innocent, j>erhaps; btit knock you next 
door in their bosoms, where the soul ix^sides, and ask 
for information of how innocence and unclcanness may 
go together. Kirby purchased a mine in Carinthia, on 
the borders of Styria, and worked it himself. His 
native land displeased him, so that he would not have 
been unwilling to sec Chillon enter the Austrian][fier- 
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vic^, which the young man w'ait inclined for, subsequent 
to his return to )iis parents from one of the English 
public schools, notwithstanding his passionate love for 
Old England. But Lord Levellier explained the mys¬ 
tery in a letter to his half-forgiven sister, praising the 
l)oy for his defence of his inotlier s name at the school, 
where a big brutal fellow sneered at her, and Chillon 
challenged him to sword or pistol; and then he w^alked 
d(»wn to the boy’s home in Staffordshire to force him 
to fight; and the father of the boy made him offer an 
apology. That was not much balm to Master Chillon's 
wound, lie returned to his mother (juite heavy, unlike 
a young man; and the unhappy lady, though she knew 
him to be bitterly sensitive on the point of honour,and 
especially as to everything relating to her, saw herself 
compelled to tell him the history of her life, to save 
him, as she thought, from these chivalrous vindications 
of her good name. She may have even fmiiited herself 
worse than she was, both to excuse her brother's miser¬ 
liness to her son and the world's evil speaking of her. 
Wisely or not, she chose this course devotedly to pro¬ 
tect him from the perils she foresaw in connection with 
the name of the once famous Countess Fanny in the 
British Isles. And thus are we stricken by the days of 
our youth. It is impossible to moralize conveniently 
when one is being hurried by a person at one’s ellx>w. 

So the young man heard his mother out and kissed 
her, and then he went secretly to Vienna and enlisted 
and served for a year as a private in the regiment of 
IJusstirs called, iny papers tell me, Liechtenstein, and 
what with his good conduct and the help of Kirby’s 
friends, he would Jiave obtained a commission from the 
emperor, when, at the right moment to keep a sprig of 
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Kirby's growth for his country, Lord I-ievellier sent 
word that be was down for a cornetcy in a British 
r^inent of dragoons. Chillon came home from a 
garrison town, and there was a consultation about his 
future career. Shall it be England r* Shall it be 
Austria ? Countess Fanny’s voice w'as for England, and 
she carried the vote, knowing though she did that it 
signified separation, and it might Ih’ alienation—where 
her son would chance to hear things he could not refute. 
She believed that her son by such a man as Kirby would 
be of use to his country, and her voice, against herself, 
was for England. 

It broke her heart. If she failed to rtTcivc the 
regular letter, she piiunl and was disconsolate. He has 
heard more of me ! was in her mind. Her husband sat 
looking at her with Ids old large grey glassy eyes. You 
would have fancied him awaiting her death as the 
signal for his own release. But she, pemr mother, 
behind her weeping lids bc-Oield lier scin’s filial love of 
her wounded and bleeding. When then* w'as anything 
to be done for her, old Kirby was astir. W^heu it was 
nothing, either in physic or assistance, he w'as like a 
great corner of rock. You may indeed imagine grief 
in the very rock tliat sees its flow'cr fading to the 
withered shred. On the last night of her life this old 
man of past ninety carried her in his arms up a flight 
of stairs to her bed. 

A :W«ek after her burial, Kirby w^as found a corpse in 
the mountain forest. His having called the death of 
his darling his lightning-stroke must have been the 
origin of the report that he died of lightning. He 
touched not a morsel of food from the hour of the 
dbtopping of the sod on her coffin of ebony wood. An 

c 
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old cru.st of their mahogany bread, supposed at ^rst to 
be a specimen of quartx, was found in one of his coat 
pockets. He kissed his girl Carinthia before going out 
on his last journey from home, and spoke some wan¬ 
dering words. The mine had not been worked for a 
year. She thought she would find him at the mouth 
of the shaft, where he would sometimes l>e sitting and 
staring, already dead at heart w'ith the death he saw 
coming to tlie beloved woman. They had to let her 
down with ropes, that she might satisfy herself he was 
not below. She and her great dog and a faithful inan- 
servant discovered the hotly in tlie forest, t’hillon 
arrived from Kngland to see the common grave of both 
his parents. 

And now gootl-bye to sorrow for a while. Keep 
your tears for the living. And first 1 am going to 
ilcscribe to you the young h'arl of I^^leetwood, son of the 
strange Welsh lady, the richest nt>blenian of his time, 
and how he pursiieil and shunned the lady who had 
fascinated him, Henrietta, the {laughter of Commodore 
Baldwin Fakeiiham ; and how he met Carinthia Jane; 
and concerning that lovely Henrietta and Chillon Kirby- 
Levellier; and of tlie young jioet of ordinary parentage, 
and the giant Captain Abrane, and Li via the widowed 
Countess of Fleetwood, Henrietta s cousin, daughter of 
('urtis Fakeiiham; and numbers of others; Lord Level- 
lier. Lord Brailstone, Lord Simon Pitscrew, Chumley 
Fiitts, young Ambrose Mallard; and the English 
pugilist, such a man of honour though he drank; 
i^d the adventures of Madge, Carinthia Jane's maid. 
Just a few touche.s. And then the marriage dividing 
Great Britain into halves, taking sides. After that, I 
trust you may go on, as t would carry you were we all 
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twenty years younger, had I but sooner been in 
possession of these treasured pa)H*rs. 1 promise you 
excitement enough, if justice is done to them* But I 
must and will describe tlie wedding. This young Earl 
of Fleetwood, you should know, was a very powder- 
magazine of ambition, and never would he break his 
word; which is right, if we are properly careful; and 
so he— 


She ceases. According to the terms of the treaty, 
the venerable lady's time has passed. An extinguisher 
descends on her, giving her the likeness of one under 
condemnation of the Most Holy Inquisition, in the 
ranks of an auto da /c ; and singularly resembling that 
victim at the first sharp bite of the flames she will be 
when she hears the version of her story. 


CH A PTE It IV 

MOilKlKO AND FAIlKWr.I.I. TO AN OLD HOMK 

Brothku and sister were about to leave, the mountain- 
land for England. 'Fhey had not gone to IkhI over¬ 
night, and from the windows of their deserted home, 
a little before dawn, they saw the dwindled moon, a 
late riiM^r, break through droves of hunted cloud, 
directly topping their ancient guardian height, the 
triple peak and giant of the range, friendlier in his 
name than in aspect for the two young people clinging 
to the scene they were to quit. His name recalled old 
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days: the apparition of his head among the heavens 
drummed on their sense of banishment. 

To the girl, this was a division of her life, and the 
dawn held the sword. She felt herself midswing across 
a gulf that was the grave of one half, without a light 
of promise for the other. Her imsionate excess of 
atbichnient to her buried home robbed the future of 
any eoltmrs it migiit have worn to bid a young heart 
quicken. And England, though she w’as of British 
blood, was a foreign place to her, not alluring: her 
brother hatl twice come out of England reserved in 
speech ; her incdher s talk of England had Itecn un> 
happy ; her father had suffered ill-treatment there from 
a bruUil institution termed tlie Admimltv, and had 
never regretted the not seeing England again. The 
thought that she was bound thitherward enfolded her 
like a frosty mist. But these bare walls, these loud 
floors, chill rooms, dull windows, and the vault¬ 
sounding of the ghostly house, everywhere the absence 
of the faces in the house, told her she had no choice, 
she must go. The appearance of her old friend the 
towering mountain-height, up a blue night-sky, com¬ 
pelled her swift mind to see herself far away, yearning 
to liiin out of exile, an exile that had no local features; 
she would not imagine them to give a centre of warmth, 
her wilful grief preferred the blank. It resembled death 
in seeming some hollowness Ixdiind a shroud, which wg 
shudder at. 

I'he room was lighted by a stable-lanterft on a 
Mtchen-table. Their scat near the wimlow was a, 
rickety garden-bench rejected in the headlong sale of 
the furniture; and when she rose, unable to conthuie 
motionless while the hosts of illuminated doud flew 
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fai^ she had to warn her Imtthcr to preserve his 
balance. He tactily'dkl so, aware of the necessity. 

She walked up and down the hmg seven>windowed 
saloon, haunted by her footfall, trying to think, chaiing 
at his quietness and acknowledging that he did well 
to be quiet. They had finished their packing of boxes 
and of wearing-apparel for the journey. There was 
nothing to think of, nothing further to talk of, 
nothing for her to do save to sit and look, and deaden 
her throbs by counting tliein. She soon ixtumed to 
her seat beside her brother, with tlie marvel in her 
brt'ast that the house she desire<l so much to love 
should be cold and repel her now it was a vacant shell. 
Her memories could not hang within it njiywhere. 
She shut her eyes to be with the images of the dead, 
conceiving the method as her brothers ha))py secret, 
and imitated his posture, elbows prop]>ed on knee$\ to 
support the chill. His quietness breathed of a deeper 
love than her own. 

Meanwhile the high wind had sunk ; the moon, after 
pushing her withered half to the xeiiilh, was climb¬ 
ing the dusky edge, revealed fitfully; Ihretuls and 
wisps of thill vapour travelle<l along a falling gale, and 
branched from the dome of the sky in migratory 
broken lines, like wild birds shifting tlu; order of flight, 
nortli and east, where the dawn .sat in a wel>, hut as 
yet had done no more than shoot up a glow along the 
central heavens, in amid the waves of lieepeiied cloud: 
a mirror for night to .see her dark self in lier owm hue. 
A shiver between the silent couple pricked their wits, 
and she said: * Chillon, shall we run out and call the 
morning?' 

It woi an old game of theirs, encouraged by their 
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hearty father, to l>e out in the early hour on a 
nse of ground near the house and ^ call the morning.* 
Her brother was*glad of the challenge, and upon 
one of the yawns following a sleepless night, replied 
with a return to boyishness: ‘Yes, if you like. It's 
the last time we shall do her the service here. 
Let's go.* 

They sprang up together and the bench fell lYehind 
them. Swinging the lantern he carried inconsiderately, 
the ring of it w'as left on his finger, and the <‘nd of 
candle rolled out of the crazy frame to the floor and 
was extinguished. Chillon hail no match-box. He 
said to her 

‘ What tio you think of the window r"—we Ve done 
it before, ('arin. Better than groping down stairs and 
])aHsagos blocked with lumber.' 

‘ I 'in ready,' she said, and caught at her skirts by 
instinct to prove her readiness on the spot. 

A drop of a dozen feet or so from the French 
window to a flower-bed w'as not very difficult. Her 
father had taught her how tojuinp, liesides the how of 
many other practical things. She leaped as lightly as 
her brother, never touching earth with her hands; and 
rising from the proper contraction of the legs in 
taking the descent, she quoted her father: * Mean it 
when you 'rr dotu^ 

^ For uo cnnuy\s .shot Is equal to a iccak heart in 
the aety Chillon pursued the quotation, laying his hand 
on her shoulder for a .sign of approval. She looked up 
at him. 

They passed down the garden and a sloping meadow 

to a brook swollen by heavy rains ; over the brook on 

• • ’ 

a narrow plank, and up a steep and stony pathway, 
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almost a watercourse, hetween rocks, to another 
meadow, level with the house, that led ascending 
through a hrwood; and there the change to thicker 
darkness told them light was abroad, though whether 
of the clouded moon or of the first grey of the quiet 
revolution was uncertain. Metallic light of a sub> 
terranean realm, it might have been thought. 

‘ You remember everything of father,' Cariiithia said. 

‘ We Imtli do,' said ('hillon. 

She pressed her brolher's arm. ‘We will. We will 
never forget anything.' 

Beyond the firwood light was visibly the dawn's. 
Half-way down the ravines it resemhled the light cast 
off a torrent water. It lay on the grass like a sheet of 
unreflci^ting steel, and was a face without a smile 
almve. Their childhooii ran along the tracks to thi* 
forest by the light, which w'as neither dim nor cold, but 
grave; presenting tri-H.' and shrub and dwarf growth 
and grass austerely, not deepening or confusing them. 
They w'ound their way by Iwirders of crag, seeing in 
a dell below the mouth of the idle mine begirt with 
weedy and shrub-hung rock, a dripping semi-circle. 
Farther up they came on the flat juni}M;r and croHsetl 
a wet ground-thicket of whortleberry: their feet were 
in the moist moss among sprigs of heath; and a 
great fir tn*e stretched his length, a peeled multitude 
ojf his dead fellow's leaned and stood upright in the 
midst of scattered fire-stained members, and through 
their skeleton limbs the sheer precipice of slate-rock 
of the bulk across the chasm, nursery of hawk and eagle, 
wore a thin blue tinge, the sign of w'armer light abroad. 

* Tills way, my brother!' cried Carinthia, shuddering 
at a path he was about to follow. 
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Dawn in the mountain-land is a meeting of many 
friends. The pinnacle, the forest-bead, the latschen- 
tufted mound, rock-bastion and defiant cliff and giant 
of the triple peak, were in view, clearly lined for a 
common recognition, but all were figures of solid gloom, 
unfeatured and bloumless. Another minute and they 
had flung ofl their mail and clianged to various, indented, 
intricate, succinct in riflgc, scar and channel; and they 
had all a look of watchfulness that made them one 
company. I'he smell of rock-waters and roots of herb 
and moss grew keen ; air beeanu* a wine that raised the 
breast high to breatlie it; an uplifting coolness pervaded 
the heights. What wonder that the mountain-bred girl 
should let flv her voice. T'lic natural cfirol woke an echo. 
She did not repeat it. 

‘ And we will iu>t forget our home, Chilloii,' she said, 
touching him gently to comfort some sacidcncd feeling. 

Tlie plumes of cloud now slowly entered into the 
lofty arch of dawn and melted from brown to puq>lc- 
black. The iipjjcr .sky swam with violet; and in a 
moment each stray clomi-feather was edged with rose, 
and then suflused. It seemed that the heights fronted 
East to eye the interflooding of colours, and it was 
imaginable tliat all turned to the gi<mt whose forehead 
first kindled to the sun : a greeting of god and king. 

On the morning of a farewell we fluctuate sharply 
iK^tweeii the very dishuit and the close and homely; 
and even in meinor}' the fluctuation occurs, the grander 
^■ene casting us Imck on the mcHiestly nestling, and 
that, when it has refreshed us, conjuring imagination 
to embrace the splendour and wonder. But the wrench 
of an immediate division from what we love makes the 
things within reach the dearest, we put out our hands 



FABEWELL TO AN OLD HOME 


4i 


for them, as violently-parted lovers do, though the soul 
in days to come would know a craving, and imagination 
Bap a leaden wing, if we had not looked beyond them. 

“ ‘ Shall we g<i down ? ’ said (.'arintiiia, for she knew 
a little casctide near the house, showering on rock and 
fern, and longed to have it round her. 

They descended, Chillon saying tliat they would soon 
liave the mists rising, and must not delay to start on 
their journey. 

The armies of the young sunrise in moiintaindands 
neighbouring the plains, vast shadows, were marching 
over woods and meads, hlac‘k against the edge of 
golden; and great heights were cut witli them, and 
hounding water.s took the leajj in a silvery radiance 
to gloom ; the bright and dark-handed valleys were like 
night and morning taking hands down the sweep of 
their rivers. Immense; was the range of vision scud¬ 
ding the peaks and over the fllimitahle r'astward plains 
flat to the very East and sources of l lie sun. 

Carinthia said : ‘ VVIkmi I marry I shall wane here to 
live and die.' 

Her brother glanced at her. lie was fond of licr, 
and personally he liked her face; hut such u confident 
anticipation of marriage on the part of a portionless 
girl set him thinking of the character of her channs 
and the attraction they would present tr> the wwld 
of men. They were expressive enough ; at times he 
had thought them marvellous in their clear cut of the 
animating mind. No one could fancy her handsome; 
and just now her hair was in some disorder, a night 
without sleep had an eflcct on her complexion. 

. *lt’s not usually the wife who decides where to live,' 

' aaid he. 
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Her ideas were anywhere but with the dream of a 
husband. ‘ Could we stay on another day ? ’ 

‘My dear girl! Another night on that crazy stool! 
Besides, Mariandl is bound to go to-day to her new 
place, and who ''s to cook for us ? Do you propose 
fasting ns well as watching?'' 

‘Could I cook ?’ she asked him humbly. 

‘No, you couldn’t; not for a starving regiment! 
Vour accomplishments are of a different sort. No, 
it’s better to get over the pain at once, if we can’t 
escape it.’ 

‘ I’hat I think too,’ said she, ‘ and we should have 
to buy provisions. Then, brother, instantly after break¬ 
fast. Only, let us walk it. I know tlio whole way, 
and it is not more than a tw'o days’ walk for you and 
me. Consent. Driving w'ould be like going gladly. I 
could never bear to remember tliat I was driven away. 
And walking will save money; w'c are not rich, you 
tell me, brother,’, 

‘ A few florins more or less!' he rejoined, rather 
frowning. ‘ You have good Styrian boots, I see. But 
I want to be over at the Baths there soon; not later 
than to-morrow.’ 

‘ But, brother, if they know we are coming they will 
wait for us. iVnd we can be there to-morrow night or 
the next morning! ’ 

He considered it. He wanted exercise and loved 
this mountain-land ; hi.s inclinations melted into hers, 
though he had reasons for hesitating. ‘ Well, we ’ll 
sg^id on my portmanteau and your boxes in the cart; 
we’ll walk it. You’re a capital walker, you’re a 
gallant comrade; 1 wrouldn’t wish for a better.' He 
wondered, as he spoke, whether any true-hearted gentle* 
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man besides himself would ever think the same of this 
lonely girl. 

Her eyes looked a delighted ‘ No-really ? ’ for the 
sweetest on earth to lier was to be prized by ber 
brother. 

She hastened forward. ‘ We will go down and have 
our last meal at home,'' she said in the dialect of the 
country. ‘ We liavc five eggs. No meat for you, 
dear, but enough bread and butter, some honey left, 
and plenty of coffee. 1 should like to have left old 
Mariandl more, but we are unable to do very much for 
poor people now. Milk, I cannot say. She is just the 
kind soul to be up and out to fetch us milk for an early 
first breakfast; but she may liave oversh‘pt herself.'* 

Chillon smiled. ‘ You were right, Janev, about not 
going to bed hist night; we might have missed the 
moniing.’ 

‘ I hate sleep: I hate anything that robs me of my 
will,’ she replied. 

‘ You *d be glad of your doses of sleep if you had to 
wwk and study."* 

‘ To fall down by the wayside tired out—yes,brother, 
a dead sleep is good. Then you are in the hands of 
God. Father used to say, four Inuirs for a man, six for 
a woman.’ , 

‘ And four and twenty for a lord,’ added Chillon. * 1 
temember.’ 

‘A lord of that Admiralty,' she appealed to his 
closer recollection. ‘ But I mean, brother, dreaming 
is what I detest so.' 

‘ Don’t l)e detesting, my dear; reserve your strength,’ 
said he. ‘ I suppose dreams are of some use, now and 
then.’ 
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‘ I shall ni*ver th^k them useful.’ 

‘ When we can’t f|;et what we w'ant, my good Carln. 

* Tlieii we should not waste ourselves in dreams.’ 

‘ They promise falsely sometimes. That’s no reason 
why we should reject the consolation when we can’t get 
what we want, my little sister.’ 

‘ I would not he denied.’ 

‘ There’s the impossible.’ 

* Not for vou, brother.’ 

Perhaps a half-minute after she had spoken, he said, 
pursuing a dialogue within himself aloud rather than 
revealing a secret: * You don’t know her position.’ 

Carinthia’s heart slopped beating. Who was this 
person suddenly conjurcHl up.^ 

She fancied she might iiot have heard correctly; she 
feared to ask : and yet she perceived a novel softness 
in him that would have answered. Pain of an unknowm 
kind made licr love of her brother eonscious that if she 
asked she would suffer greater pain. 

I’hc house was in sight, a long white building with 
blinds down at some of the windows, and some wide 
o|>en, some showing unclean glass: the three aspects 
and signs of a house’s emptiness w hen they are seen 
together. 

Oinnthia mnarked on their having met nobody. It 
had a serious meaning for them. Formerly they were ■ 
proud of outstripping the busy population of the mine, 
coming dow'ii on them with wild wavings and shouts at 
sunrise. Tiiey felt the death again, a whole field laid 
lo>^hy one stroke, and wintriness in the season of glad 
life. A wind had blown and all had vanished. 

The second green of the year shot lively sparkles^ Off 
the meadows, from a fringe of coloured gloMets to a 
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warm silver lake of ilews. Tlie firwooil was already 
breathing rich and sweet in the sun. The half-moon 
fell rayless and paler than the fan of fleecvs flushed up 
Westward, high overhead, thcnisclv(?s dispersing on the 
blue in downy feathei’s, like the mottled grey of an 
eagle's breast: the smaller of them bluish, like traces 
of the beaked w<K)d-pigeon. 

She looked above, then below on the slim and 
straight-grown flocks of naked purfile cnx’uses in bud 
and blow ubounding over the meadow that rolled to 
the level of the house, and two of these she gathered. 


CHAPTEll V 

A MOrXTAIK WALK IS MIST AXD SUN’.SIIIXK 

Chiixok w’as right in his forecast of the mists. An 
over-moistened earth steaming to the sun obscured it 
before the two had finished breakfast, which was a finish 
to everything eatable in tlie ravaged dwelling, with the 
exception of a sly store for the midday meal, that old 
Mariandl had stuffed into Chillon's leather sock—the 
fruit of secret begging on their behalf aliout the neigh¬ 
bourhood. He found the sack heavy and bulky as he 
slung it over his shoulders; but she biule him make 
nothing of such a trifle till he had it inside him. ‘ And 
you that love tea so, my pretty one, so that you 
edwayft laughed and sang after drinking a cup with your 
mother,' she said to Carinthia, * you will find one pinch 
of it in your bag at the end of the left-foot slipper, to 
imember your home by when you are out in the world.' 
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She crossed the strap of the bag on her inistress‘'s 
bosom, and was embraced by C-arinthia and Chillon in 
turns, Cariiitliia telling her to dry lier eyes, for that she 
would certainly come back and perhaps occupy the 
house one day or other. The old soul moaned of eyes 
that would not be awake to behold her; she liegged a 
visit at her grave, though it was to be in a Catholic 
burial-place and the priests had used her dear master 
and mistress ill, not allowitig them to lie in consecrated 
ground; affection made her a champion of religious 
tolerance and a little afraid of retribution. Carinthia 
soothed her, kissed her, gave the jiromise, and the part¬ 
ing was over. 

She and ('hilloii had on the previous day accom¬ 
plished a pilgrimage to the resting-})lace of their father 
iuid mother among humble Protestants, iron-smelters, 
in a valley out of the way of their ])resent line of march 
to the glacier of the great snow-inounttiin marking the 
junction of three Alpine provinces of Austria. Josef, 
the cart-driver with the boxes, who was to pass the 
valley, vowed of his own accord to hang a fresh day's 
wreath on the rails. He would not hear of money for 
the purchase, and they humoured him. The family had 
been beh>ved. There was an offer of a home for Carin¬ 
thia in the castle of Count l^ebcrn, a friend of her 
|mrents, much taken with her, and she would have 
accepted it had not Chillon overruled her choice, 
determined that, as she was English, she must come to 
England and live under the guardianship of her uncle, 
I.<Qrd Levellier, of whose character he did not speak. 

The girl's cheeks were drawn thin and her lips shut 
as they departed; she was tearless. A phantom ring 
of mist accompanied her from her first footing outside 
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the house. She did not look back. The house came 
swimming and plunging after her, like a spectral ship 
on big seas, and her father and mother lived and died 
in her breast; and now they were strong, consulting, 
chatting, laughing, caressing; now still and white, 
caught by a vapour that dived away with them either 
to right or left, but always with the same suddenness, 
leaving her to question herself whether she existed, for 
more of life seemed to be with their mystery than with 
her s|>cculations. The phantom ring of mist enclosing 
for miles the invariable low-sweeping dark spruce-fir 
kept her thoughts on them as close as llie sliroud. She 
walked fast, but scarcely felt that she was moving. 
Near midday the liaunted circle widened; rocks were 
loosely folded in it, and heads of trees, whose round 
intervolving roots grasped the yellow roadside soil; the 
mists shook like a curtain, and partly opened and dis¬ 
played a tapestry-landscape, roughly worked, of woollen 
crag and castle and suggested glen, threaded waters, 
very prominent foreground, Autuinn flowers on banks; 
a predominant atmospheric greyness. The sun threw 
a shaft, liquid instead of burning, as we sec his beams 
Ixnieath a wave; and tlien the mists narrowed again, 
boiled up the valleys and streams above the mountain, 
curled and flew, and were Python cyils pierced by 
.brighter arrows of the sun. A spot of blue signalled 
his victory almvc. 

To look at it was to fancy they had been walking 
under water and had now risen to the surface. Carin> 
thia’s mind stepped out of the chamber of death. The 
different air and scene breathed into her a timid 
warmth toward the future, and between her naming 
of the lesser mountains on their side of the pass, she 
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asked questions relating to England, and especially the 
ladies she was.to sec at the Baths beyond- the glacier** 
pass. She had heard of a party of his friends awaiting 
him there, without much encouragement from him to 
ask particulars of them, and siie had hitherto abstained, 
as she was rather shy of meeting her countrywomen. 
The ladies, Chilloii said, were cousins; one was a young 
widow, tlie Countess of Fleetwood, and the other was 
Miss Fake 11 ham, a younger lady, 

Carintliifi murmured in CTorman: ‘Poor soul!' Which 
one was .she jiitying ? The widow, she said, in the tone 
implying, naturally. 

Her brotlier fussured her the wddow was u.sed to it, 
for this was her seeorid widow hcwid. 

‘ She marries again !' exclaimed the girl. 

‘ You doift like that idea ? ’ said he. 

Carinthia betrayed a delicate shudder. 

w 

Her brother laughed to himself at her expre.ssive 
present tense*. ‘And maiTie.s again ! ’ he said. ‘There 
will certainly be a third.’ 

‘ Husband said she, as at the incredible. 

‘Husband, let’s hope,’ he amsw^ered. 

She dropped from her contemplation of the lady, and 
her look at her brother signified : It w'ill not be you ! 

Chillon w’as engaged in spying for a phicc^ where he 
could spread out the contents of his bag. Sharp hunger 
beset them both at the mention of eating. A bank of 
sloping green shaded by a chestnut proposed the seat, 
and here he relieved the bag of a bottle of wine, 
slices of meat, bread, hard eggs, and lettuce, a chipped 
cup to fling away after drinking the wine, and a 
supply of small butter-cakes known to be favourite 
with Carinthia, She reversed the order of the feast ■ 
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by commencing upon one of the cakes, to do honour 
to Mariandrs thoughtfulness. As at their bi*eakfast, 
they shared the last morsel. 

* But we would have made it enough for our dear old 
dog Pluto as well, if he had lived,’ said Carinthia, sigh¬ 
ing w’ith her thaiikfiiiiiess and compassionate regrets, a 
mixture often inspiring a tender babbling melancholy, 
* Dogs’ eyes have such a sick look of love. He might 
have lived longer, though he was very old, only he could 
not survive the loss of father. I know the finding of 
the body broke his heait. lie sprang forward, he 
stopped and threw uj) his head. It was human lan¬ 
guage to hear him, ('hiilon. He lay in the yard, trying 
to lift his eyes when I <viiTie tf» him, they were so heavy ; 
and he hfwl not strength to move his poor old tail more 
than once. He died with his head on iiiy lap. lie 
seemed to beg me, and I ttmk him, and he breathed 
twice, and that was his end. Pluto ! old dog! Well, 
for you or fc»r me, brother, we could not have a better 
wish. As for me, death ! . . . When we know' we arc 
to die! Only let my tlurliiig live! that is my prayer, 
and that we two may not be separated till I am taken 
to their grave. Father bought ground for four—his 
wife and himself and his two children. It does not 
oblige u.s to l>e buried there, but couh} we have any 
other desire ’ 

She stretched her hand tr) her brother. He kissed it 
spiritedly. 

* Look ahead, my de.ar girl. Help me to finish this 
wine. There’s nothing like good hard wralking to give 
common wine of the country a flavour—and out of 
broken crockery.’ 

*1 think it so good,’ Carinthia replied, after drinking 

D 
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from the cup. ‘In England they do not grow wine. 
Are the people there kind 't ’ 

‘ They ’re civilized peo})le, of course.’ 

‘ Kind—warm to vou, Cliillon ^ ’ 

•• * 

‘Some of them, wlien you know them. “ Warm,” is 
hardly the word. Winter’s warm on skates. You 
must do a great deal for yourself. They don’t, boil 
over. By the w'ay, don’t expect much of your 
uncle.’ 

‘ Will he not love me } ’ 

‘ He gives you a lodging in his house, and food— 
enough, we’ll hope. You won't sec company or much 
of him.’ 

‘ I cannot exist without being loved. 1 do not care 
for company. lie must love me a little.’ 

‘ He is one of the warm-hearted race—he’s mother’s 
brother; hut where his heart is. I've not discovered. 
Bear with him just for the |)resent, my dear, till I 
am able to support you.’ 

‘ I will,’ she said. 

The dreary vision of a home with an unloving uncle 
was not brightened by the alternative of her brother’s 
having to sup]K)rt her. She spoke of money. ‘ Have 
we none, Chi lion ? ’ 

‘ We have no debts,’ he answeretl. ‘ We have a claim 
on the Government here for indemniiicatimi for property 
taken to build a fortress upon one of tlie ()asses into 
Italy. Father bought the land, thinking there would 
be a yield of ore therealjoiit; and they have seized it^ 
rigjitly enough, but they dispute our claim for the 
valuation w'e put on it. A small sum they would 
consent to pay. It ivould be a very small sum, and 
I’m my father’s son, I will have justice.’ 
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‘ Yes!' Carinthia joined witli him to show the same 
stout nature. 

‘ We have nothinpf else except a bit to toss up for 
luck,’ 

‘ And how can I help being a burden on mv brother!'' 
she Inquired, in distress. 

* Marry, and be a blessing to a huslmnd,’ he said 
lightly. 

They performed a sacrifice c»f the empty bottle and 
cracked cup on the site of their meal, as if it had been 
a cen'inony demanded from travellers, and, leaving them 
in fi'Hgments, prtK'eeded on their journey refreshed. 

Walking was now high enjoyment, notwithstanding 
the force of the sun, for they were a hardy couple, 
re<t[uiring no more than sufficient nourishment to com¬ 
bat the elements with an exulting blood. Besides they 
loved mountain air and scenery, and each stej) to the 
Hdge of the pass they climbed was an advance^ in 
splendour. Peaks of ashen hue anil pale dry red and 
pale sulphur pushed up, straight, forked, twisted, nukixl, 
tlieir minds with an indeterminate ghostliness 
of Indian, so strange they were in Bha}>e and colouring. 
These sharp jxnnts were the first to greet tiiem between 
the blue and green. A depression of the jiass to the 
left gave sight of the {mints of black fir forest below, 
round the girths of the barren shafts. Mountain blocks 
appeared pushing up in front, and a mountain wall and 
woods on it, and motmtains in the distance, and cliffs 
riven with falls of water that were silver skeins, down 
lower to meadows, villages and spires, and lower finally 
to the whole valley of the foaming river, field and river 
oeeOiing in imagination rolled out from the hand of the 
iieading mountain. 
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‘ But sec this in winter, as I did with father, Chilloii 

/ 

said (.!arinthia. 

She said it upon love's instinct to lialo the scene witli 
sonicthinj; beyond present vision, and to sanctify it for 
her brcither, so that this walk of tlunrs together should 
never be forgotten. 

A sfnrwjth fold of cloud, moveless along one of the 
upper [»astures, and still dense enough to Ik* luminous 
in sunlight, w’as the last of the mist. 

I'liey watched it lying in the form of a fish, leviathan 
diminished, as they descejided their path; and the head 
was lost, the tail spread ])eacockwisi', and evaporated 
slowly in that likeness; and soft to a breath of air as 
gossamer down, the body bet'anie a ball, a cock, a little 
lizard, nothingness. 

T’lie bluest bright day of the year was shining. 
Cliillon led the descent, ^^"ith his trim and handsome 
figure befbri? her, (’arinthia remembered the current 
saying, that he should have bi*en the girl and she the 
bov. 'That was because he msembled their mother in 
face. But the build of his limbs and shoulders W'as 


not feminine. To her admiring eyes, he had a look 
su}ierior to simjdc si rength and grace; the look of a 
gix?at sky-bird about to mount, a fountain-like energy 
of stature, delightful to her conteni])lation. And he 
had the mouth w*omen put faith in for decision and 
fixedness. She did, most fully; and reflecting how 
entirely she did so, the themght assailed her: some one 
must be loving him ! 

^“ She allowed it to siir|>rise her, not choosing to revert 
to an uneasy sensation of the morning. 

That some one, her process of reasoning informed her, 
was necessarily an English young lady. She reserved 
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her questions till they should ceuse this hopping and 
heeling down the xigrag of the slip}»ery |»ath-track. 
When children they had been collectors of beetles and 
butterflies, and the flying by of a ‘ royal-mantle,’ the 
piuqile butterfly grandly fringc‘d, could still remind 
Carinthia of the event it was of old to spy and chase 
one. C’hillon himself was not above the sentiintait of 
their very early days; he sto]»jKHl to ask if she had 
seen that lustrous blue-wing, a rarer spec‘ies, prized by 
youngsters, shoot through the chestnut trtH‘s: and they 
both paused for a moment, gazing into the fairyhinil 
of infancy, she seeing with her brother\s tyes, this 
prince of the realm having escaped her. He owned 
lie might have been mistaken, us the brilliant fellow 
flew* swift and high bctwei*n leaves, like an ordinary 
fritillary. Not the It'ss did they get their glinqisc of 
the wonders in the sunny eternity of a chihrs after¬ 
noon. 

‘An Auerhalin, C’hilloii!’ she said, picturing the 
maturer day when she hml seali^d perilous h<*ights 
with him at night to stalk the hhu;kcock in the prime 
of the morning. She wished they could have had 
another such atlventurc to stamp the old home bn 
his heart freshly, to the exclusion of beautiful English 
faces. 

On the level of the valley, where? they met the torrent- 
ri/er, walking side by side with him, she ventured an 
inquiry: ‘ English girls are fair girls, arc they not ’f ’ 

‘ There an* some dark also,’ he replied. 

‘ But the best-looking are fair P ’ 

* Perhaps they are, with us.’ 

‘ Mother w'as fair.’ 

‘ She was.’ 
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‘I have only seen a few of them, once at Vienna, 
and at Venice, and those Baths we are going to; .and at 
Mcran, I think/ 

‘Yon consitleml them charming?*' 

‘ Not all/ 

It was touching tliat she should be such a stranger to 
her countrywomen ! He drew a portrait-case from his 
breast-pocket, pressing the spring, and handed it to her, 
saying: ‘ There is one/ He spoke indifferently, but aa 
soon ns she had seen the face inside it, with a look at 
him and a (lee|> breath, she imdershKHl that he was an 
altered brother, and that thev were three instead of two. 

She handed it back to him, saving hiishedlv and 
only: ‘Yes.’ 

He (lid not ask an opinion ujjon the beauty she had 
seen. His pace increased, and she hastened her steps 
Iwside him. She had not much to leani when some 
minutes later she said; ‘Shall I see her, Chillon.^’ 

‘ She is one of the ladies we ai’c to meet’ 

‘ What a l)ity!’ Carinthia stepped faster, enlightened 
as to his wish to get to the Baths without delay; and 
her heart softened in reflecting how readily he had 
yielded to her silly preference for going on foot. 

IltT cry of regret was tnjuivocal; it produced no 
impi*ession on him. Tliey reached a village where her 
leader dcHnned it advisable to drive for the remainder 
of the distance nji the valley to the liarrier snow- 
mountain. She assented instantly; she had no longer 
anv active wishes of her own, save to make amends to 
her brother, who was and would ever be her brother: 
she could not lie robbed of their relationship. 

Something undefined in her feeling of po8ses8i(m die 
had been robbed of, she knewdt by her spiritlessneas; 
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and she would fain have attril)utcd it to the idle motion 
of the car, now and then stupidly jolting her on, otter 
the valiant exercise of her limbs. They wci'e in a land 
of waterfalls and busy mills, a narrowing vale where 
the runs of grass grew short and wild, and the glacier- 
river roared for the leap, njore foam than water, and 
the savagery, naturally exciting to her, breathed of its 
lair among the rocks and ice-fields. 

Her brother said: ‘ There he is.’ Sne saw the white- 
crowned king of the region, of whose near presence to 
her old home she had Ix^en accustomed to think proudly, 
and she looked at him w'ithout springing to him, and 
continued imaging her English home and her loveless 
unde, merely admiring the scene, ns if the fire of her 
soul hatl lxH‘n extingiiislu'd.—‘ Many, and be a blessing 
to a husband.’ Chi lion's w'ords w'hisjXTed of the means 
of esca|)e from tlje den of her uiude. 

But who would marry me! she thought An unre- 
provcd sensation of melting pervaded her; she knew 
her capacity for gratitude, and conjuring it up in her 
heart, there came with it the noble knightly gentleman 
who would really stoop to take a plain girl by the hand, 
release her, and say : ‘ Be mine! ’ His vizor wa.s down, 
of course. She had no power of imagining the linea¬ 
ments of that prodigy. Or was he a dreamHe came 
and went Her mother, not unkindly, sadly, had 
counted her poor girl’s chances of winning attention 
and a husl)and. Her father Imd doted on her face; 
but, as she argued, Iter father had been attracted by 
.. her mother, a beautiful woman, and thi.s was a circum¬ 
stance that reHeeted the greater hopelessness on her 
prospects. She bore a likeness to her father, little 
,. her mother, though he fancied the reverse and gave 
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her the mother’s lips and hair. Thinking of herself, 
however, was destructive to the fonn of her mirror of 
kiiightiincss: he waver(^d, he fled for good, as the rosy 
vapour lK>ni of our sensibility must do when we relapse 
to coldness, and the more completely when we try to 
command it. No, she thought, a plain girl should 
think of work, to earn her independence. 

‘Women are not permitted to follow armies, Chil- 
lon 'f ’ she said. 

He laughed out. ‘ What’s in your head ? ’ 

The laugh abashed her; she murmured of women 
being good nurses for wounded soldiers, if they were 
giKKl walkers to march with the army; and, as evi¬ 
dently it sounded witless to him, she added, to seem 
reasonable: ‘ You have not told me the C'hristian names 
of those ladies.’ 

He made quiHT eyes over the puzzle to connect the 
foregoing and the succeeding in her remarks, but 
answercnl straightforwardly: ‘ Livia is one, and Hen- 
netta.’ 

Her ear seized on the stress of his voice. ‘ Henri¬ 
etta ! ’ She chose that name for the name of the person 
disturbing her; it fused best, she thought, with the 
new element she had been comjK'lled to take into her 
system, to absorb it if she could. 

‘Youre not scheming to have them serve as army 
hospital nurses, my dear ? ’ 

‘ No, Chillon.’ 

‘ You can’t explain it, I suppose.’ 

4^ A sister could go too. when you go to war, Chillon.’. 

A sister could go, if it were permitted by the au¬ 
thorities, and be near her brother to nurse him in case 
of wounds; others would be unable to claim the privi* 
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lege. That was her meaning, involved with the hazy 
project of earning an independence; but she could not 
explain it, and Chillon set her down for one of the 
inexplicable sex, which the simple adventurous girl had 
not previcmsly seemed to be. 

She was inwardly warncnl of having talked foolishly, 
and she held her tongue. Her humble and modest 
jealousy, scarce deserving the title, passed with a sigh 
or two. It was her first taste of life in the world. 

A fit of heavy-mindedness ensued, that heightened 
the contrast her recent inooil luul beciueathed, between 
herself, ignorant as she w'as, and those ladies. Their 
names, Livia and Henrietta, soarc'd above her and sang 
the music of the spleiKlid spheres. Henrietta was 
closer to earth, for her features had Iwen revealed; 
she was tlierefore the (learer, and the richer for him 
who loved her, being one of us, though an over-earthly 
one; and Cariiithia gave her to C'hillon, rcsen’ing for 
herself a handin:iiden''s place within the <*ircle of their 
happiiu!ss. 

This done, she sat straight in the car. It was toiling 
up the stc‘ep ascent of a glen to the mountain village, 
the last of her native province. Ht*r ]jroposjil to w'alk 
was accepted, and the speeding of her hlocKl, now that 
she had mastered the new clement in U., sfKin restored 
her to her sisterly affinity with natural glories. 'J'he 
sunset was on yonder side of the snows. Here there 
was a feast of variously-tinted sunset shmlows on snow, 
meadows, rock, river, serrated cliff, ^i’he pt?aked cap of 
the rushing rock-dotted sweeps of upward snow caught 
a scarlet illumination : one flank of the white in heaven 
was violettcd wonderfully. 

At nightfall, under a clear block sky, alive with 
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wakeful fires round head and breast of the great Alp, 
Chillon and Carinthia strolled out of the village, and 
he told her sonic of his holies. Tliey referred to inven¬ 
tions of destructive weapons, which wci'e primarily to 
place his country out of all danger from a world in 
arms; and also, it might be mentioned, to bring him 
fortune. ‘ For I must have money ! ’ he said, sighing 
it out like a deliberate oath. He and his uncle were 
associated in the inventions. They had an improved 
roitket that would force military chiefs to change their 
tactics : they had a new powder, a rifle, a model musket 
—the latter based on his own plans ; and a setheme for 
fortress artillery likely to turn the preponderance in 
favour of the defensive fince again. ‘And that will 
be really doing good," said Chillon, ‘for where it’s 
with the offensive, there's everlasting bullying and 
plundering.’ 

C'annthia warmly agreed with him, but begged him 
be sure his uncle divided the profits equally. She dis¬ 
cerned what his need of money signified. 

''rendemess urged her to say : ‘ Henrietta ! Chillon.’ 

‘ Well.?’ he answered quickly. 

‘ Will .she wait ? ’ 

‘ (’an she, you should ask.’ 

‘ Is she brave .? ’ 

‘ Who can tell, till she has been tried :' 

‘ Is she quite free.? ’ 

‘ She has not yet lx?en captured.' 

‘ Brother, is there no one else.?...’ 

There’s a nobleman amcious to bestow his titleson her.^ 
‘ He is rich ’ 

‘The first or second wealthiest in Great Britain,» 
they say.’ 
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he young ? ’ 

* About the same age as mine/ •• 

* Is he a handsome young man ?'' 

‘ Handsomer than your brother, my girl/ 

‘ No, no, no ! ’ said she. ‘ And what if he is,*'^aii<l 
vour Henrietta does not choose liim ? Now let me 
think what I long to think. I have her close to me. 

She rocked a roseate image on her heart and went to 
bed with it by starlight. 

By starlight they sjirang to their feet and dejmrtcd 
the next morning, in the steps (»f a guide carrying, 
Chillon said, ‘ a Indter lantern than wo h*ft iK'hind 
us at the smithv.’ 


‘ Father ! ’ exclaimed Cariiithia on her swift inward 


breath, for this one of the names he had used to give 
to her old home revived him to her thoughts and 
senses fervently. 


CHAPTER VI 

THK XATCRAL I'llILOSOrHKK 

Thrkk parts down a swift decline of shattered slate, 
where travelling stones loosened from rows of scree 
hurl away at a lK)und after one i^oll over, there sat a 
youth dusty and tom, nursing a bruised leg, not in 
the easiest of postures, on a shaq) tooth of rock, that 
might at any moment have broken from the slant¬ 
ing slab at the cmd of w'hich it fomied a stump, and 
added him a second time to the general crumble of the 
mountain. He had done a portion of the descent in 
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excellent imitation of the detached fragments, and 
had pfirted company with his alpenstock and plaid; 
preserving his hat and his kna)>H»ick. He was alone, 
disabled, and cheerful; in doubt of the arrival of 
succour before he could trust his left leg to do him 
further service unaided; but it was moriiiiig still, 
the sun was hot, the air was cool; just the temper- 
ing op])osition to render existence pleasant tis a 
piece of vegetation, esj)ecially when there has lajen 
a (pjestion of your ceasing to exist; and the view was 
of a sustaining sublimity of desolateiiess: crag and 
snow overhcjul ; a gloomy vale below; no life either 
of bird or herd ; a voicek^ss region where there had 
once been roars at the b(»wling of a hill from a nioun- 
biin to tlu‘ deej), ami the third flank of the mountain 
spoke of it in llie silence. 

He would have enjoyed the scene unremittingly, like 
the philosopher he pretended tt) bo, in a disdain of civi¬ 
lization and the ambitions of men, had not a contest 
with earth been forced on him from time to time to 
keep the heel of his right foot, dug in shallow’ shale, 
fixed and supporting. As long as it held he w'as happy 
and maintained the attitude of a guitar-player, thrum¬ 
ming the calf of the useless leg to accompany tuneful 
thoughts, but the inevitable lapse and slide of the foot 
recurred, and the philosopher was exhibited as an infant 
learning to crawl. The scat, moreover, not having been 
fashioned for him or for any soft purjMJse, resisted his 
pressure and became a thing of violence, tliat required 
tf» be humiliatingly coaxed. His lost resource to pro¬ 
pitiate it was counselled by nature turned mathema- 
tidan: tenacious extension solved the problem; he lay 
back at his length, and wdth his hat over his eyes con- 
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rented to see nothing for the sake of comfort. Thus 
he was jierfectly rational, though wlien oiliers beheld 
him he appeared the insanest of mortals. 

A girl’s voice gave out the mountaiii caml ringingly 
above. His heart and all his fancies were in motion at 
the sound. He leaned on an elbow to listen ; the slide 
threatened him, and he resumed his full stretch, deter¬ 
mined to take her for a dream. He was of the class of 
youths who, in apprehension that their bright season 
may not be permanent, choose to fortify it by a sys¬ 
tematic contempt of material ^ealitie^ unless they come 
in the faiivst of shapes, and as he was (juite sincere in 
this feeling and election of the right way to live, dis¬ 
appointment and sullenness overcame him oji hearing 
men’s shouts and steps; despite his helpless condition 
he ivfused to stir, for they had jarred on his dream. 
Perliaps his temper, unknown to himself, had Ix’C'n a 
little injured by his mishap, and he would not have 
lx*en sorry to charge them with want of common 
humanity in passing him ; or he did not think his 
plight so bad, else he would have bawled after them 
had they gone by : for the youths of his description are 
fools only upon system, howiwer earnestly they indulge 
the present self-punishing sentiment. T’hc party did 
not pass; they stop{)ed short, they ccHisulted, and a 
feminine tongue more urgent than the others, and very 
musical, sweet to hear anywhere, put him in tunc. She 
said, ‘ Brother! brother! ’ in German. Our philosopher 
Rung off his hat. 

‘You see! ’ said the lady’s brother. 

*' Ask him, Anton,’ she said to their guide. 

‘ And quick !' her brother added. 

The guide scrambled along to him, and at a closer 
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glance shouted: ‘ The Englishman ! ’ wheeling his 
finger to indicate what had happened to the Tomnoddy 
islander. 

His master called to know if* there were broken 
bones, as if he could stop for nothing else. 

The cripple was raised. The gentleman and lady 
made their way to liiiii, and he tried his hm'dest to kci;p 
from tottering on the slope in her presence. No injury 
had bt?en done t(» the leg; there was only a stiffness, 
and an idiotic doubling of the knee, a.s though at each 
step his leg ])ronoiinced a dogged negative to the 
of walking. He said something valent to * tliis 
donkey leg,’ to divert her charitable twes from a coun¬ 
tenance dancing with ugly twitches. She was the 
S«miaritan. A sufferer tliscerns his friend, though it 
be not the one who {)hvsically assists him: he is in¬ 
clined by nature to put material aid at a lower mark 
than gentleness, and her brief words of encouragement, 
the tone of their delivery vet more, w ere medical to his 
blood, bettor help than her brother s iron arm, he really 
Iwlieved. Her brother and the guide held him on each 
side, and she IihI to pick out the safer fot)ting for him ; 
she looked round and ])oinled to some projection that 
would f(»rm a step; she di*ew attention to views here 
and there, to win excuses for his resting; she did not 
omit to sofUm her brother's visible impatience as wdl, 
and this was the art w hich affected her keenly sensible 
debtor most. 

‘ I suppose I ought to have taken a guide,’ he said. 

There’s not a doubt of that,’ said Chillon Kirby. 

Carinthia halted, leaning on her staff: * But I had 
the same wish. They told us at the inn of on Englidi* 
man who left last night to sleep on the moimtediH and 
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would go alone; and did I not ^ay, brother, that must 
be ti*ue love of the mountains ? ’ 

‘ These freaks get us a bad name on the Continent,*' 
her brother rc})licd. He had no sympathy with non¬ 
sense, and naturally not with a youth who smelt of 
being a dreamv romancer and had caused the name of 
Englishman to be shouted in his ear in derision. And 
the fellow might delay his arrival at the Baths and 
sight of the lady of his love for hours! 

They managiid to get him hobbling and slijiping to 
the first green tufts of the base, where long bhick 
tongues of slate-rubble pouring into the grass, like 
shore-waves that have spent their burden, seem about 
to draw Imck to bring the mountain down. Thencii 
to the level })aNture was but a few ski[>s performed 
sliding. 

‘Well, now,’ stiid Chillon, ‘you can stand p’ 

‘Pretty well, I think,' He tried his foot on the 
ground, and then stretched In’s length, saying that it 
only w^anted rest. Anton pressed a hand at Ijis ankle 
and matle him wince, but the bones were sound, leg 
and hip not worse than Iwidly bruised. He wus advised 
by Anton to plant his foot in the first running water 
he came tt>, and he was considerate enough to say to 
Chillon:— 

‘Now you can leave me; and let me thank you. 
HiJf an hour wull set me right. My name i.s Wood- 
acfcr, if ever we met*! again.' 

Chillon nodded a hurried good-bye, without a thought 
of giving his name in return. But (larinthia had thrown 
heiCBelf on tlie grass. Her brother askcfd her in dismay 
if she was tir^. She murmured to him; ‘ I should 
like to^hear more English.' 
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‘ My dear girl, you *11 have enough of it in two or 
three weeks.’ 

‘ Should we leave a good deed half done, Chillon ? ’ 

‘ He shall have our guide.’ 

‘ lie may not be rich.’ 

‘ I ’ll pay Anton to stick to him.’ 

‘ Brother, he has an objection to guides.’ 

Chillon cast hungry eyes on his watch : ‘ Five minutes, 
then.’ He addressed Mr. Woodscer, who was reposing, 
indifferent to time, hard-by : ‘ Your objection to guides 
might have taught you a sharp lesson. It’s like declin¬ 
ing to have a master in studying a science—trusting to 
instinct for your knowledge of a bargain. One might 
as well refuse an oar to row in a boat.’ 

‘I’d rather risk it,’ the young man replied. ‘Tliese 
guides kick the soul out of scenery. I came for that 
and not for them.’ 

‘You might easily have been a distigreeable part of 
the .scene.’ 

‘ Whv not here ns well as elsewhere ? ’ 

‘ You don’t care for your life 

‘ I try not to care for it a fraction more than Destiny 
does.’ 

‘Fatalism. I suppose you care for something.^’ 

‘ Besides I’ve a slack purse, and shun guides and inns 
when I can. I care for open air, colour, flowers, w'eeds, 
birds, inst'cts, mountains. There’s a world behind the 
mask. I call this life; and the town’s a boiling pot, 
intolerably stuffy. My one ambition is to be out of it. 
I thmik heaven I have not another on earth. Yes, 1 
care for my note-book, because it's of no use to a human 
being except me. I slept beside a spring last night, and 
I never shall like a bedroom so well. I think I have 
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discovered the great secret: I may be wrong, of course,’ 
And if so, he had his philosophy, the admission was 
meant to say. 

Cai’inthia expected the revelation of a notable secret, 
but none came; or if it did it eluded her grasp:—he 
was praising contemplation, he was praising tobacco. 
He talked of the charm of poverty upon u settled income 
of a very small sum of money, the fruit of a compact he 
would execute with the town to agree to his perpetual 
exclusion from it, and to retain his identity, and not be 
the composite which every townsman was. He talked 
of Buddha. He said: ‘Here the brook’s the brook, 
the mountain’s the mountain : they are as they always 
were.’ 

‘ You’d have men be the same,’ Chillon remarked, os 
to a nursling prattler, and he rejoined : ‘ They’ve lost 
more than they’ve gained ; though,’ he admitted, ‘ there 
has l)een some gain, in a certain way.’ 

Fortunately for them, young men have not the habit 
of reflecting upon tlie indigestion of ideas they receive 
from members of their community, sometimes upon ex¬ 
change. They compare a view of life with their own 
view, to condemn it summarily; and he was a curious 
object to Chillon as the perfect opjmsitc of himself. 

‘I would advise you,’ Chillon said, ‘to.get a pair of 
Styrian boots, if you intend to stay in the Alps. Those 
boois of yours are London make.’ 

‘ They ’re my father’s make,’ said Mr. Woodseer. 

Chillon drew out his watch. ‘ Come, Carinthia, wc; 
must be ofif.’ He proposed his guide, and, as Anton 
was rejected, he pointed the route over the head of 
the valley, stated the distance to an inn that way, 
saluted and strode. 

E 
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Mr. Woodscer, partly rising, presumed, in raising his 
hat and thanking Carinthia, to touch her dngers. She 
smiled on him, frankly extending her open hand, and 
pointing the route again, counselling him to rest at the 
inn, even saying: ‘You have not yet your strength to 
come on with us ?' 

He thought he would stay some time longer: he had 
a disposition to smoke. 

She tripped away to her brother and was watched 
through the whiffs of a pipe far up the valley, guiltless 
of any consciousness of producing an impression. But 
her mind was with the stranger sufficiently to cause her 
to say to Chillon, at the close of a dispute between him 
and Anton on the interesting subject of the growth of 
the horns of chamois: ‘ Have we been quite kind to 
that gentleman ?'' 

C^hilloii looked over his shoulder. ‘ He’s there still; 
he’s fond of solitude. And, Carin, my dear, don’t give 
your hand when you are meeting or parting with people: 
it’s not done.’ 

His uninstructed sister said: ‘ Did you not like 
him .^’ 

She was answered with an ‘Oh,’ the tone of which 
Imlaiiced lightly on the neutral line. ‘Some of the 
ideas he has are Lord Fleetwood’s, I hear, and one can 
understand them in a man of enormous wealth, who 
doesn’t know what to do >vith himself and is '^ead-sick 
of flattery; though it seems odd for an English noble¬ 
man to be raving about Nature, Perhaps it’s because 
none else of them does.’ 

‘ Lord Fleetwood loves our mountains, Chillon ? ’ 

‘ But a fellow who probably has to make his way In 
the world !—and he d^pises ambition! ’ , . . ChiBon - 
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dropped him. He was antipathetic to eccentrics, and 
his soldierly and social training opposed the profession 
of heterodox ideas: to have listened seriously to them 
coming from the moutli of an unambitious bootmaker‘*s 
son involved him in tlie absurdity. He considered that 
there was no harm in the lad, rather a' commendable 
sort of courage and some notion of manners; allowing 
for his ignorance of the convenable in [)utting out his 
, hand to take a young lady's, with the plea of thanking 
her. He hoped she would be more on her guard. 

Carinthia was sure she had the name of the nobleman 
wishing to bestow his title upon the beautiful Henrietta. 
Lord Fleetwood ! That slender thread given her of the 
character of her brother's rival who loved the mountains 
was woven in her mind with her passiiig experience of 
the youth they had left behind them, until the two 
l)ecame one, a highly transfigured one, and the mountain 
scenery made him very threatening to her brother. A 
silky-haired youth, brown-eyed, unconquerable in adver¬ 
sity, immensely rich, fond of solitude, curled, decorated, 
bejewelled by all ,the elves and gnomes of inmost soli¬ 
tude, must have marvellous attractions, she feared. She 
thought of him so much, that her humble spirit con¬ 
ceived the stricken soul of the woman as of necessity 
the pursuer; as shamelessly, though timidly, as she 
herself pursued in imagination the enchanted secret 
of the mountain-land. She hoped her brother would 
not supplicate, for it struck her that the lover who 
besieged the lady would forfeit her roaming and hunting 
feuicy. 

‘ I wonder what that gentleman is doing now,' she 
8^ to Chillon. 

- Jie grimaced slightly, for her sake; he would have 
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liked to inform her, for the sake of educating her in 
the customs of the world she was going to enter, 
that the word ‘ gentleman ’ conveys in English a special 
signification. 

Her expression of wonder whether tliey were to meet 
him again gave Chillon the opportunity of saying: 
‘ It "s tlic unlikeliest thing possible—at all events in 
England.’ 

* Ihit 1 think we shall,’ said she. 

‘ My dear, you meet people of your own class; you 
don’t meet others.’ 

‘ But we may meet anybody, Chillon ! ’ 

‘ In the street. I suppose you would not stop to 
speak to him in the street.’ 

‘ It would be strange to see him in the street! ’ 
Carinthia said. 

‘ Strange or not! ’ . . . Chillon thought he had said 
sufficient. She was under his protectorship, otherwise 
he would not have alluded to the observance of class 
distinctions. He felt them personally in this case be¬ 
cause of their seeming to stretch grotesquely by the 
pret(mtious heterodoxy of the young fellow, whom, 
nevertheless, thinking him over now that he was men¬ 
tioned, he approved for his manliness in bluntly telling 
his origin and status. 

A chalet supplied them with fresh milk, and the inn 
of a village on a perch with the midday meal. Their 
appetites were princely and swept over the little inn 
like a conflagration. Only after clearing it did they 
remember tlie rearward pedestrian, whose probable 
wants Chillon was urged by Carinthia to speak of to 
their host. They pushed on, clambering up, scunying 
down, tramping gaily, till by degrees the chambers of 
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Carinthia''8 imagination closed their dooi-s and would 
■ no longer intercommunicate. Her head refused to 
interest her, and left all activity to her legs and her 
eyes, and the latter became unolwervant, except of 
foot-tracks, animal-like. She felt that she was a fine 
machine, and nothing else: and she was rapidly ap¬ 
proaching those ladies ! 

‘ You will tell them how I walked with you,’ she said. 

‘ Your friends over yonder.?’ said he. 

‘ So that they may not think me so ignorant, brother.’ 
She stumbled on the helpless word in a hasty effort to 
cloak her vanity. 

He laughed. Her desire to meet the critical English 
ladies with a towering reputation in one department of 
human enterprise was comprehensible, considering the 
natural apprehensiveness of the half-wild girl before 
such a meeting. As it often liappens with the silly 
phrases of simple people, the wrong word, foolish 
although it was, went to the heart of the hearer and 
threw a more charitable light than ridicule on her. 
So that they may know I can do something they cannot 
do, was the interpretation. It show'ed her deep know¬ 
ledge of her poorness in laying bare the fa(!t. 

Anxious to cheer her, he said: ‘ Come, come, you can 
dance. You dance well, mother has told nne, and she 
Was a judge. You ride, you swim, you have a voice— 
for country songs, at all events. And you ’re a bit of 
a botanist too. You ’re good at English and German ; 
you had a French governess for a couple of years. By 
the way, you understand the use of a walking-stick in 
self-defence : you could handle a sword on occasion.’ 

* Father trained me,’ said Carinthia. ‘1 can fire a 
pistol, aiming.’ 
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‘ Witli a good aim, too. Father told me you could. 
How food he w'os of his girl! Well, bear in mind that 
father was proud of you, and hold up your head wherever 
you are.’ 

‘ I will,’ she said. 

He assured her he had a mind to have a bugle blown 
at the entrance of the Baths for a challenge to the 
l)athers to match her in warlike accomplishments. 

She bit her lips: she could not bear much rallying 
on the subject just then. 

‘ Which is the hard one to please r ’ she asked. 

‘ The one you will find the kinder of the twch’ 

‘ Henrietta ? ’ 

He nodded. 

‘ Has she a father ?'' 

‘ A gallant old admiral: Admiral Baldwin Fakenham.’ 

* 1 am glad of that! ’ Carinthia sighed out heartily. 

‘ And he is with her ? And likes you, Chillon ? ’ 

‘ On the wliolc, I think he does.’ 

‘ A bra^ e officer !' Such a father would be sure to 
like him. 

So the domestic prospect was hopeful. 

At sunset they stood on the hills overlooking the 
liasin of the Baths, all enfolded in swathes of pink iuid' 
crimson up to the shining grey of a high heaven that 
had the fresh brightness of tlie morning. 

‘ We are not tired in the slightest,’ said Carinthia, 
trilling with the vision of a cusluoned rest below. ‘ I 
c(^uld go on through the night quite comfortably.’ 

‘ Wait till you wake up in your little bed to-morrow,’ 
Chillon replied stoutly, to drive a chill from his lover’s 
heart, that had seized it at the bare suggestion df tl^r 
“^ jng on. 
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CHAPTER Vll 
Tire lady’s Li'/mii 

Is not the lovei* a prophet ? He that fervently desires 
may well be one; his huiTicd nature is alive with 
warmth to break the })ossible blow: and if his fears were 
not needed they were shadows; and if fulfilled, was he 
not convinced of his misfortune by a dark anticipation 
that rarely erred ? Descendinpj the hills, he remem¬ 
bered several omens: the sun had sunk when he looked 
dow'n on the villas and clustered houses, not an edge 
of the orb had been seen; the admiral’s quarters in the 
broad-faced hotel had worn an a[)pcarance resembling 
the empty house of yc'sterday; the encounter with the 
fellow on the rocks hiid a bad w'hisper of impisb 
tripping. And what iuo\ed (’arinthia to speak of 
going on ? 

A letter was handed to C’hillon in the hall of the 
admiral’s hotel, where his baggage had already been 
delivered. The manager w*as deploring the circum¬ 
stance that his rooms were full to the I'oof, when 
Chillon said: ‘Well, we must wash'and cat’; and 
(’arinthia, from watching her brother’s forehead during 
his perusal of the letter, declared her readiness for 
anything. He gave her the letter to ix*ad by herself 
while preparing to sit at table, unwilling to ask her 
for a further tax on her energies—but it was she whp 
had spoken of going on! He thought of it as of a 
debt she had contracted and might be sup|)osed to think 
payable to their misfortune. 

She read off the first two sentences. 
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‘We can have a carriage here, Chillon; order a 
carriage; I shall get as much sleep in a carriage as in 
a bed; I shall enjoy driving at night,’’ she said imme¬ 
diately, and strongly urged it and forced him to yield, 
the manager observing that a carriage could be had. 

In the privacy of her ro<3m, admiring the clear flow¬ 
ing hand, she read the words, delicious in their strange¬ 
ness to her, notwithstanding the heavy news, as though 
they were sung out of a night-sky :— 

* Most picturesque of f'astles ! 

May none theee mai'ks effacej 
For they appeal from Tyranny . . 

‘ Wc start at noon to-day. Sailing orders have been 
issued, and I could only have resisted them in my own 
peraon by easting myself overboard. I go like the 
boat behind the vessel. You were expected yesterday, 
at latest this morning. 1 have seen boxes in the hall, 
with a name on them not foreign to me. Why does 
the master tarry.? Sir, of your valiance you should 
have held to your good vow, quoth the damozcl, for 
now you see me sore pcrj)lexed and that you did not 
your devoir is my affliction. Where lingers chivalry, 
she should have .proceeded, if not with my knight ? I 
feast on your regrets, I would not have you less than 
miserable: and 1 fear the reason is, that I am not so 
very, very sure you will be so at all or very hugely, 
as 1 would command it of you for just time enough 
to sqjL* that change over your eyebrows I know so 
welt. 

‘ If you had seen a certain Henrietta yesterday you 
would have the picture of how you ought to look. The 
'adm.iral was heard welcoming a new arrival—^you can 



THE LADY'S LETTER 


73 


hear him. She ran down the stairs quicker than any 
cascade of tliis district, she would have made a bet with 
Livia that it could be no one else—her hand was out— 
before she was aware of the difference it was lockwl in 
Lord F.’s! 

‘ Let the guilty absent suffer for causing such a be¬ 
trayal of disappointment. I must be avengt»d ! But if 
indeed you are unhappy and would like to chide the 
innocent, I am full of compassion for the poor gentle¬ 
man inheriting my legitimate feelings of wrath, and beg 
merely that he will not pour them out on me with pen 
and paper, but from his lips and cyi*s. 

‘ Time pressing, I chatter no more. The destination 
is Livia’s beloved Baden. We rest a night in the city 
of Mozart, a night at Munich, a night at Stuttgart. 
Baden will detain my cousin full a week. She has 
Captain Abrare and Sir Meeson Corby in attendance— 
her long shadow and her sliort: both devoted to Lord 
F., to win her smile, and how he drives them! The 
captain has been paraded on the promenade, to the 
stupefaction of the foreigner. I’rinces, counts, generals, 
diplomats passed under him in aw'c. I am told that he 
is called St. Christojjher. 

‘ Why do we go thus hastily ?—my friend, this letter 
has to be concealed. 1 know some one who sees in the 
dark. 

‘Think no harm of Livia. She is bent upon my 
worldly advantage, and that is plain even to the person 
rejecting it. How much more so must it be to papa, 
though he likes you, and when you are near him would 
perhaps, in a fit of unworldliness, be almost as reckless 
as the creature he calls madcap and would rather call 
countess. No! sooner with a Will-o’-the-wisp, my 
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friend. Who could ever know where the man was 
w'hen he himself never knows where he is. He is the 
wind that bloweth as it listetb—because it is without 
4 in aim or always with a new one. And am I the one 
to direct him ? I need direction. Mv lord and sove- 
reign must fix iny mind. I am volatile, earthly, not 
to be trusted if I do not worship. He himself said to 
me that—he reads our charactei*s. ‘Nothing but a 
proved hero will satisfy Henrietta,"' his words! And 
the hero must be shining like a beacon-fire kept in a 
blaze. Quite true; I ow'ii it. IsChillon Kirby satisfied? 
He ought to be. 

‘ But oh!—to be yoked is an insufferable thought, 
unless w'e name all the conditions. But to be yoked to 
a creature of impulses! Really I could only describe 
his erratic nature by commending you to the study of 
a dragon-fly. It would map you an idea of what he has 
been in the twenty-four hours since we had him here. 
They tell me a vain sort of person is the cause. Can 
she be the cause of his resolving to have a residence 
here, to buy up half the valley—erecting a royal palace 
—and marking out the site—raving anout it in the 
w'ildcst language, poetical if it had been a little reason¬ 
able :—and then, after a night, suddenly, unaccount¬ 
ably, hating the place, and Iwing under the. necessity of 
flying from it in hot haste, tearing us all away, as if 
w'e w’ere attached to a kite that will neither mount ttor 
fall, but rushes about hetullong. Has he heard, or sus¬ 
pected ? or seen certain boxes liearing a name ? Livia 
Itas no suspicion, though she thinks me wonderfully > 
contented in so dull a place, where it has rained nine 
<lays in a fortnight. I ask myself whether iny manner 
of greeting him betrayed my expectation of another. ' 
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He Ims brains. It is the greatest of eiTors to suppose 
him at all like the common run of rich young noble¬ 
men. He seems to thirst for brilliant wits and original 
sayings. His ambition is to lead all England in every¬ 
thing! I readily acknowledge that he has generous 
ideas too; but try to hold him, deny him his liberty, 
and it would be seen how desperate and relentless he 
would be to get loose. Of this I am convinced: he 
would be either the most abject of lovere, or a woman 
,^if it turned out not to be love) would fijid him the 
most unscrupulous of yokefellows. Yokefellow! She 
would not have her reason in consenting. A lamb and 
a furious bull! Papa and I have had a serious talk. 
He shut his ears to my compaj*isoiis, but admits, that 
as I am the principal person concerned, etc. Rich and 
a nobleman is too tempting for an anxious father; and 
Livia's influence is paramount. She has not said a 
syllable in depreciation of you. That is to her credit. 
She also admits that I must yield freely if at all, and 
she grants me the use of similes; but her tactics are to 
contest them one by one, and the admirable pretender 
is not as shifty as the mariner's breeze, he is not like 
the wandering spark in bunit paper, of which you 
cannot say whether it is chasing or chased : it is I who 
am the shifty Pole to the steadiest of mdgnets. She is 
a princess in other things besides her liuperiority to 

Physics. There will be wild scenes at Baden. 

* 

‘ My Diary of to-day is all bestowed on you. What 
have I to write in it except the pair of commas under 
the last line of yesterday—“ He has not come!"^ Oh! 
to be caring for a he. 

* O that I were with your sister now, on one side of 
her idol, to correct her extravagant' idolatry ! I long 
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for her. 1 had a number of nice little phrases to pet 
her with. 

‘ You have said (I have it written) that men who are 
liked by men are the best friends for women. In which 
case, the earl should be worthy of our friendship; he is 
liked. Captain Abrane and Sir Meeson, in spite of the 
hard service he imposes on them with such comical 
haughtiness, incline to speak well of him, and Methuen 
Rivers—here for two days on his way to his embassy at 
Vienna—assured us he is the rarest of gentlemen on the* 
point of honour of his word. They have stories of him, 
to confirm Livia’s eulogies, showing him punctilious to 
chivalry. No man alive is like him in that, they say. 
He grieves me. All that you have to fear is my pity 
for one .so sensitive. So speed, sir ! It is not good for 
us to be much alone, and I am alone when you are 
absent. 

‘ I hear military mu.sic! 

‘How grand that music makes the dullest world 
appear in a minute. There is a magic in it to bring 
you to me from the most dreadful of distances.—Chillon! 
it would kill me!—Writing here and you perhaps 
behind the hill, I can hardly bear it;—I am torn away, 
my hand will not any more. This music burst out to 
mock me! Adieu. 

* ‘ I am vours. 

‘ Your HKNKiE'rrA. 

‘ A kiss to the sister. It is owing to her.’ 

darinthia kissed the letter on that last line. It 
seemed to her to end in a celestial shower. 

She was oppressed by wonder of the writer w'ho could 
run like the rill of the mountains in written speech; and 



THE LADY'S LETTER 


77 


her recollection of the contents perpetually hurried to 
the close, which was more in her way of writing, for 
there the brief sentences had a throb beneath them. 

She did not speak of the letter to her brother when 
she returned it. A night in the carriage, against his 
shoulder, was her happy prospect, in the thought that 
she would be with her dearest all night, touching him 
asleep, and in the" sweet sense of being near to the 
beloved of the fairest angel of her sex. They pursued 
their journey soon after Anton was dismissed with warm 
shakes of the hand and appointments for a possible year 
in the future*. 

The blast of the postillion’s horn on the dark highway 
moved Chillon to say : ‘ This is what they call posting, 
my dear.’ 

She replied; ‘ Tell me, brother: I do not linder- 
stand, “ I^t none these marks efface^ at the commence¬ 
ment, after most “ picturesque of Castles ” :—that is 
you.’ 

‘ They are quoted from the verses of a lord who was 
a poet, addressed to the castle on I^ke Leman. She 
will read them to you.’ 

* Will she V 

The mention of the lord set Carinthia thinking of 
the lord whom that beautiful shk pitied because she 
was forced to wound him and he was very sensitive. 
Wrapped in Henrietta, she slept through the joltings 
of the carriage, the grinding of the w heels, the blowing 
of the horn, the flashes of the late moonlight and the 
kindling of dawn. 
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CHAPTER VIll 


OF THK KNCOrXTJ-'.It OF TWO STIIANGE TOUXG xMEN ANJ) 
THEIR {’OXSOllTIXt; : IX WHICH THK MALE KKADKR IS 
liKOrKSTED TO HEAR IX ^IINI) WHAT WILD CREATURE 
HE WAS IX HIS YOrrTH, WHILE THE FEMALE SHOULD 
MMIVEL CllEDI’LOIisLY. 


The young man who faiicifil ht* had robed himself in 
the plain homespun of a natural philosopher at the 
age of twenty-thrc'e journeyed limping leisurely in the 
mountain maid Carinthia^s footsteps, thankful to the 
Fates for having seen her; and reproving the remainder 
of superstition within him, which would lay him open 
to smai’ts of evil fortune if he encouraged a senseless 
gratitude for good ; seeing that we are simply to take 
what happinis to us. The little inn of the village on 
the percli furnished him a night's lodging and a laugli 
of satisfaction to hear of a young lady and gentleman, 
and their guide, who had devoured everything eatable 
half a day in advance of him, all save the bread and 
butler, and a few scraps of meat, apologetically spread 
for his repast by the maid of the inn: not enou^ for 
a bantam cock, she said, jiromising eggs for breakfsust. 
He vowed with an honest heart, that it was more thftn 
enough, and he was nourished by symjiathy with the 
apfietites of his precursors and the maid's description 
of'their deeds. That name, Carinthia, went a good way 
to fill him. 

Farther on he had plenty, but less contentment. H#. 
w’aa com[)elled to acknowl^ge that he hftd es:pected 
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meet Carinthia again at the Baths. Her absence dealt 
a violent shock to the aerial structure he dwelt in ; for 
though his ardour for the life of the solitudes was 
unfeigned, as wtis his calm overlooking of socnal dis¬ 
tinctions, the self-indulgent dreamer became ti’oubled 
wi^ an alarming sentience, that for him to share the 
passions of the world «)f men was to risk the falling 
lower than most. Women are a cause of dreams, but 
they are dreaded enemies of his kind of dream, deadly 
enemies of the immaterial dreamers; and should one of 
them be taken on board a vesst*! of the vapourisli texture 
young Woodseer sailed in above the clouds lightly while 
he was in it alone, questions of })ast, future, and present, 
the three weights u}X)n humanity, bi*ar it down, and she 
must go, or the vessel sinks. And cast out of it, what 
was he ? The asking expostxl him to the steadiest wind 
the civilized world is know'n to blow. From merely 
thinking upon one of the daiightei’s of earth, he was 
made to feel his position in that world, though he 
refused to understand it, and assisted by two days of 
hard walking he reduced Carinthia to an abstract 
enthusiasm, no very serious burden. His note-lmok 
sustained it easily. He wrote her name in sim])le 
. fondness of the name; a verse, and hints for more, 
and some sentences, which he thought profound. They 
^were composed as he sat by the roadway, on the to])s of 
hills, and in a boat crossing a dark green lake deep 
under wooded mountain w'alls: things of priceless 
value.' 

It happened, that midway on the lake he perceived 
his boatman about to prime a pistol to murder the 
tmld^yed'stillness, and he called to the man in his 
German to desist. During the altercation, there 
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passed a countiyrnan of his in another of the punts^ 
who said gravely: ‘ I thank you for that/ It was 
early morning, and they had the lake to themselves, 
each deeming the other an intruder; for the courtship 
of solitude wanes when we are haunted by a second 
person in pursuit of it; he is discoloui-ing matter in 
our pure crystal cup. Such is the worship of the 
picturesque; and it would appear to say, that the spirit 
of man finds itself yet in the society of barbarians. 
The case admits of good ])leading either way, even upon 
the issue whether the exclusive or the vulgar be the 
niore barbarous. But in those days the solicitation of 
the picturesque had been revived by a poet of some 
impassioned rhetoric, and two devotees could hardly 
meet, as the two meet liere, and not be mutually 
obscurants. 

They stepped ashore in turn on the same small shoot 
of land where a farm-house near a chapel in the shadow 
of cliffs did occasional service for an inn. Each hiid 
intended to pass a day and a night in this lonely dwell¬ 
ing-place by the lake, but a rival was less to be toleratixl 
there than in love, and each awaited the other’s depar¬ 
ture, with an air that said : ‘You are in my sunlight’; 
and going deeper, more sternly : ‘ Sir, you are an offence 
to Nature’s pudency ! ’ 

Woodseer was the more placable of the two; he had 
taken possession of the bench outside, and he had his 
note-book and much profundity to haul up with it while 
fish were frying. His countryman had rushed inside 
to*avoid him, and remained there pacing the chamber 
like a lion newly caged. Their boatmen were brotherly 
in the anticipation of provision and payment. 

After eating his fish, Woodseer decided abruptly, thait 
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as he could not have the spot to himself, memorable 
as it would have been to intermarry with Nature in so 
sacred a well-depth of the mountains, he had better be 
walking and climbing. Another boat paddling up the 
lake had been spied: solitude was not merely shared 
with a rival, but violated by numbers. In the (ii*st case, 
we detest the man; in the second, we fly from an out¬ 
raged scene. He wrote a line or so in his book, hurriedly 
paid his bill, and started, full of the matter he had 
briefly committed to his pages. 

At noon, sitting beside the beck that runs fiom the 
lake, he was overtaken by the gentleman he had left 
behind, and accosted in the informal English style, 
with all the politeness possible to n nervously blunt 
manner: ‘ This book is yours,—I have no doubt it is 
yours; I am glad to be able to restore it; I should be 
glad to be the owner—writer of the contents, I mean. 
1 have to beg your excuse; I found it lying open; I 
looked at the page, I looked through the whole; I am 
quite at your mercy.’ 

Woodseer jumped at the sight of his note-book, felt 
for the emptiness of his pocket, and replied : ‘ Thank 
you, thank you. It’s of use to me, though to no one 
else.’ 

‘ You pardon me ? ’ 

‘Certainly. I should have done it myself.’ 

‘I cannot offer you my apologies as a stranger.’ 
Lord Fleetwood was the name given. 

WcKjdseer’s plebeian was exchanged for it, and he 
stood up. 

The young lord had fair, straight, thin features, with 
l(»rge restless eyes that lighted quickly, and a mouth 
that was winning in his present colloquial mood. 

F 


V 
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‘ You could have done the same ? I should find it 
hard to forgive the man who pried into my secret 
thoughts/ he remarked. 

‘ There they are. If one puts them to pajKjr J . . 
Woodseer shrugged, 

‘Yes, yes. They never last long enough with me. 
So far I’m safe. One }>age led to another. You can 
meditate. I noticed some remarks on Religions. You 
think deeply.' 

Woodseer was of that opinion, hut modesty urged 
him to reply witli a small flourish. ‘Just a few heads 
of ideas. When the w'ind puffs down a sooty chimney 
the air is filled with little blacks that settle pretty 
much like the notes in this hook of mine. There they 
wait for another j)uft', or my fingers to stamp them.' 

‘ I could tell you were the owner of that book,’ said 
I^rd Fleetwood. lie swept his forehead feverishly. 
‘ ^Vhat a power it is to relieve one’s brain by writing ! 
May I ask yon, which one of the Universities.^ . . .’ 

The burden of tliis question had a ring of irony to 
one whom it taught to fcHjl rather deHantly, that he 
carried the blazon of a reeking tramp. ‘ IMy Univer¬ 
sity,’ Woodseer replied, ‘was a merchant’s office in 
Bremen for some months. I leanit more Greek and 
Latin in Bremen than business. I was invalided home, 
and then tried a merchant's office in I.iOndon. 1 put on 
my hat one day, and walked into the country. My 
College fellows were hawkers, tinkers, tramps and 
ploughmen, choughs and crows. A volume of our Poets 
and^ History of Philosophy composed my libraxy. I 
had scarce any money, so 1 learnt how to idle inexpen¬ 
sively—a good first lesson. We’re at the bottom of the 
world when we take to the road; we see men as they 
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were in the beginning—not so eager for harness till 
they get acquainted with hunger, as I did, and studied 
in myself the old animal having his head pushed into 
tlie collar to earn a feed of com.’ 

Woodseer laughed, adding, that he had been of a 
serious mind in those days of the alternation of smooth 
indifference and shaqi necessity, and he had plucked a 
flower from them. 

His nature prompted him to speak of himself w'ith 
simple candour, as he had done spontaneously to Chillon 
Kirby, yet he was now anxious to let his companion 
know at once the common stuff he was made of, together 
with the great stuff he contained. He grew conscious 
of an over-anxiety, and was uneasy, recollecting how he 
had just spoken about his naturalness, dimly if at all 
apprehending the cause of this disturbance within. 
What is a lord to a philosopher! Ilut the w'orld is 
around us as a cloak, if not a coat; in his ignorance he 
supposed it specially due to a lord seeking acquaintance 
with him, that he sliould expose his condition : doing 
the which appeared to .subject him to parade his intel¬ 
lectual treasures and cajyacity for shaping sentences; 
and the effect upon Lord Fleetwood was an incentive 
to the display. Nevertheless he had a fretful desire to 
escape from the discomposing society of a lord; he fixed 
his knapsack and began to saunter. 

The young lord was at his elbow. ‘ I can’t part with 
you. Will you allow me 

Woodseer was puzzled and had to say: ‘ If you wish 
it’ 

* I do wish it: an hour’s walk with you. One does 
not meet a man like you every day. I have to join a 
circle of mine in Baden, but there’s no hurry; I could 
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l)e disengaged for a week. And I have things to ask 
you, owing to my indiscretion—but you have excused 
it.' 

Woodsccr turned for a farewell gaze at the great 
Watzmanii, and saluted him. 

‘ Splendid,’ said Lord Fleetwood; ‘ but don't clap 
names on the mountains.—I saw written in your book : 

te,rt for DadiC You write: dcsimtism would 

procure a perfect solitude^ hut kill the ghost.'' That was 
my thought at the place where we were at the lake. I 
had it. Tell me—though I could not have written it, 
and “ ghost” is just the word, the exact word—tell me, 
are you of Welsh blood ? “ Dad ” is gemd Welsh— 
])ronounce it hard.’ 

AVoodseer answered: ‘ Mv mother was a Glamor- 
ganshire woman. My father, I know, walked up from 
Wales, mending boots on*his road for a livelihood. 
He is not a bad scholar, he knows Greek enough to like 
it. He is a Dissenting preacher. When I strike a 
truism, I’ve a habit of scoring it to give him a peg or 
tuning-fork for one of his discourses. He’s a man of 
talent; he taught himself, and he taught me more than 
I learnt at school. He is a thinker in his way. He 
loves Nature too. I rather envy him in some respects. 
He and I are hunters of Wisdom on different tracks; 
and he, as he says, “ waits for me.” He’s patient! ’ 

‘ Ah, and I wanted to ask you,’ Lord Fleetwood ob- 
seiwed, bursting with it, ‘I was puzzled by a name 
you write here and there near the end, and permit 
me to ask it: Carinthia! It cannot be the countiy 'i . 
You write after the name: beautiful Gorgon — 

a haggard Vemis^ It seized me. I have had the face 
before my eyes ever since. You must mean a woman. 
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I can't be deceived in allusions to a woman: thev 
have heart in them. You met her somewhere about 
Carinthili, and gave lier the name.^ You write— 
may I refer to the book ? ’ 

. He received the book and flew througli the leaves: 
‘ Here—“ A panting look "; you write again : “ A look 
of beaten flame: a look of one icho has run ami at last 
beholds!'^ But that is a Jiving face: I see her ! Here 
again: “ From minute to minute she is the rock that 
loses the sun at night and reddens in the morning,'^ 
You could not ereati* an idea of a woman to move 
you like that. No one could, I am certain of it, 
certain; if so, you Ve a wizard—I swear you are. 
But that’s a face high over beauty. Just to know 
there is a woman like her, is an antidote. You com¬ 
pare her to a rock. Who would imagine a compari- 
.son of a woman to a rock ! But rock is the very 
picture of beautiful Gorgon, haggard Venus. Tell me 
you met her, you saw her. I w'ant only to hear she 
lives, she is in the world. Beautiful women compai’ed 
to n>ses may whirl away with their handsome dragoons! 
A pang from them is a thing to be ashamed of. And 
there are men who trot about whining with it! But 
a Carinthia makes pain honourable. You have done 
what I thought im])o.ssible—fused a woRfian’s face and 
: grand scenery, to make them inseparable. She might 
be wicked for me. I should see a bright rim round 
' hatred of her!—the rock you describe. I could en¬ 
dure horrors and not annihilate her! 1 should think 

her sacred.’’ 

Woodseer turned about to liave a look at the man 
who was even quicker than he at realizing a pexison 
.lk»fn a hint of description, and almost insimelj ex- 
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travagant iti the pitch of the things he uttered to a 
stranger. For himself, he was open with everylxxiy, 
his philosophy not allowing that strangers eicisted on 
earth. But the presence of a hird brought the conven¬ 
tional world to his feelings, though at the same time 
the title seenied to sancd;ion the exceptional abrupt¬ 
ness and wildness of this lord. As for suspecting him 
to l)e mad, it would have liecn a common idea: no 
stretching of sj)eech or overstepping of social rules 
could waken a suspicion sc) spiritless in Woodseer. 

He said : ‘ I can tell you I met her and she lives. 
I could as soon swim in that torrent or leap the moun¬ 
tain as repent what she spoke, or sketch a feature of 
her. She goes into the blood, she is a new idea of 
women. She has the face that would tempt a gypsy to 
evil tellings. I could think of it as a history written 
in a line: Carinthia, Saint and Martyr! As for com¬ 
parisons, they are flowers thrown into the fire.** 

‘ I have hiul that—I have thought that,’ said Lord 
rieetw'ood. ‘ Go on; talk of her, pray; without com¬ 
parisons. I detest them. How did you meet her? 
What made you part ? Where is she now ? I have no 
w'ish to find her, but I w^ant thoroughly to believe in 
her.’ 

Another than WoodsetT would have perceived the 
young lord's malady. Here was one bitten by the 
serj)ent of love, and athirst for an image of the sex to 
seiwre for the cooling herb, as youth will 1 k\ Woodseer 
put it down to a curious imaginative fellowshif) with 
himself. He forgot the lord, and supposed he had 
found his own likeness, less gifted in speech. After 
talking of Carinthia more and more in the abstract, he 
fell u|^>on his discovery of the Great Secret of . life. 
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against which liis hearer struggled for a time, though 
that was cooling to him, too; but ultimately there was 
no resistance, and so deep did they sink into the idea 
of pure contemplation, that the idea of woman seemed 
to have become a part of it. No stronger proof of their 
aethereal cxmversational earnestness could be offered. 
A locality was given to the Great Secret, and of 0001*80 
it was the place where the jnost jiowerful recent 
impression had been stamped on the mind of the 
discoverer: the shadowy valley rolling from the slate- 
rock. Woodseer was too artistic a dreamer to present 
the passing vision of C-arinthia with any associates there. 
She passed : the solitude accepted her and lost her; and 
it was the richer for the one swift gleam : she brought 
no trouble, she left no regrets ; she was the ghost of the 
rocky obscurity. But now remembering her mountain 
carol, he chanced to speak of her as a girl. 

‘She is a girl?’ erk^ liOrd Fleetwood, fniwiiing over 
an utter revolution of sentiment at the thought of the 
lieautiful Gorgon being a girl; for, rapid as he was to 
imagine, he had raised A solid fabric upon his concep¬ 
tion of C’arinthia the woman, necessarily the woman— 
logically. Who but the woman could look the Gorgon ! 
He tried to explain it to be impossible for a girl to wear 
the look: and his notion evidently was, that it had come 
upon a l)jlkutiful face in some staring horror of a world 
that had bitten the tender woman. She touched him 
sympathetically through the pathos. 

Woodseer flung out vociferously for the contrary. 
Who but a girl could look the hemdifiil Gorgon ! What 
other could seem an emanation of the mountain soli¬ 
tude ? A woman would instantly breathe the world on 
it to destroy it. Hers would be the dramatic and not 
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the poetic face. It would shriek of man, wake the. 
echoes with the tale of man, slaughter all quietude. 
But a girPs face has no story of poisonous intrusion. 
She indeed may he cast in the terrors^of Nature, and yet 
he sweet with Nature, beautiful because she is purely 
of Nature. Woodseer did his best to present his view 
irresistibly. Perhaps he was not clear; it was a piece 
of skianiachy, difficult to render clear to the de¬ 
feated. 

Lord Fleetwood had nothing to say but ‘ Gorgon! a 
girl a Gorgon! ’ and it struck Woodseer as intensely 
unreasonable, considering that he had seen the girl 
whom, in his effort to portray her, he had likened to 
a beautiful Gorgon. He recounted the scene of the 
meeting with her, pictured it in etfectiv'c colours, but 
his companion gave no response, nor a nod. They 
ceased to converse, and when the young lord’s hired 
carriage drew up on the imd, Woodseer required per¬ 
suasion to aa'ompany him. Tlicy were both in their 
different sbitions young tyrants of the ^\orld, ready ti> 
fight the world and one anotlicr for not having their 
immediate view of it such as they wanted it. They 
agreed, however, not to sleep in the city. Beds were to 
lx; had near the top of a mountain on the other side of 
the Salza, their driver informed them, and vowing them¬ 
selves to that ])articular height, in a mutuaf disgust of 
the city, tliey waxed friendlier, with a reserve. 

Woodseer soon had experience that he was receiving 
exceptional treatment from I. 4 ord Fleetwood, wdiose man¬ 
servant was on the steps of the hotel in Salzburg on the 
lookout for his master. 

‘Sir Meeson has been getting impatient, my lord/ 
said the man. 
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Sir Meeson Corby appeared; Lord Fleetwood cut 
‘ him short; ‘ You ’re in a hurry; go at once, don’t wait 
for me; I join you in Baden.—Do me the favour to eat 
with me,’ he turned to Woodsccr. ‘ And here, Corby ! 
tell the countess I have a friend to bear me tompany, 
and there is to be an extra bedroom secun»d at her 
hotel. That swinery of a place she insists on visiting 
is usually crammed. With you thci*e,’ he turned to 
Woodseer, ‘ I might find it agreeable.—You can take 
iny man, Corby; I shall not want the fellow.’ 

‘ Positively, my dear Fleetwood, you knoAV,’ Sir 
Meeson expostulated, ‘ I am under orders; I don’t stn* 
how—I really can’t go on without you.’ 

‘ Please yourself. This gentleman is my friend, Mr. 
Woodseer.’ 

Sir Meeson Corby was a plump little beau of forty, 
at war with his fat and accounting his tight blue tail 
coat and brass buttons a victory. His tightness made 
his fatness elastic; he looked wound up for a dance, 
and could hardly hold on a leg; but the presentation 
of a creature in a battered hat and soiled garments, 
carrying a tattered knapsack half slung, lank and with 
disorderly locks, as the Earl of Fleetwood’s friend—the 
fUend of the wealthiest nobleman of Great Britain!— 
fixed him in a perked attitude of inquiry tfiat exhausted 
^terrogatives. Woodseer passed him, slouching a bow. 
The circular stare of Sir Meeson seemed unable to con> 
tract. He directed it on I^rd Fleetwood, and was then 
reminded that he dealt with prickles. 

‘ Where have you been ? ’ he said, blinking to refresh 
his eyeballs. ‘ I missed you, I ran round and round the 
town after you.’ 

* I have Ijeen to the lake.’ 
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* Queer fish there! ^ Sir Meeson dropped a glance on 
the capture. 

Lord Fleetwood took Woodsecrs arm. ‘ Do you eat 
w'ith us.^’ he asked the Imronet, who had stayed his 
eating for an liour and was famished; so they strode to 
the dining-room. 

‘Do you wash, sir, before eating?* Sir Meeson said 
to Woodseer, caressing his hands when they had seated 
themselves at table. ‘ Appliances are to l)c found in 
this hotel.’ 

‘ Soap ? ’ said Lord Flectw(K)d. 

‘ Sotip—at least, in my chamber.’ 

‘ Fetch it, please.’ 

Sir Meeson, of course, could not hc'jir that. He re- 
(]ucsted the waiter to show the gentleman to a room. 

I^)rd Fleetwood ordered tlie waiter to bring a hand- 
liasin and towel. ‘ We’re off* directly and must eat at 
once,’ he siiid. 

‘Soap—soap ! my dear Fleetw'ood,’ Sir Meeson 
knuckled on the bible, to impress it that his appetite 
and his gorge demanded a thorough cleansing of those 
fingers, if they were to sit at one board. 

‘ I^et tlie waiter fetch it.’ 

‘ The soap is in my portmanteau.’ 

‘ You s])oke of it as a necessity for this gentleman and 
me. Bring it’ 

Woodseer hatl risen. Lord Fleetwood motioned him 
down. He kept an eye dead as marble on Corby, who 
muttered; ‘You can’t mean that you ask me.? , . / 
Bift the alternative was forced on Sir Meeson by too 
strong a power of the implacable eye; there was thunder 
in it, a continuity of gaze forcefuller than repetitions of 
the word. He knew Lord Fleetwood. Men privileged 
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to attend on him were dogs to the flinty young despot: 
they were sure to Im? called upon to expiate the faintest 
offence to him. He had hastily to consider, that he 
was banished beyond appeal, with the whole torture of 
banishment to an adorer of the Countess Li via, or else 
the mad Iwhest must be obeyed. He protested, shrugged, 
sat fast, and sprang up, remarking, that he went with all 
the willingness imaginable. It could not have been the 
first occasion. 

He was affecting the excessively obsequious when he 
came back bearing his metal soap-case. The perform¬ 
ance w'as checked by another look solid as shot, and as 
quick. Woodseer, who would have done for Sir Meeson 
Corby or Lazarus what had been dune for him, thought 
little of the seiwice, but so intense a jieremptoriness in 
the look of an eve made him uncomfortable in his own 
sense of independence. The humblest citizen of a free 
nation has that warning at some notable exhibition of 
tyranny in a neighbouring State: it acts like a concussion 
of the air. 

Lord Fleetwood led an easy dialogue with him and 
Sir Meeson, on their different themes immediately, whidi 
was not less impressive to an observer. He listened to 
Sir Met'son’s entreaties that he should start at once for 
Baden, and appeared to pity the poor gentleman, con¬ 
demned by his office to hang about him in terror of his 
liege lady’s displeasure. Presently, near the close of the 
meal, drawing a ring from his finger, he handed it to the 
baronet, and .said, ‘ Give her that. She knows I shall 
follpw that.’ He added to him.self:—I shall have ill- 
luck till I have it back ! and he asked Woodseer whether 
he put faith in the virtue of talismans. 

* 1 have never possessed one,’ said Woodseer, with his> 
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natural frankness. ^It would have gone long before 
this for a night’s lodging.’ 

Sir Mecson heard hitn, and instantly urged Lord 
Fleetwood not to think of dismissing his man Francis. 

‘ I beg it, Fleetwood ! I beg you to take the man. Her 
ladyship will receive me badly, ring or no ring, if she 
hears of your being left alone. I really can’t present 
myself. I shall not go, not go. I say no.’ 

‘ Stay, then,’ said Flcetw'ood. 

He turned to Woodseer with an air of deference, 
and re(iuested the privilege of glancing at his note¬ 
book again, and scanned it cdosely at one of the 
pages. ‘ I believe it true,’ he cried; ‘ I had a half 
recollection of it—I have had some such thought, but 
never could ])ut it in words. Vou have thought 
deeply.’ 

‘ That is only a surface thought, or common reflec¬ 
tion,’ said Wot)dseer. 

Sir Meeson stared at them in tuni. Judging by 
their talk and the effect produced on the carl, he took 
Woodseer for a sort of conjuror. 

It was his duty to utter a warning. 

He drew Fleetwood aside. A wwd was whispered, 
and they broke asunder with a snap. Francis was 
called. His master gave him his keys, and despatched 
him into the town to purchase a knapsack or bag R>r 
the outfit of a jolly beggar. The prospect delighted 
Lord Fleetwood. ’ He sang notes from the deep cheat, 
flaunting like an opera brigand, and contemplating hia. 
wretched satellite’s indecision with brimming amuse* 
ment. 

'^Remember, we figlit for our money. I cany mine,;; 
he said to Woodseer. 
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* Wouldn’t it be expedient, Fleetwood . , Sir Meeson 
HUggested a treasurer in the person of himself. 

* Not a florin, Corby ! I should find it all gambled 
away at Baden.’ 

‘ But I am not Abrane, I’m not Abriuie! 1 never 
play, I have no mania, none. It would Ik' prudent* 
Fleetwood.’ 

‘The slightest bulging of a [)oeLei would show on 
you, Corby; and they w'ould be at \ou, they would 
fall on you and pluck \ou to have another ding. I’d 
rather my money should go to a knight of the rood 
than feed that dragon’s jaw’. A highwayman seems 
an honest fellow compared with >our honourable cor¬ 
poration of dy-catchers. I 4*ould surrender to him 
with some satisfaction after a trial of the better man. 
I’ve tried these tables, and couldn’t stir a pulse. Have 
vou’ 

ft 

It had to be explained to Woodseer what w'as meant 
by trying the tables. ‘Not I,’ said he, in strong con¬ 
tempt of the queer allurement. 

Lord Fleetwood studied him half a minute, as if 
measuring and discarding a suspicion of the young 
philosopher’s jiossible weakness under tcnqibition. 

Sir Aleeson Corby accompanied the cxldly assorted 
couple through the town and a sboi*t way along the 
md to the mountain, for the sake of (juictiiig his con¬ 
science upon the subject of his lea\ijig them together. 
He could not have sat down a second time at a tabic 
ufith those hands. He said it:—he could not have done 
the thing. So the best he could do was to let them go. 
Lake many of his class, he had a mind open to the effect 
of strikkig contrasts, and the spectacle of the Wealthiest 
nobleman in Great Britain tramping the road, pack on 
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back, with a young nobody for his comrade, a total 
stranger, who miglit be a cut-tliroat, and was avowedly 
next to a mendicant, charged him with quantities of 
interjecti>ry matter, that he caught himself firing to the 
foreign jieople on the highway. Hundreds of thousands 
a year, and tramping it like a pedlar, with a beggar for 
his friend! He would have given something to have 
an English ear near him as he watched them rounding 
under the mountain they were about to climb. 


CHARTER IX 

CONCERNING THE HLACK (;ODI)ESS FORTUNE AND THE 
WORSHIP OF HER, TOGETHER WITH AN INTRODUCTION 
OF SOME OF HER VOTARIES 

In those early days of Fortune''b ])regnant Alterations 
of colour between the lied and the Black, exhibited 
publicly, as it were a jietroleum spring of the ebony- 
fiery lakt^ below. Black-Forest Baden was the s^irightliest 
of the antc-chambei's of Hades. Thither in the ripe¬ 
ness of the year troojicd the devotees of the sable 
goddess to perforin sacrifice; and annually among them 
the beautiful Livia, the Countess of Fleetwood; for 
nowhere else had she sensation of the perfect repose 
which is rocked to a slumber by gales. 

She was not of the crcaturcs who are excited by an 
atmosphere of excitement; she took it as the nymph of 
the stream her native wave, and sw'am on the Rood with 
expansive languor, happy to have the master passions 
about her; one or two of which her dainty hand 
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caressed, fearless of a sting; the lady petted them as 
her swans. It surprised her to a gentle contempt of 
men and women, that they should be ruffled either by 
love or play. A withholding from the scene will natu¬ 
rally arouse disturbing wishes ; but to be present lulls; 
for then we live, we are in our element. And who 
could expect, what sane person can desiiv, j)er|)etual 
good luck ? Fortune, the goddess, and young Love, 
too, are divine in their mutability: and Fortune would 
resemble a humdrum housewife, Love a droning husband, 
if constancy were j>ractised by them. Observe the 
staggering and plunging of the blindfold wretch seek¬ 
ing to be persuaded of their faithfulness. 

She could make for herself a quiet centre in the heart 
of the whirlwind, but the whirlwind was required. The 
clustered lights at the corner of the vale under forest 
hills, the burst of music, the bloKing w^indows of the 
saloons of the Furies, and tlie gamblers advancing and 
reti’eating, with their totally c»pposite views of c^onsc- 
quenccs, and fashions of weariiig or tearing the mask ; 
and closer, the figures shifting up and down the pro¬ 
menade, known and unknown faces, and the histories 
half known, half woven, weaving fast, which flew their 
threads to provoke speculation; pleasantly embraced 
and diverted the cool-blooded lady surrounded by her 
courtiers, who could upon occasion supply the luminous 
clue or anecdote. She luid an intuitive liveliness to 
detect interchanges of eyes, the shuttle of intrigue:; the 
mild hypocrisy, the clever audacity, the suspicion con¬ 
firmed, the complication threatening to become resonant 
and terrible; and the old crossing the young and the 
young outwitting the old, wiles of fair traitors and 
dark, knaves of all suits of the pack. A more intimate 
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acquaintance* with their lineaments inspired a regard 
for them, such as poets may feign the throned high 
moon to entertain for objects ctiiising her rays to flash. 

llie simple fools, jKfrforming in character, were a 
neutral jK‘ople,grott»squ(‘s and aral)csques wreathed about 
the margins of the scene. Venus or Forttnie smote 
them to a relievo distinguishing one from another. 
Here, however, as elsewhere, the core of interest was 
with the serious population, the lovers and the players 
in earnest, wh(» stood round the funiaee and pitched 
themselves int<i it, not always under a niiscalcidation 
of their chances of emerging transfigured instead of 
serving for fuel, 'riiese, the tragical children of folly^ 
were astute : they played with lightning, and they knew 
the conditions of the game; vich^ries were to be had. 

The idterior conditions of the game, the price paid 
for a victory, they thought little of: for they were 
feverish worshi})}x*rs of llu‘ jihantasmal deity called the 
IVi'sent; a god reigning over the l*a.st, appreciable only 
in the Future; whose whifi of actual being is composed 
of the embryo idea of the union of these two periods. 
Still he is oeetisiuitally a benevolent god to the appe> 
tites; which have but to Ik* eontinuous to establish him 
in fH*rmunence; and as nothing in us more readily su]^ 
}x»ses perpetuity than the appetite rushing to destroy 
itself, the rational nature of the most universal worship 
on earth is perceived at once. 

Now the priw‘ paid for a victory is this: that having 
Ik*cu favoured in a single iiLstaiice by the spouse of the 
aforesaid eminent divinity—^the Black Goddess of the 
golden fringes—men believe in her forever after, behold 
her everywhere, they belong to her. Their faith as to 
sowing and reaping ha.s gone; and so has their capadty 
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to see the actual as it is; she has the )M>wer to attach 
them to her skirts the more by rewarding their impas¬ 
sioned devotion with cuffs and scorns, ^rhcy have ceased 
to have a first notion upon anything without a second 
haunting it, wliich directs them to jm)})itiate rortiine. 

But I am reinindcK^l by tin* convulsions of Datnc 
Gossip, tliat the wisdom of our ancestors makes it a 
mere hammering of common})ltu;e to insist on sucli 
reflections. Many of them, indml, took the union of 
the Black (ioddess and the llosv Present for tlie com- 
pasition of the \‘ery .:Vrch-JMend. Some had a shot at 
the strange conjecture, iiguring her as tired of men in 
the end and challenging him below—e(|uallY tired of 
his easy coiicpicsts of men since the glorious old times 
of the duelling saints. By virtue of his one incorrigible 
weakness, which we know him to have as long as we 
have it ourselves: viz., the lielief in her existence, she 
is to get the better of Jiim. 

U]>on this point the experience of Captain Abraiic 
has a value. Livia wtis a follower of the Ued and Black 
and the rounding hall in the person of the giant captain, 
through whom she received her succession of sweetly 
teasing thrills and shocks, as one of the adventurous 
company they formed together. 'Ibe place was known 
to him as the fair Philistine to another muscular hero; 
he had been shorn there before, and sent forth tottering, 
treating the friends he met as pillars to fall witli him; 
and when the operation was done thoroughly, he pro¬ 
nounced himself refri*shed by it, like a more sensible 
Samson, the cooler for his clipping. Then it was that 
he relapsed undistractedly u^ion processes of his mind: 
and he often said he thought Fortune would beat the 
&viL 
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Her power is shown in the moving of her solicitors 
to think, iiistiintlv after they have made their cast, that 
the reverse of it was wlmt they intended. It conies as 
thoiigli slie hml witlidrawn the bandage from her fore-- 
head and drojiped a leaden glance on them, like a great 
dame jingrv lo have her signal misinterpreted. Well, 
then, distinguished by the gt)ddcss in such a manner, we 
have it jiroved to us 1k»w she wished to favour: for the 
reverse: wins, and wi* wlu» are pinched blame not her 
cruelty but (nir blind folly. This is true worship. 
Henceforth the pain of her nip is mingled with the 
dream of her kiss: between the positive and the 
imagiiu'd of her we remain confused until the purse is 
an empty body on a gallows, lumour too, perhaps. 

Captain Alirane was one of the Countess Livia’s 
numerous courtiers on the border of the promenade 
under the lightetl saloons. A colossus inactive, he had 
little to say aimmg tlie chattering circle; for when 
seated, card.s, were wanted to animate him : and he 
looked entirely out of place and unlit ted, like a great 
vessel’s figure-head in a shipwright’s yard. 

She murmured : ‘ N()t this evening ? ’ 

Ahrane tjuoled proujptly a line of nursery song: 

‘ How shall he cut it without eVr a knife ? ’ 

‘Have we run it down so low.?'’ said she, ivith no 
reproach in her tone. 

'riie cajitain shrugged over his clean abyss, where 
nothing was. 

Yesterday their hank jirc'-entcd matronly prc>por- 
tioTis, Hut an importuned goddess reduces the most 
voluminous t<> bare stitches within a few winks of 
an eye. 

Livia turned to a French gentleman of her court. 
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M. de St. Ombre, mid pui'sued a conversation. He 
was a stately cavalier, of the Gallicized Frankisli out¬ 
lines, ready, but gmve in his bearing, grave in his de¬ 
livery, triinlv moustached, with a Guise beard. 

His profound internal (jueslion relating to this un- 
English beauty of the British Isles :—had she no passion 
in iier nature ? wius not convinced by her apparent 
insensibility to Fortune's whips. 

Sir MtH‘son ('orby inserletl a word of Bull French out 
of place from time to lime. 

As it mijjrht be necessary to lean on the little man 
for weapons <d* war, supposing L(»rd r'leetwood delayed 
his arrival y\'t another day, Idvia was indulgent. She 
assist'd him to think that he spoke tin* foreign tongue. 

Mention of liortl Fleetwood set Sir Mecson harping 
^ain on his alarms, in consideration of the vagaboiui 
object the young lord had roamed away with. 

‘You forget that Uussett has gypsy in hiiri: Welsh ! 
it's about the same,'said Idvia. ‘Tie can take excel¬ 
lent care of himself and his purse,’ 

‘Countess, he is a good six days overdue.' 

‘ He will be in time for the ball at the Schloss.' 

Sir Meeson Corby produeetl an aspect of the word 
‘if,’ so perkily, that the dejected Captain Abrane 
laughed outright and gave him dcaible Fea.son to fret, 
for 1x11x1 Fleetwood's airival, by saying: ‘ If he hangs 
off much longer, I shall have to come on you for 
another fifty.’ 

■p' « 

Our two pedestrians out of Salzburg w<.‘re standing 
up in tJic night of cloud and pines above ilie glittering 
pool, hanng made their way along the path from the 
hill anciently dedicated to the god Mercury; and at 
the moment when Sir Meeson put forth his frilled wrists 
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to say: * If ^ou had seen his hamU —the creatitre 
Fleetwood trottetl off alone with !—you M be a bit 
anxious too; the young lord called his comrade to 
gaze iiDdcmc‘ath them : ‘ There they are, hard at it, at 
their play !—it’s the word used for the filthiest gutter 
scramble.' 

TTicy had come to know something of one another's 
humours; wliich are taken by young men for their 
chai'acters; and should the humours please, they ai'e 
friends, until further humours develop, trying these; 
nascent conservatives hard to suit them to their moods 
as well as the accustomed. I^>rd Fleetwood had dis¬ 
covered in his cotnpuiiion, Inisides the spirit of inde¬ 
pendence and the powers of thought imprt*ssed on him 
by Woodseer s j)recoeiou.s flashes, a broad playfulness, 
that trenched cm buffoonery; it astonished, amused, 
mid relieved him, loosening the s|h*11 of reverence cast 
over him by cme who could so wonderfully illumine his 
brain. Prone to admire and liend the knee where he 
admired, he chafed at subjection, unless be had the 
particular spell constantly renewed. A tone in him 
tmcc or twice of late, different from the eommde's, had 
warned Woodswr to be guaixled. 

Susceptible, however, of the extreme contrast between 
the gamblers lielow and Naturc^'s lover lieside him, 
Fleetwood n*turned to his enthusiasm without thinking 
it a bondage. 

‘ I shall never forget the walk we \e had. I have to 
thank you for the noblest of pleasures. You've taught 
me—well,'a thousand things; the things money catt^ 
buy. What mbrnmgs they were ! And the dead-tired 
ni^ts! Under the rock and up to see the snowy peak 
pink in a gap of thick mist You were right: it made 
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A crimsoning colour shine like a new idea. l’]> in those 
mountains one walks with the divinities, you said. It’s 
perfectly true, I shall renicml)er I did. I have a 
treasure for life! Now I understand where you get 
vour ideas. The life we lead down there is hoggish. 
Vou have chosen the right. Vou ’re right, over and 
over again, when you say, the dirty sweaters are nearer 
the angels for cleanliness than my lA>rd and l^dy 
Svl)aritc out of a hath, in cheuueal scents. A man 
who thinks, loathc^s their High Society. I went thi'ough 
Juv€‘nai at college. But you—to he^ sure, you add ex¬ 
ample—make me fc*el the conti‘inpt of it more. 1 am 
everlastingly indebted to you. Yes, I won't forget: 
you preacli against the despising of anything.’ 

Now this was pleasant in WotKlseer's eai*s, inasmuch 
as it established the young nobleman as the pupil of 
his philosophy for the conduct of life; and to fortify 
him, he replied :— 

‘Set your mind on the lieaiily, and there'll 1 h? no 
1*00111 for comparisons. Most of them are unjust, pre¬ 
cious few instructive. In this wisc, they spoil lioth 
pictures - and that scene down there rather books me; 
though I prefer the Dachstciri in the wane of the after¬ 
glow*. You called it Carinthia.' 

‘I did: the lK*autiful Gorgon, haggard, Venus—if she 
is to Ik? a girl!’ Fleetwood rejoined. ‘She looked 
huvnt out—a s[K?trtre.’ 

‘ One of the utlmirably dauiiied,’ said Woodsecr, and 
he murmured with enjoyment: ‘ Between the lights— 
that’s the beauty and the tragedy of Purgatory! ’ 

His comrade in w-ith the pictured idc?a: ‘ VTou hit 
it:—not what you called the ‘ Hublimely milky,’ and 
itot squalid as you’ll see the faces of the gambling 
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women at the hibles below. Oblige me—may I beg 
—don’t clap names on the mountains w'e Ve seen. It 
stamps guide-book on them, English tourist, horrors. 
We’ll moralize over the crowds at tlie bibles down 


there. On the whole, it’s a fairish game: you know 
the (aids against you, as you don’t on the Turf or 
the lIoiii*se. Hfive y/our fling; but don’t get bitten. 
There’s a virus. I’m not open to it Othoi-s are.’ 

Hereupon IV^aHlseer, wishing to have his individu¬ 
ality recognised in the universality it consented to, 
remarked on an exche(|uer that could not aflbrd to 
lose, and a disposition free of tin* craving to win. 

'J’hese were, no doidit, good reasons for abstaining, 
and tliey were grand morality, 'they were, at the 
same time, eustomarv phrases of the unfleshed in folly. 
They struck b’leetwood with a ciiriiais reminder of the 
puking inexperienced, whom he had seen subsetpiently 
plunge suicidally. He had a sharp vision of the at¬ 
tractive ford's of the game; and his elemental nature 
exulted in siding with the stronger against a pretender 
to the superhuman. For Woodseer had spoken a trifle 
loftily, as i[uite above temptation, lb see a fore¬ 
warned philoso}>her lured to try the swim on thosi.' tides, 
pulled along the current, aiul caught by the imdertug 
of the lasher, would be fun. 

‘IVe’ll dix»p down on them. And our hotel, and 
have a look at wliat they’re doing,’ he said, and 
stepped. 


Woodseer would ghwlly have remained. The starlit 
bllick ridges about him ami the dragon's mouth ya^vniitg 
underneath were an oj>position of spiritual and mun¬ 
dane; iimwent, noxious; exciting to the youtlifu) 
philosopher, lie had to follow, and so rapidly in 
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the dai'kiicsis that he stumbled and fell un an arm; 
a small matter. 

Bed’Chambcrs awaited them at the hotel, none of 
the party : and Fleetwood's mun-sei^ant wtis absi^nt: 
‘ Gambling, the rascal! ^ he said. "NVoodseer lieaixl the 
fiixit note of the place in that. 

His leniler was washed, neatly dressed, ami knocking 
at his door very soon, impatient to be off, and he flung 
a promise of ‘sup]K'r presently' to one wliosi* modest 
purse had fallen into a debate with this lordly hostelry, 
counting that a supper and a night there would do for 
it. They hurried on to the line of proinenaders, a river 
of cross-currents by the side of seated groups; anil the 
willowy swish of silken dresses, feminine perfumery, 
cigar-smoke, chatter, laughter, told of ])leasure reign- 
ing. 

Fleetwood scanmxl the groups. He had seen enough 
in a moment and his face blackeiuxl. A darting waiter 
was called to him. 

lit* said to Woodseer, savagely, as it sounded : ‘ Yfiu 
shall luive something to jtiiut your hones!*' What 
cause of wrath lie had was past a guess: a wolf at his 
' vitals bit him, hardening his handsome features. 

The wailiT daded lamk, hearing a tray and tall 
glasses filled each with [died parti-colouj|;ed liqueurs, on 
the top of w liich an egg-yolk swam. F’leelwood gave 
example. Swallowing your egg, the fiery-velvet triune 
behind slips after it, in an easy milky way, like a 
princess's train on a state-march, and you arc completely 
transformed, very agreeably ; y<*u have b<‘come a merry 
demon. ‘Well, yes, it's next to magic,’ he replied to 
Woodsecr's astonished snigger after the draught, and 
explained, that it was a famous Viennese four-of-thc- 
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morning panacea, the* revellerh' elee‘trical restorer. ‘Now 
you can hold on for an hour or two, and then we 11 sup. 
At Rome ? ’ 

‘ Ay! Druids to-niorrow !' cried tlu* philosopher 
bewitched. 

He found himself bowing to a most heavenly lady, 
eoiTiposed of day and night in her colouring, but more 
of night, where the w estern edge has become a pale steel 
blade. Men w'ere around her, forming a semi-circle. 
Hie world of men and women was mere timber and 
leafage to this flower of her sex, glory of her kind. 
How he behaved in her ])resence, he knew not; he was 
beyond self-criticism or conscious reflection; simply the 
engine of the commixed three lic|ueurs, with parlous fine 
thoughts, and a scnsi* of steaming into the infinite. 

'Fo leave her was ho have her as a moon in the 
heavens and to think of her creatively. A swarm of* 
images rushed about her and away, took lustre and 
shade. She was a miracle of greyness, her eyes trans- 
lucently grey, a dark-haired (jiieen of the twilights; 
and his heart sprang into his brain to picture the novel 
beauty; language became a flushed Bacchanal in a ring 
of dancing simile.s. Lying beside a Imnk of silvery* 
einquefoil against a clear evening sky, where the planet 
Venus is a point of new and warmer light, one has the 
vision of her. Or something of l*ersephone rising to 
greet her mother, when our beam of day Awt mdU 
through her as she knei'ls to gather an early bud of the 
year, would be near it. Or there is a lake in mid-forest, 
tlmt curls jMirt in shadow under the foot of morning: 
there we have her. 

He strained to the earthly and the skyey likenesses of 
his marvel of human lieanty because they bestowed her 
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mi him in passing. All the while, he was gating on a 
green gaming-table. 

The gold glitteml, and it hca|ied or it vanished. 
Contemptuous of money, lieyond the limited sum ftir 
his needs, he ga/ed ; imagination was blunted in him to 
the hot drama of tlie business. Moreover his mind wfus 
engaged in insisting that the Evening Star is not to lie 
called Venus, IkKrause of certain stories; and he was 
vowed to defend his ladv from aiiv allusi*)!! to them. 
This occupied him. Hy degrees, the visible asserted its 
authority; his look on the coin fell to spec-ulating. 
(Jddly, too, he was often right;—the money, slaked on 
the other side, would have won. He considerwl it 
luthcr a [)lain ealeulation than a guess. 

Philosophy withdrew him fr(»iu his temjwjrary interest 
in the tricks of a circling while marble ball. The 
^huck'faithiiig of street urchins ha.s quite as much 
dignity. He compared the creatures dabbling over the 
board to summer flies on butcher’s meat, pei'iodically 
scared by a cloth. Alore in' the abstract, they were 
snatching at a Hiia|Mlragon bowl. It struck him, that 
the gainlilers had throng<Kl on an invitation to drink 
the round of .seed-time and harvest in a gulp. Again 
they were desperate gleaners, hopping, skipping, bleed¬ 
ing, amid a whizz of scythe-blades, for^small wisps of 
booty. Nor was it long Ixjfore the presidency of an 
' ancient hoary Goat-Satan might lie perceived, with 
^ ftkew-eyes and pucker-mouth, nursing a hoof on a knee. 

Oiir mediseval Enemy sat 8ymlx)lical in bis deformi¬ 
ties, as in old Italian and Dutch thick-line engravings 
of him. He rolled a ball for souls, excited like kittens, 
to catch it, and tumbling into the dozens of vacant pits. 

‘ Bo it seemed to Woodseer, whose perceptions were dis- 
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coloured by hereditary auta^onisin. Had he jireserved 
hiH phiiosopher\s eye, he would have known that the 
Hoofed One is too wily to show' himself, owing to his 
ugliness. 'J'he lllaek G<xldess and no otlier presides at 
her <»wn game. She (it is good for us to know* it) is the 
Power wJio ehnllenges llu? individunl, it is he who spreads 
the net for the niiiss. She liqueiies the brain of man ; 
he petrifies or ossifies the heart. From her conn's crazi¬ 
ness, from him pervi‘i*sity; a more prov(X‘aiive and, on 
tlie whole, more contagious diseas(\ 'J’he gambler doi*s 
not seek to lead his fellows into perdition; the snared 
of the Demon have pleasure in the m‘t. Hence our 
naturally interested foreeiusts of the contest between 
tliem : fV>r if ht.‘ is beaten, as all must be at the close of 
an extended giune with her, we have only to harden the 
brain against her allurements anti we enter a cleortT 
field. 

Woodsei'i* said to Flci'twtKxl; ‘That ball luis a look 
of a nymph running round and round till she changes 
to one of the Fates.’ 

‘ We'll have a run with her,' s^iid Fleetwotxl, keener 
for business than for metaphors at the momeiiL 

He received gold for a bank-note. Captain Abiuiie 
hurriedly heggetl a loan. Hoth of them threw. Neither 
of them threw on the six iniinbers Woodseer would 
have seleelcd, and they lost. He stated that the nuin* 
her of 17 hail won Ix'fore. Abraiie tried the trans\'er8al 
enclosing this favoured iiiiinber. " Of course ! ’ he cried, 
with foul ri'signntioii and a hostile glare: the ball had 
scAted itself and was grinning at him from the low'est 
of the stalls. 

Flet'twiMKl quitted the table-numbers to throw on 
Pair; he won, won again, pushed his luck and lost. 
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dragging Abrone with him. The giant varied liis tone 
of acquiescence in Fortune’s whims: ‘ Of course! I’ve 
only to Ring! Luck hangs right enough till I put 
down iiiv stake.’ 

‘ If the luck has gone three times, the chances . . . ’ 
Wo(xlseer was ratlier irujuiring tlian pronouncing: 
Lord FIiH'twood cut him short. ‘Tlie chances are 
e<|ually the contrary ! ’ and disconij»ostHi his argumenta¬ 
tive mind. 

As argiiineiit in such a place w'as impossible, he had a 
wild idea of c\am{)le—‘just to see’; and though he 
smikai, his brain was li(]uefying. Upon a cidcidaiion 
of the chances, merely for the humour of it, he. laid a 
silver piwe on the first six, which had been nc-glected. 
Tht-y w'civ now' blest. He laid his winnings on the 
mnniKT 17. Who would have expected it t why, the 
player, siirelv! Woodseer comported himself like a 
vetemn: he Inul j>n)vcd that you can calculate the 
chances. Instead of turning in triiiinph l..ord Mei‘t- 
w’ood, he laid gold pieces to ling the iiumher 17, and 
ten in the centre. And it is the truth, he hoped then 
to lose and have done with it—aftiT proving his case. 
The liall whirled, kicked, tried for seat in two, in three 
points, and entered 17. I'he usual temjiorary wonder¬ 
ment Hew round the table; and tlik iiuiiiIh-T was 
courted in dread, avoided with afiprehensioii. 

Abrane let fly a iiflghty breath : * \'irgin, by dove ! ’ 

Success was a small matter to Gower IViKwlsecr. He 
displayed his contempt of fortune hy letting his iieap of 
Imnk-notcK lie on Impair, and lie won. Abrane bode 
him say * Maximum ’ in a furious whis|K?r. He did so, 
as one at home witli the word ; and w'inning reficatedly, 
observed to Fknjtwood: ‘ Now 1 can understand what 
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liistoriaiis mean, in telling us «f heroes rushing into the 
fray and vainly seeking death. I always thought death 
was to Ix^ had, if you were in earnest.' 

Jb'Icetwotxi scrutiniml the cast of his features and the 
touch of his fingers on the crispy jiaper. 

‘Come to another of tliese “green fields,"'' he re- 
tiiriUHl briefiy. ‘The game here is child's play.' 

Urging Virgin Luck not to quit his initiatory table, 
the (captain reluctantly went at their heels. Shortly 
before the tables were clad in mantles for the night, he 
reported to Livia one of the great cases <if Virgin Luck; 
dcscrilied it, from the silver ]iiece to the big heap of 
notes, anil drew on his envy of the fellow to sketch the 
indomitable coolness shown in following or in quitting 
a run. ‘That fellow it is. Fleetwocxl's tag-rng; holds 
his head like a street-fiddler; Woodier or some name. 
Hut there's nothing to lx* done if we don't cultivate 
him. He must have jxKrketed a goexi three thousand 
an<l more. They had a (piarrel alxiut ailculations of 
ehaiKtcs, and Fleet riui the V up his forehead at a piece 
of impudence. Fellow stivs some high-flying stuff; 
Flei't brightens like a Sunday chimney-sweep. If I 
believed in Black Arts, u|Km my word!’ 

‘llussetl is not usually managed with ease,’ the 
ladv said. 

Her placid obscTvation was directed on the |>air then 
descending the steps. 

‘ Be careful how you address this gentleman,' she 
counselled Abrane. ‘ The name is not Woodier, I 
knt»w. It must be the right name or none.' 

livia's fairest smile received them. She heard the 
captain accosting the child of luck as Mr. Woodier, 
and she made a rustle in rising to take Fleetwood's arm. 
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* We haven't dined, we have to sup,' said he. 

^You are released at the end of the lamps. You 
redeem your ring, Russett, and I will restore it. I 
have to tell vou, Henrietta is hei^ to-morrow.’ 

‘ She might be in a Ix^tter jilaw.' 

‘ The place w'here she is to be si*en is not generally 
undervalued by men. It is not her fault that she is 
absent. The admiral was persuaded to go and attend 
those cavalry innmeuvres with the Grand Duke, to 
whom he had Ixen civil when in command of the 
Mediteri’anean s(|uadron. You know, the admiral'be¬ 
lieves he has military—I mean soldierly—genius; and 
the delusion may Imve given him w'holesome exercise and 
helped him to forget his gout. So far, Henrietta will 
have been satisHcd. She cannot have found much 
amusement among dusty troojiem or at that court at 
C’arlsruhe. Our French milliner there has hel|)ed in 
retarding her—quite against her w’ill. She hiis had to 
choose a ball-dress for the raw monntain-girl they have 
with them, and get licr fitted, and it's a task! Why 
take her to the ball?' Rut the admiral’s infatuated 
with this girl, and won't hear of her exclusion—because, 
he sa^'s, she understands a field of battle; and the 
llucal [larty have taken to her. Ah, Russett, you 
should not have flown! No harm, only Henrietta does 
require a trifle of management. She writes, that she is 
.sure of you for the night at the Schh^ss.’ 

‘ Whv, ma’am ? ’ 

‘ You have given your wonl. “ He never breaks his 
lightest word,” she says.’ 

‘ It sounds like the begimiing of respect.’ 

rarest thing men teach women to feel for 

them!’ 
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‘ A rcspctttable I«ve match—eh ? Good I^rd !—^ 
You ’ll lx* civil to mv friend. You have struck him to 
the dust. You have your one jwetical admirer in him.’ 

* I am honoured, llussett.’ 

‘ CMeared out, I suppose.^ Al>rane is n funnel for 
pouriiij' into that Hank. Have your fun as you like it! 
I shall f^et supplies to-morrow. Ry flie way, you have 
Ihat hoy Cressett here. What are you doin^ with 
liim ? ’ 

Livia spoke of watching over him and guarding him. 

‘ He was at the table beside me, bursting to have a 
fling; ami my friend Mr. AVo<»dseer said, it was “ Adonis 
come to spy the boar” :—the pielure !’ 

Prompt as bugle to the breath, Livia proposed to bet 
him fifty pounds that she would keep young C’res.sett 
from gambling a single louis. 'The pretty saying did 
not toiieh her. 

l^’leetwood iiiovchI and bowed. Sir Meeson (Why 

• 

simulated a petrifaelitm of his frame at seeing the 
(’ountess of b’leetwood actually partly bent with her 
gracious aeknoa Iwlgment of the tramp’s gawky homage. 


CHAPTER X 

SMALL CAIISKS 

A ( LUCK sounded one of thi* later morning hours of 
th^ niglit as Gower Woodseer stood at his hotel door, 
haAung left Fleetwood with a band of revellers. The 
night was now clear. Stars were low over the ridge of 
pines, dropped to a league of our strange world to 
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record the doings. Keneath this itiof lay the starry 
She. He vas elected to lie beneath it also: and he 
beheld his heavenly lady floating on the lull of soft 
white cloud among her sister spheres. After the way 
of imaginative young men, he had her features more 
acx!uratelv now she was hidden, and he idealized her 
more. He could escape for a time from his coil of 
similes and jMiint for himself the irids of her large, long, 
grey eyes darkly rimmed ; purwt waf,(‘r-gix*y, lucid 
w'ithin the ring, beneath an arch of lashes. He had 
them fast; but then he fell to contemplating their ex¬ 
ceeding rart'iiess; and the inysterv of the divinely grey 
swung a kindled fancy to the flight with some quet*n- 
vriteh of woods, of ^^ll^>nl a youth may divam under 
the sj)ell of twilights, Kast or West, among forest 
branches. 

She had these marvellous eyes and the giatnoiir for 
men. She had not yet met a man with the poetical 
twist in the brain to prize her eleinentally. All ad¬ 
mitted the glamour; none of her courtiers were able to 
name It, even the ])netieal head givingit a name did not 
think (»f the witch in her looks as a witch in her deeds, 
a modem daughter of the mediawal. 'J\> her giant 
squire the eyis of the lady wi‘re (pieer: they were unlit 
glass lamjis t(» her French su])pliant; and, to the others, 
they were attractively uncommon ; the charm for them 
ljei:ig in her fine outlines, her stafure, earriage of her 
person, and unalienible eoin}M)snre; particularly her 
latent daring. She had the effect on the general mind 
of a lofty crag-castle with a history, ^i'here was a whiff 
of gnii})owder exciting the atmosphere in the anecdotal 
|iart of the hislon^ known. 

Woodsecr sat for a cerbiiii time over his note-book. 
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He closed it with a thrilling conceit of the right thing 
w'ritten down; such ;xs entomologists teel when they 
have pinned the rare insect. Ihit what is butterfly or 
Ixjetle compared with the chiselled sentences carved out 
of air to constitute us [)art c»wiier of the breathing image 
and spirit of an adored fair woman ? We repeat them, 
and the act of repeating them makes her close on ours, 
by virtue of the eagle thought in the stani{>ed gold of 
the lines. 

Then, though she is not ever to be absolutely Ola’s 
(and it is an impoverishing desire that s|je should be), 
we have beaten out the golden sentenci*—the essential 
she and we in one*. Hut is it so pretioiis after all ? A 
suspicious ring of an adjective drops us on a sickening 
descent. / 

The author dasluHl at his book, examined, approved, 
ki*enly enjoyeil, and he murderously scratched the 
adjective. She stood better without it, as a bright 
planet star issuing from clouds, which are piThaj:)s an 
adornment to our hackneyetl moon. This done, he 
restored the bcM>k to his coat's breast-pocket, smiling 
or sneering at the rolls of bank-notes there, disdaining 
to count them. They stuffed on inner waistcoat pocket 
and his trousi*rs also. They at any rate warranted 
that we can form a calculation of the cliances, let 
Lord Fh»etwood rave as he nmy please. 

Woodseer had caught a glimpse of the ellmw-point 
of his coat when flinging it back to tlic chair. There 
was distinctly abrasion. Philosophers laugh at such 
things. But they must Ik* the very ancient pallium 
philosophers, ensconced in tubs, if they pretend to 
merriment over the spectacle of nether garments gapped 
at the spot where man is most vulnerable* He got 
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loose from them and held them up to the caudle, and 
the rays were admitted, neither winking nor peeping. 
Serviceable old clothes, no doubt. U'ime had not dealt 
them the final kick before they scored a good record. 
They dragged him, nevertheless, to a sort of confession 
of some weakness, that he could not analyze for tlie 
swirl of emotional thoughts in the way; and they had 
him to the gmund. An eagle of the ])octic becomes a 
mere sipiat toad through one of these jx’tty material 
stroki*s. AVhere then is Philosophy ? But who can lx* 
philosopher and the fervent admirer of a glorious lady ? 
Ask again, who in that frowzy garb can presume to 
think of her or stand within fifty miles of her orbit ? 

A dreary two hours brought round daylight. Wemd- 
seer quitted his restless lx*d and entered the abjured 
habiliments, chivalrous enough to kcH‘p from denounc¬ 
ing them until he could cjist the bad skin they now 
were to his uneasy sensfitions. He remembered having 
stumbled and fallen on the slope of the hill into this 
vale, and probably then the mischief had occumrd : 
though a brush would have lx?en sufficient, the slightest 
collision. Only, it was odd that the accident should 
have come to jwuis just previous to his intrcKluction, 
How long anteceilent was He Maboured his 

memory to reckon how long it was froui the moment 
of the fall to the first sight of that lady. 

His window looked down on the hotel stable-yard. 
A coach-house d<M)r was open. Odd or not—and it 
certainly looki*d like fate—that he should Ikj bowing 
to bis lady so shortly after the mishap expelling him, 
he had to leave the place. A groom in the yard 
was hail^, and cheerily informed him he could be 
driven to Carlsnihe as s{x>n as the coachman had 

H 
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finished his bix^akfast. At Carlsruhe a decent nefit* 
ting might be obtained, and he could retiini from exile 
that very day, thanks to the praisc*worthv early hours 
of brave old Germany. 

He had swallowed a eu[) of coffee witli a roll of stale 
liread, in the best of moods, and entered his carriage; 
he was calling the order to start when a shout surpiised 
his ear: * The fiddler bolts !' 

Caj)tairu* Abrane’s was the voice. About twenty 
paces behind, Abrane, Fleetwood, and one whom they 
called Chummy Potts, were wildly w aving arms. Wood- 
seer could hear the captain’s lowered roar; ‘ Race yon, 
Chummy, couple of louis, catch 'him fii*st! ’ T’he tw'o 
came pelting up to the carriage abreast. 

They w ere belated revellers, and had been carelessly 
•strolling under the pinky cloudlets bedward, after a pro¬ 
longed carousal with the sons and daughters of hilaiious 
nations, until the apparition of Virgin Luck on the wing 
shocked all prospect of a dead figlit with the tables that 
(lay. 

‘ Here, conic, no, by Jove, you, Mr. Wotidsii*! won’t 
tlo, not a bit! can’t let you go,’ cried Abrane, as he 
]mflcd. ‘ What! cut and run and leave us,, post 
>vinniiigs—^bankers—knock your luck on the head! 
What a fellow! Can’t let you. Countess never for¬ 
give us. You pmmised—swore it—play for her. 
Struck all olieap to hear of your play! You’ve got 
the trick. Her purse for you in niy pocket. Never a 
fellow played like you. Cool as a cook over a gridiron! 
Comne un phare! St. Ombre says—^that Frenchman. 
You astonished the Frenchman! And now cut and 
run.? Can’t allow it. Honour of the countiy at 
stake,’ 
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* Hands off!’ Woodseer Ih*J lowed, feeling himself h 
leaky vessel in dock, his infirmities in danger of exposure. 

' * If you pull!—what the deuce do you want ? Stop ! ’ 

‘ Out you come,’ said the giant, and laughed at the 
fun to his friends, who were entirely hannonious when 
not violently dissenting, as is the way with Night's 
rollickers before their beds have reconciled them to the 
day-beams. 

Woodseer would have had to come and was coming; 
he happened to say: ‘ Don’t knock my pipe out of my 
mouth,’ and touciicd a chord in the giant. 

* All right; smoke your l>ipe,’ w’as answered to his 
remonstrance. 

During the amnesty, r'leetwo<>d inquired: ‘ 'When* 
are you going ? ’ 

‘ For a drive, to Ije sure. Don’t you see !' 

‘ You ’ll return ?' 

‘ I intend to i-eturn.’ 

‘He’s beastly excited,’ (|uoth Abrane. 

Fleetwood silenced him, though indeed VV^oodseer 
appeared suspiciously restive. 

* Step down and have a talk witli me before you 
start. You 're not to go yet.' 

‘ I must. I *m in a hurry,' 

‘ What's the hurry ? ’ 

‘I want to smoke and think.’ 

‘Takes a mrriage on the top of the morning to 
smoke and think! Hark at that! ’ Abrane sang out. 
‘Ob, come along quietly, you fellow, there’s a good 
fellow I It concerns us all, every man Jack; we’re all 
bound up in your fortunes. Fellow with luck like 
yours can’t pretend to behave independently. Out of 
reason!’ 
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‘ Do you give me your word you return ?' said 
Fleetwood. 

Woodseer replied: * Very well, I do; there, I give 
my word. Hang it! now I know what they mean by 
“ anything f<»r a (|uiet life."" Just a shake brings us 
down on that cane-bottonicd chair!' 

‘ You return to-day ?’ 

‘ To-day, yes, yes.’ 

Fleetwood signihed the captive’s release; and Abrane 
immediately suggested:— 

‘Pop old Chummy in beside the fellow' to mount 
guard.’ 

Potts was hustled and precipitated into the carriage 
by the pair, with whom he partook this last glimmer of 
their night’s humorous extravagances, for he was an 
easy creature. The carriage drove off. 

‘ Keep him company 1 ’ they shouted. 

‘ Escort him back ! ’ said he, nodding. 

He remarked to Woodseer: ‘ With your permission,’ 
concerning the scat he took, and that ‘ a draught of 
morning air w'ould do him good.’ 1'hen he laughed 
politely, exchanged wavy distant farew'ells with his 
comrades, touched a breast-pocket for his case of cigars, 
pulled foi1:h one, obtained ‘ the loan of a light,’ blew 
clouds and fell into the anticipated c'omposure, quite 
understanding the case and his office. 

Both agreed as to the fine morning it w'as. Woodseer 
briefly assented to liis keeper’s reiterated encomium on 
the morning, jastified on oath. A fine morning, indeed. 
‘Damned if 1 think I ever saw so flue a morning 1’ 
Potts cried. He had no other subject of conversation 
with this hybrid: and being equally disposed for hot 
discourse or for sleep, the deprivation of the one and 
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the other forced him to seek amusement in his famous 
reading of character; which was profound among the 
biped equine, jockeys, turfmen, sharj^ei's, pugilists, 
demireps. He fronted Woodseer with square shoulders 
and wide knees, an elbow on one, a list on the other, 
engaged in what he termed the ‘ prodding of his eel,’ 
or ‘ nicking of his man,’ a method of getting straight 
at the riddle of the fellow by the test of how long he 
could endure a flat mute stare and return look for look 
unblinking. The act of smoking fortifies and partly 
covers the insolence. But if by chance an ecjuable, not 
tocj narrowly focussed, countei*stare is met, our imper¬ 
tinent inquisitor may resemble the fisherman pulled into 
deep waters by his fish. Woodseer perused his man, 
he was not attempting to fathom him : he had liesides 
other stuff in his head. Potts had naught, and the 
poor [larticle he was wriggled under detection. 

‘ Tobacco before breakfast! , he said disgustedly, 
tossing his cigar to the road. ‘Your pipe holds on. 
Bad thing, 1 can tell you, that smoking on an empty 
stomach. No trainer’d allow it, not for a whole fee or 
double. Kills your wind. Let me ask you, my good 
sir, are you going to turn ? ^Ve’ve sat a fairish stretch. 
I begin to want my bath and a shave, linen and coffee. 
Thirsty as a dog.’ , 

He heard with stupefaction, that he could alight on 
the spot, if he pleased, otherwise he would be driven 
into Carlsruhe. And now they had a lingual encounter, 
hot against cool; but the eyes of Chummy Potts having 
been beaten, his arguments and reproaches were not 
backed by the powerful looks which are an essential 
part of such eloquence as he commanded. They fled 
from his enemy’s currishly, even while he was launching 
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epithetB. His pathetic ]X)sition subjected him to beg 
that Woodscer woiiJd direct the driver to turn, for he 
had no knowledge of ‘ their German lingo.’ And said 
he: ‘ Y’ou’ve nothing to laugh at, that I can see. I’m 
at your mercy, you brute; caught in a trap. I never 
walk;—and the sun fit to fry a mackerel along that 
road ! I apologize for abusing you; I can’t do more. 
Y'ou ’re an infernally clever player—there ! And, upon 
iiiy soul, I could drink ditchwater! But if you’re 
going in for transactions at Carlsruhe, mark my words, 
your luck’s gone. Laugh as miurh as you like.* 

Woodscer liapjiened to be smiling over the excc‘llent 
reason for not turning back which inflicted the w'ofnl- 
iiess. He was not without sympathy for a thirsty 
wretch, and guessing, at the sight of mi avenue of limes 
to the left of the road, that a wayside inn was below, 
he said : ‘ You can have coffee or beer in twT) minutes,’ 
and told the driver where to pull up. 

The sight of a grev-itw^keted, grt*cn-collarcd sports¬ 
man, dog at heel, crossing the flat land to the hills of 
the forest, ])ricked him enviously, and caused him to ask 
what change had come upon him, that he shoidd lie 
hurrying to a town for a change of clothes. Just as 
Potts was about to jump out, a carriage, with a second 
behind it, left the inn door. He rubbed a hand on his 
unshaven chin, tried a glance at his shirt-front, and 
remarking: ‘ It w'on’t be any one who knows me,’ stood 
to let the caninges pass. In the firet were a young lady 
mid a gentleman: the lady brilliantly fair, an effect of 
atfbum hair and Complexion, despite the signs of a storm 
that had sw ept them and had not cleared from her eye¬ 
lids. Apparently her maid, a damsel sitting strai^t 
up,occupied the cannage following; and this b:esh-faced 
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youMg }>erson bvice quickly and bluntly In^nt her heeui 
as she was driven by. Potts was. iinaa^uainted with 
the maid. But he knew tlie lady well, or well enough 
for her inattention to be the bigger pn7./le. She gazed 
at the Black Fort*st hills in the steadiest manner, with 
eyes betraying moixi than they saw ; which solved pai*t 
of the puzzle, of coum*. Her reasons for declining to 
see hiin were exposed by the presence of the gentleman 
beside her. At the same time, in so highly bred a girl, 
a defenceless exposure was unaccountable. Half a nod 
and the shmie of a smile would have been the preper 
course; and her going along on the road to the valley 
seemed to say it might easily have been taken; except 
that there had evidently been a bit of a scene. 

Potts ranked rienrietta''s beauty far above her cousin 
Livia’s. He was therefore persoiifilly oifeiuled by her 
disregaixl of him, and her bit of a scene with the fellow 
cariying her ofl* did him injury on behalf of his friend 
Fleetwood. He dismissed Woodseer curtly. Thirsting 
more to gossip than to drink, he took a moody draught 
of beer at the inn, and by the aid of a conveyance, 
‘ hastily built of rotten planks to serve his needs, and 
drawn by a horse of the old wars,’ »is he re]:K)rtcd on his 
an'ival at Baden, reached that home of the maltreated 
innocents twenty minutes before the epuntess and her 
party were to start for lunch up th^ l..ichtenthal. 
Naturally, he was abused for U'tting his bird fly: 
but as he was shaven, refreshed, and in clean linen, 
he could pull his shirt-cufls and take seat at his 
breakfast-table witli cejuanimity while Abrane de¬ 
nounced him. 

‘I’ll bet you the fellow’s luck lias gone,’ said Potts. 
,‘He’s no new hand and you don’t think him so either, 
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Fleet. I’ve looked into the fellow’s eye and seen a 
leery old badger at the bottom of it. Talks vile stuIF. 
However, perhaps I didn’t drive out on tliat sweltering 
Carlsruhc road for nothing.’ 

He screwed a look at the carl, who sent Abrane 
to carry a message and heard the stoiy Potts had to 
tell. 

‘ Henrietta Fakenhaui! no mistake about her; driv* 
ing out from a pothouse; man beside her, military 
man; might be a German. And, if you please, quite 
unacquainted with your humble servant, though we 
were as close as you to me. Something went wrong in 
that pothouse. Red eyes. There had lieen a scene, 
one could swear. Behind the lady another carriage, 
and her maid. Never saw the girl before, and sets to 
Imwiiig and smirking at )ne, as if I was the fellow of all 
others! Comical. I matle sure they were bound for 
this place. They were on the Strasburg road. No 
sign of them ? ’ 

‘You speak to me?’ said Fleetwood. 

Potts muttered. He had put his foot into it. 

‘You have a bad habit of speaking to yourself,’ 
Fleetwood ^marked, and left him. He suffered from 
the rustics he had to deal with among his class, and it 
was not needed that he should thunder at them to make 
his wrath felt. 

Livia swam in, asking: ‘ What has come to Uussett ? 
He passed me in one of his black fits.’ 

The tale of the Corlsmhe road was repeated by Potts. 
Stie reproved him. ‘ How could you choose Russett for 
such a report as that! The admiral was on the road 
behind. Henrietta—^you ’re sure it was she ? German 
girls have much the same colouring. The gentleman 
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with her must have been one of the Court equerries. 
They were driving to some ch&teau or battlefield the 
admiral ivanted to inspect. Gkmd-looking man ? Mili¬ 
tary man ?' 

‘ Oh! the man! ])retty fair, I dare say,** Potts 
rejoined. ‘If it wasn't Henrietta Fakenham, I see 
with the back of niy head. Gennan girl! The maid 
was a German girl.' 

‘ That may well be,' said Livia. 

She conceived the news to be of sufficient importance 
for her to countermand the drive up the l^ichtenthal, 
and take the Carlsruhe road instead; for Henrietta was 
weak, and Chillon Kirby an arch-plotter, and pleaxler 
too, one of the des[)erate lovers. He was outstaying 
his leave of absencq already, she believed ; he had to be 
in England. If he feared to lose Henrietta, he would 
not hesitate to carry her off. Livia knew him, and 
knew the power of his pleading with a firmer woman 
than Henrietta. 


CHAPTER XI 

Trii: PRISONER OF HIS WORD 

Nothing to rouse alarm was discovered at Carlsruhe. 
Livia's fair cousin was there with the red-haired gaunt 
girl of the mountains; and it wa.s frankly stated by 
Henrietta, that she had accompanied the girl a certain 
distance along the Strasburg road, for her to see the 
last of her brother Chillon on his way to England. 
Livia was not the woman to push inquiries. On that 
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subject, she merely said, as soon as they were alone 
together: ‘ You seem to have liad the lion’s share of 
the parting.’ 

‘ Yes, we passeii Mr. Chumley Potts,’ was Henrietta’s 
immediate answer; and her reference to him disarmed 
Li via. 

They smiled at his name transiently, but in agree- 
ment: the tattler-spout of their set was a fatal person 
to encounter, and each deemed the sudden apparition 
of him in the very early morning along the Oirlsruhe 
road rather magical. 

‘ You place particular cendidenee in Kussett's fidelity 
to his word, lliette—as you have hetm hearing yourself 
called. You should be serious by this time. Russett 
won’t bear much more. I counted on the night of the 
Ball for the grand effect. You will extinguish every 
woman then*—anil if he is absent ? ’ 

‘ I shall excuse him.’ 

‘ You are not in a position to he so charitable. You 
ought to know your position, and yourself too, a little 
better than you do. llow could you endure j)ovei*ty ? 
C’hillon Kirbv stands in his uniform, and all’s told. He 
can inaiia'uvrc, we know. He got the admiral away to 
take him to those reviews cleverly. But is he thinking 
of your interests when he does it ? He requires twenty, 
ycare of active service to give you a roof to your head. 

I hate such allusions. But look for a moment at your 
character: you must liave ordinary luxuries and plea¬ 
sures, and if you were to find yourself grinding against 
cOuimon necessities — imagine it! liussett is quite 
manageable. He is, trust me! He is a gentleman; 
he has more ability than most young men: he can do 
anything lie sets his mind to do. He has his greet'. 
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estates and fortune all in his own hands. We call him 
eccentiic. He is only young, with a lot of power. Add, 
he’s in love, and some one distracts him. Not love, do 
you say ?—You look it. He worships. He has no 
chance given him to show himself at his best. l\'rhaps 
he is off again now. Will you bet me he is not ? ’ 

* I should incline to make the bet, if I betted,’ said 
Henrietta. ‘ His pride is in his w'ord, and supposing 
he ’s in love, it’s with his pride, which never quits him.’ 

‘There’s firmness in a man who has j)ride of that 
kind. You must let me take you Imck to Haden. I 
hold to having you with me to-day. You must make 
an appearance there. The admiral will bring us his 
Mi8.s Kirby to-mon‘ow, if he is bound to remain here 
to-night. There's no harm in his bachelor dinners. 
I suspect his twinges of gout come of the prospect of 
affairs when he lands in England. liemcmber our bill 
with Madame CIcmencc. There? won’t be the ghost of 
a bank-note for me if Russett quits the field; we shall 
all l)e stranded.’ 

Henrietta in(]uired : ‘ Docs it depend on my going 
with you to-day ? ’ 

* Consider, that he is now fancying a thousand things. 
We won’t talk of the road to Paris.’ 

A shot of colour swept over Henrietta. 

‘ I will sjieak to papa :—if he can let me go. Hi? 
has taken to Miss Kirby.’ 

■ ‘ Does she taste well ? ’ 

Henrietta debated. ‘ It's impo.ssible to dislike her. 
Oh ! she is wild! She knows absolutely nothing of the 
world. She can do everything we can’t—or don’t dare 
to try. Men would like her. Papa’s beginning to 
. dote. He says she would have made a first-rate soldier. 
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She fears blood as little as her morning cup of milk. 
One of the orderlies fell rather badly from a frightened 
horse ckxse by our carriage. She was out in a moment 
and had his head on her lap, calling to papa to keep 
the carriage fast and block the way of the squadron, 
for the man’s leg was hurt. I really thought we were 
lost. At these niancciivrcs anything may happen, at 
any instant. Papa will follow the horse-artillery. You 
know his vanity to be a militai’y quite as much as 
a naval commander—like the Greeks and Romans, 
he says. We took the bruised man into our carriage and 
drove him to camp, Cariiithia nursing him on the way.’ 

‘Carinthia ! She’s well fitted with her name. What 
with her name and her liair and her build and her 
singular style of attire, one wonders at her coming into 
civilized parts. She’s utterly unlike Chillon.* 

Henrietta reddened at the mention of one of her own 
thoughts in the contrasting of the pair. 

They had their points of likeness, she said. 

It did not concern Livia to hear what these were. 
Back to Baden, with means to procure the. pleasant 
shocks of the galvanic battery there, was her thought; 
for she hml a fear of the earl’s having again departed in 
a huff at Henrietta’s behaviour. 

llie admiral consented that his daughter should go, 
as soon as he heard that Miss Kirby was to stay. He 
had when a young man met her famous father; he 
vowed she was the Old Buccaneer young again in petti¬ 
coats and had made pnze of an English man-of-war by 
slxwin; all the profit, however, being his. This he 
proved with a courteous clasp of the girl and a show of 
the salute on her cheek, which he presumed to take 
at the night’s farewell. ‘She’s my tonic,’ he pro- 
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daimed heartily. She seemed to Livia somewhat un¬ 
strung and toneless. The separation from her brother 
in the morning might account for it And a man of 
the admiral's age could be excused if he exalted the 
girL Senility, like infancy, is fond of plain outlines for 
the laying on of its paints. The girl had rugged brows, 
a short nose, rad hair; no young man would look at 
her twice. She was utterly unlike Chillon ! Kissing 
her hand to Henrietta from the steps of the hotel, the 
girl's face improved. 

Livia's little s(]uire, Sir Meeson Corby, ejaculated os 
they were driving down the Jiiain striHjt, ‘ neetwood's 
tramp! There he goes. Now st*e, Miss Fakenham, 
the kind of object I^rd Fleetwoocl picks up and calls 
friend !—calls that object friend ! . . . But, what ? 
He has been to a tailor and a barl)er !' 

‘ Stop the coachman. Hun, tell Mr. Woodseer I wish 
him to join us,' Livia said, and Sir Meeson had to 
thank his tramp for a second indignity. He protested, 
he simulated remonstrance,—^lic hail to go, really feeling 
a sickness. 

The singular-looking person, whose necessities or 
sense of the decencies had, unknown to himself and to 
the others, put them all in motion that day, swung 
round listening to the challenge to ardis, as the puffy 
little man's delivery of the countess's message sounded. 
He was respectably clad, he thought, in the relief of his 
escape from the suit of clothes discarded, and he silently 
followed Sir Meeson's trot to the carriage. ^Should 
have mistaken you for a German to-day, sir,’ the latter 
said, and trotted on. 

‘ A stout one,’ Woodseer replied, with his happy 
indifference to his exterior. 
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His dark lady s oyes worc kindly overlooking, like the 
heavens. Her fair cousin, to whom he bowed, awakened 
him to a pci*ceptioii of the spectacle ciiusing the slight, 
(jjuick arrest of her look, in an astonishment not unlike 
the hiccup in sjwech, wliile her act of courtesy pro¬ 
ceeded. At once lie was conscious of the price he paid 
for respectability, and saw' the Teuton skin on the sbm 
rambrian, baggy at shouldei’s, baggy at seat, pinched 
at the knees, short at the heels, showing outrageously 
every spot where he ought to have l)een bigger or 
smaller. How accept or how reject the invitation to 
drive in such company to Baden ! 

‘ YouVe decidtxl enough, sir, in your play, they tell 
ine,’ the vindictive little baronet commented on his 
hesitation, and Wcxidseer sprang to the proffered vacant 
place. But he had t() speak of his fly w'aiting for him 
at the steps of a c*ei*tain hotel. 

‘Best hotel in the town!’ Sir Meeson exclaimed 
pointedly to Henrietta, reading her constraint with 
this comical object befoi’e her. It was the admirals 
Iiotel they stopped at. 

‘ Be so gcK)d as to step down and tell the admiral he 
is to bring Madame Ckhnence in his coiriage to-morrow; 
and on your way, you will dismiss Mr. Woodseer's 
Livia mildly addi'cssed her squire. He stared: again 
he had to go, muttering: ‘ That nondescript’s footman I ” 
and his mischance in being checked and crossed and 
humiliated perpetually by a dirty-fisted vagabond im- 
|K>stor astounded him. He sent the flyman to the 
carriage for orders. 

Admiral Fakenham and Carinthia descended. Sir 
Meeson heard her cry out: ‘ It is you ! ’ and up stood 
the pretentious lout in the German sack, afiecting the ~ 
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gi^aces of a bom gentleman fresh from Paris,—^bowing, 
smirking, excusing himself for something; and he 
jumped down to tlie young lady, he talked intimately 
with her, with a joker's air; he roused the admiral to 
an exchange of jokes, and the countess and Miss Faken- 
ham more than smiled; evidently at his remarks, un- 
observant of the j»R‘posterous figui*e he cut. Sir Meeson 
Cnrby had intimations of the disintegration of his 
country if a patent tramp burles(juing in those clothes 
could l)c permitted to amuse English ladies of high 
station, quite at home with them. Among the signs 
of England's downfall, this was decidedly one. What 
to think of the admiral's favourite when, having his 
ami paternally on her shoulder, she gave the tramp her 
hand at parting, and then blushed ! All that tlie ladies 
had to say about it wfis, that a spread of colour rather 
went to change the character of her face. 

Carinthia had given Wocwlseer her hand and reddened 
under the recollection of Chi lion's words to her as they 
mounted the rise of the narrow vale, after leaving the 
lame gentleman to his tobacco on the gra.ss below the 
rocks. Her brother might have counselled her wisely 
and was to be olK*yed. Only, the great pleasure in see¬ 
ing the gentleman again inspired gratitude: he brought 
the scene to her; and it was alive, it chatted and it 
^beckoned ; it neighboured her home; she had passed it 
on her walk away from her home; the gentleman was 
her link to the mountain paths; he was just outside an 
association with her father and mother. At least, her 
thinking of them led to him, he to them. Now she had 
lost Chillon, no one was near to do so much. Besides, 
loved Henrietta; he was her own. His heart 
^ hers and his mind his country's. This gentleman 
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loved*the mountains; the sight of him breathed moun¬ 
tain air. To see him next day was her anticipation: for 
it would be at the skirts of hilly forest land, where pine- 
trees are a noble family, different from the dusty firs of 
the weariful plains, which had tired lier eyes of late. 

Baden was her first pt'ep at the edges of the world 
since she had grown to be a young woman. She had 
but a faint idea of the significance of gambling. The 
brilliant lights, the band music, the sitting groups and 
company of pi-oinenaders were novelties; the Ball of the 
ensuing night at the Schloas would be a wonder, she 
acknowledged in response to Henrietta, who was trying 
to understand her; and she admired her ball-dress, she 
said, looking unintelligently when she heard that she 
would be guilty of slaying numbel’s of gentlemen before 
the night was over. Madame Clemence thought her 
chances in that rcsjKKJt as good as any other young 
lady’s, if only she could be got to feel interested. But 
at a word of the pine forest, and saying she intended 
to climb the hills early with the light in the morning, a 
pointed eagerness flushed Carinthia, the cold engraving 
became a picture of colour. 

She was out with the earliest light. Yesterday’s part¬ 
ing between C'hillon and Henrietta had biught her to 
know some little about love; and if her voice had been 
heeded by Chillon’s beloved, it would not have been a 
pacing.* Her only success was to bring a flood of tears 
from Henrietta. The tears at least assured her that 
her brother’s beautiful girl had no love for the other 
<she,—the young nobleman of the great w’ealth, who was 
to be at the Ball, and had ‘ gone flying,’ Admiral Faken- 
ham shrugged to say; for Lord Fleetwood was nowhere 
.seen. 
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The much talk of him on the promenade overnight 
fetched his name to her thoughts; he scarcely touched 
a mind that her father filled when she was once again 
breathing early morning air among the stems of climb¬ 
ing pines, broken alleys of the low-sweeping spruce 
branches and the bare, straight shafts carrying their 
heads high in the march upwani. Her old father was 
arch-priest of such forest land, always recoverable to her 
there. The suggestion of mountains was enough to 
make her mind play, and her old father and she were 
aware of one another without conversing in speech. 
He pointed at things to observe; he shared her satisfied 
hunger for the solitudes of the dumb and growing and 
wild swcet-sinelling. He would not let a sorrowful 
thought backward or an apprehensive idea forward dis¬ 
turb the scene. A half-uprooted pine-tree stem propped 
iiiid-fall by standing comrades, and the downy drop to 
ground and muted sc'urry up the Iwu'k of long-brush 
squirrels, cocktail on the wary watch, were noticed by 
him as well as by her; even the rotting timber drift, 
bark and cones on the yellow pine needles, and the tor¬ 
tuous dwarf chestnut pushing level out, with a strain of 
the head up, from a crevice of mossed rock, among ivy 
and ferns; he saw what his girl saw. Power of heart 
was her conjuring magician. 

She climbed to the rock-slabs above. This was too 
easily done. The poor bit of effort excited her frame 
to desire a spice of danger, her walk was towering in 
the physical contempt of a mountain girl for petty 
lowland obstructions. And it was just then, by the 
chance of things—by the direction of events, as Dame 
Gossip believes it to be—while colour, expression, and 
her proud stature marked her from her sex, that a 
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gentleman, who was no other than Jjord Fleetwood, 
passed Carinthia, coming out of the deeper pine forest. 

Some distance on, round a bend of the path, she 
was tempted to adventure by a projected forked head 
of a sturdy, blunted and twisted little rock-fostered 
forest tree pushing horizontally for growth about thirty 
feet above the lower ground. She looked on it, and 
took a step down to the stem soon after. Fleetwood 
liad turned and followed, merely for the final curious 
peep at an unexpected vision; he had noticed the 
singular shoot of thick tinilnT from the rock, and the 
form of the goose-neck it rose to, the sprout of 
branches oft* the bill in the sha])e of a crest. And no\\’ 
a sliameful sfiasin of terror seized him at sight of a 
girl doing what he would have dre^aded to attempt. 
She footed coolly, well-lwdanced, upright. She seated 
herself. 

And there let her be. She w'as a German girl, 
apparently. She had an air of breeding, something 
more than breeding. German families of the nobles 
give out, here and there, as the Great War showed 
examples of, intrepid young women, who have the 
sharp lines of character to render them independent 
of the graces. But, if a young woman out alone in the 
wo(k1s was liaixlly to be counted among the well-bom, 
she held rank above them. Her face and l)earing might 
really be taken to symbolize the forest life. She was 
as individual a representative as the Tragic and Comic 
mtisks, and should be got to stand between them for 
«ign of the naturally straight-growing untrained, a 
noble daughter of the w’oods. 

Not comparable to Henrietta in feminine beauty, die 
was on an upper plateau, where questions as to beauty 
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are answered by other than tlie shallow aspect of a girl. 
But would Henrietta eclipse her if they were side by 
side ? Fleetwood recalled the strange girl’s face. There 
was in it a savage poignancy in serenity unexampled 
among women—or modern women. One might imagine 
an apotheosis of a militant young princess of Goths or 
Vandals, the glow of blessedness awakening her martial 
ardours through the langucir of the grave :—Woodseer 
would comprehend and hit on the exact image to por¬ 
tray her in a moment, Fleetwood thought, and lungi'd 
for that fellow. 

He walked liurrietily back to the stunted rock tree. 
The damsel had vanished. He glanced below. She had 
not fallen. He longed to tell Woodseer he had seen a 
sort of Carinthia—a sister, cousin, one of the family. 
A single gbmpse of her had raised him out of his grov¬ 
elling perturbations, cooled and strengthened him, more 
than diverting the course of the poison Henrietta in¬ 
fused, and to which it disgraced him to be so subject. 
He took love unmanfully; the passion struck at his 
weakness; in wrath at the humiliation, if only to re¬ 
venge himself for that, he could be fiendish; he knew 
it, and loathed the desired fair creature w^ho caust*d tuid 
exposed to him these cracks in his nature, whence there 
came a brimstone stench of the infernal pits. And he 
was mode for better. Of this he was right well assured. 
Superior to station and to wealth, to all mundane 
advantages, he was the puppet of a florid puppet girl; 
and he had slept at the small inn of a village hard by, 
because it was intolerable to him to see the face that 
had been tearfiil over her lover’s departure, and hear 
her praises of the man she trusted to keep his word, 
'however grievously she wounded him. 
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He was the prisoner of his word;—rather like the 
donkeys known as married men: rather more honour¬ 
able than most of them. He had to be present at the 
ball at the Schloss and behold his loathed Henrietta, 
suffer torture of chains to the rack, by reascm of hie 
having promised the bitter coquette he would be there. 
So hellish did the misery seem to him, that he was 
relieved by the prospect of lying a whole day long in 
loneliness with the sunshine of the woods, occasionally 
conjuring up the antidote face of the wood-sprite before 
he was to undergo it. But, as he was not by nature a 
dreamer, only dreamed of the luxury of being one, he 
soon looked btick with loathing on a notion of relief 
to come from the state of ruminating animal, and 
jumped up and shook off another of meirs delusions— 
that they can, if they have the heart to suffer pain, 
deaden it with any semi-poetical devices, similar to 
those which Hufus Abrane’s ‘ fiddler fellow ’ practised 
and was able to carry out Ix^causc he had no blood. 
The spite of a present entire o])position to Woodsecr’s 
professed views mode him exult in the thought, that 
the mouther of sentences was likely to be at work 
stultifying them and himself in the halls there below 
during tlie day. An imp of mischief offered consola¬ 
tory sport in those halls of the Black Goddess; already 
he regarded his recent subservience to the conceited 
and tripped peripatetic philosopher as among the igno¬ 
minies he had cast away on his road to a genial 
^contempt; which is the position of a supreme elevation 
for particularly sensitive young men. 

Pleasure in the scenery had gone, and the wood-sprite 
was a flitted vapour; he longed to be below there, 
observing Abranc and Potts and the philosopher con-./ 
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founded, and the legible placidity of Countess Livia. 
Nevertheless, he hung aloft, feeding where he could, 
impatient of the solitudes, till night, when, according 
to his guess, the ladies were at their robing. 

Half the fun was over; but the tale of it, narrated 
in tum by Abrane and his Chummy Potts on the pro¬ 
menade, was a very good half. The fiddler had played 
for the countess and handed her back her empty pui'se, . 
with a bow and a pretty speech. Nothing had been 
seen of him since. He had lost all his own money 
besides. ‘As of course he would,’ said Potts. ‘A 
fellow calculating the chances catches at a knife in the 
air.’ 

‘ Every franc-piece he had ! ’ cried Abrane. ‘ And 
how could the jackass expect to keep his luck ! Flings 
off his old suit and comes Imck here with a rig of 
German bags-r-you never saw such a figure!—Shore¬ 
ditch Jew’s holiday !—why, of course, the luck wouldn't 
stand that.’ 

They confessed ruefully to having backed him a 
certain distance, notwithstanding. ‘He took it so 
coolly, just as if |)aying for goods across a counter.’ 

‘ And he had something to bear, Braney, when you 
fell on him,’ said Potts, and mimmured aside ; ‘ He can 
be smartish. Hears me call Braney Rufus, and says he, 
like a fellow—chin on his dddle—“ Captain Mountain, 
Rufus Mu8^ Not bad, for a counter.” ’ 

Fleetwood glanced round: he could have wrung 
Woodseer’s hand. He saw young Cressett instead, and 
hailed him: ‘ Here you are, iny gallant! You shall 
fladb your maiden sword to-nighL When I was under 
your age by a long count, 1 dealt sanctimoniousness a 
flick o’ the dieek, and you shall, and let ’em know 
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you’re a man. Come and have your first boar*hunt 
along with me. Petticoats be hanged.' 

Tile boy showed some recollection of the lectures of 
his queen, but he had not the vocables for resistance to 
an imperative senior at work upon sneaking inclinations. 
‘Promised Lady P.!—do you hoar him.^’ Fleetwood 
called to the couple liehind; and as gamblers must 
needs be parasites, manly were the things they spoke to 
invigorate the youthfid plunger and second the whim of 
their yjaymaster. 

At half-past eleven, the prisoner of his w'ord entered 
under the Schloss portico, having vowed to himself on 
the way, that he would satisfy the formulas to gain 
I’d ease by a deferential bow to the great personages, 
and straightway slip out into the heavenly starlight, 
thence down among the jolly Parisian and Viennese 
Bacchanals. 


CHATTER Xll 


lIKXRIKri A s LK'ITKU TRKATlXC OF THK GREAT KVEXl’ 


By the first light of an autumn morning, Henrietta sat 
at her travelling-desk, to shoot a spark into the breast 
of her lover w-ith the story of the gn*at event of the 
night. For there had been one, one of our biggest, 
lieyOnd all tongues tuid trumpets and possible antidpa- 
tions. Wonder at it hammered on incredulity as die 
wrote it for fact, and in writing had vision of her lover’s 
eyes over the yiage. 
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‘ Monsieur Du Lac! 

‘Grey Dawn. You are greeted. This, if you have 
been tardy on the jounicy home, will follow close on 
the heels of tlie prowest, I believe tiuest, of knights, 
and bear perha|)s to his quick mind some help to the 
solution he dropped a hint of sec^king. 

‘ ITie Ball in evciy way a success. Grand Duke and 
Duchess perfect in courtesy, not a sign of the Gennan 
morgue. Id via splendid. Compared to Day and 
Night. But the Night eclipses the Day. A summer 
sea of dancing. Wh<», think you, eclipsed those two If 

‘ I tell you the very truth when I say your Carinthia 
did. If you had seen her,—the “ poor dear girl you 
sigh to speak of,—with the doleful outlook on her 
fortunes : ** portionless, unattractive ! ” Chillon, she 
was magical! You cannot ever have sec*n her irradi¬ 
ated with ha})pincss. Her pleasure in the happiness of 
all around her w'as part of the charm. One sliould be 
a poet to describe her. It would task an artist to 
paint the rose-crystal she l>ccaine when threiuling her 
way through the groups to be pres€»nt(d. This is not 

meant to say that she looked beautiful. It waa the 

»> 

something above beauty—more unique and impressive 
—^like the Alpine snow-cloak towering up from the 
floweiy slopes you know' so well and I a little. 

‘You choose to think, is it Riette who noticed my 
simple sister so closely before ... P for I suppose 
you to be reading this letter a second time and reflect¬ 
ing as you read. In tlie first place, accjuaintance with 
her has revealed that she is not the simple })erson— 
iMily in her manner. Under the beams of subsequent 
events, it is true I see her more picturesquely. But 
I noticed also just a suspicion of the “ grenadier^ stride 
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when she was on the march to make her curtsey. 
But Livia had no cause for chills and quivers. She 
was not the veiy strange bird requiring explanatory 
excuses; slie dances excellently, and after the first 
dance, I noticed she minced her steps in the walk with 
her partner. She catches the tone readily. If not the 
image of her mother, she lias inherited her mother’s 
bent for the graces; she needs but a small amount of 
practice. 

‘ Take my assurance of that; and you know who has 
critical eyes. Your anxiety may rest; she is equal to 
any station. 

* As expected by me, my Lord Tyrant appeared, 
though late, near midnight. 1 saw him Iniwing to the 
Ducal party. I’apa had led your “simple sister” there. 
Next I saw the Tyrant and Carinthia conversing. 
Soon they W'ere dancing together, talking interestedly, 
like cheerful comrades. Whatever his faults, he has 
the merit of being a man of his word. He said he 
would come, he did not wish to come, and he came. 

* His word binds him—I hope not fatally; irre¬ 
vocably, it certainly does, lliere is charm of character 
in that. His autocrat airs can lie forgiven to a man 
who so profoundly respects his word. 

* It occurred during their third dance. Your Riette 
was not in the quadrille. O but she was a snubbed 
young woman last night! I refrain—^the examples 
are too minute for quotation. 

little later and he had vanished. Carinthia 
Kilby may already be written Countess of Fleetwood! 
His hand was ofiered and hers demanded in 'plam 
terms. Her brother would not be so astound^ if 
he had seen the brilliant creature she was—is, I could 
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say; for when she left me here, to go to her bed, site 
still wore the "afterglow.” She tripped over to me in 
the balKroom to tell me. 1 might doubt, she had no 
doubt whatever. 1 fancied he had subjected her to 
some degree of trifling. He was in a mood. His 
moods are known to me. But no, he was precise; 
her report of him strikes the cor as credible, in spite 
of the marvel it insists on our swallowing. 

‘" Lord Fleetwood has asked me to marry him.” 
Neither assurance nor bashfulness; news|>a}ier print; 
and an undoubting air of contentment. 

* Imagine me hearing it. 

‘" To be his wife ? ” 

‘" He said wife.” 

*" And you replied ? ” 

‘ “ I said I would.” 

*“Tell me all.^” 

* " He said we wci’e plighted.” 

* Now, " wife ” is one of the words he abhors; and 
he loathes the hearing of a girl as "engaged.” How¬ 
ever, " plighted ” carried a likeness. 

‘ I pressed her: “ My dear Carinthia, you thought 
him in earnest ? ” 

*" He was.” 

‘" How do you judge ? ” 

‘" By his look when he spoke.” 

* " Not by his words ? ” 

* ** I repeat them to you.” 

5She has repeated them to me here in my bedroom. 
There is no variation. She remembers eveiy syllable. 
He went so far as to urge her to say whether she would 
as willingly utter consent if they were in a church 
luid a clergyman at the altar*raiis. 
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* That was like him. 

‘She made answer: “Wherever it may be, I am 
hound, if I say yes.*" 

‘ She then adds : “ He told me he joined hands with 
me.'” 

* “ Did he rcjieat the word ‘ wife ** if ” 

* “ lie said it twice."” 

‘I transcriln? verbatim scrupulously. There cannot 
be an error, Chillon. It seems to show, that he has 
embraced the senoiis meaning of the word—or seriously 
embraced the meaning, reads better, 1 have seen his 
lips fonn “ wife.**’ 

‘ But why w'onder so staringly ? They both love 
the mountains. Both are wildish. She was looking 
suptTb. And he had seen her do a daring thing on the 
rocks on the heights in the early morning, when she 
was out by herself, unaware of a spectator, he not 
knowing who she was ;—the Fates had arranged it so. 
That was why he took to her so rapidly. So he told 
her. She likes being admired. The preparation for the 
meeting does really seem “ under direction.’’ She 
likes him too, I do think. Between her repetitions 
of his compliments, she praised his tone of voice, his 
features. She is ready to have the fullest faith in the 
sincerity of his offer; speaks without any impatience 
for the fulfilment. If it should happen, what a 
change in the fortunes of a girl!—of more than one, 
passibly. 

‘Now I must rest—“eyelids fall.’* It will lie with ft 
hiiiai't galloping. No rest for me till this letter flies. 
Gkxxl morning is my good night to you, in a world 
that has turned over.’ 

Henrietta resumes:— 
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* Li via will not hear of it, cal lit up all her pretty 
languor to put it aside. It is the same to day as last 
night. “Why mention llussetfs nonsense to nje?" 
Carinthia is as quietly circumstantial os at fii'st. She 
and the Tyrant talked of her native home. Very 
desirous to see it! means to build a mansion there! - 
“He said it must be the most romantic place on 
earth.” 

‘ 1 suppose 1 slept. I woke with my hist line to you 
on my lips, and the great news thundering. He named 
Easlemont and his favourite—always uninhabited— 
Coder Argau. She speaks them corn*c.tly. She has an 
unfailing memory. Tlie ])oint is, that it is a 
memory. 

‘ Do not forget also—Livia is affected by her dis¬ 
taste—that he is a gentleman. He plays with his 
nobility. With his reputation of gentleman, he has 
never been known to play. You will understand the 
sli^tlv hj’pocriticnl air—it is not of sufficient imj)ort- 
ance for it to be alluded to in papa's presence—I put 
«>n with her. 

‘ Yes, I danced nearly all the dances. One, a prince¬ 
ling in scarlet unifonn, appearing fresh from under 
earth, Prussian: a weighty young Graf in green, 
lietween sage and bottle, who seemed to have run off a 
tree in the forest, and was trimmed with silver like 
dew-drops: one in your Austrian white, droffon d€ 
BoMme^ if I caught his French rightly. Others as 
well, a list. They have the accomplishment. They arc 
drilled in it young, as girls are, and so few Englishmen 
—^en English officers. How it may be for campaign- 
you con pronounce; but for dancing, the pantaUm 
eoUant is the perfect uniform. Your critical Henrietta 
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had not to complain of her partners, in the absence of 
the one. 

* I shall be liauntcd by visions of Chillon’’s amaze* 
ment until I hear or we meet. I serve for Carinthia's 
mouthpiece, she cannot write it, she says. It would be 
related in two copybook lines, if at all. 

* Hie amazement over London! The jewel hand of 
the kingdom gone in a flash, to “ a raw mountain girl,” 
as will he said. I can hear Lady Endor, Lady Eldritch, 
Lady Cowry. The rea.sonable woman should be Lady 
Arpington. I have heard her speak of your mother, 
seen by her when she was in frocks. 

‘ Enter the “ plighted.” Poor Livia! to l)e made a 
dowager of by any but a damsel of the family. She 
may well ridicule “that nonsense of RussctCs last 
night ”! Carinthia kisses, embraces, her brother. I 
am to say: “ What Henrietta tells you is true, ChiUon.” 
She is contented though she has not seen him again 
and has not the look of expecting to see him. She still 
wears the kind of afterglow. 

‘ Chillon\s Viennese waltz was played by the band:— 
played a second time, s[>ocial request, conveyed to the 
leader by Prince Ferdinand. True, most true, she 
longs to be home across the water. But be it admitted, 
tliat to any one loving colour, music, chivalry, the 
Island of Drab is an exile. Imagine, then, the strange 
magnetism drawing lier there! Could warmer proof be 
given ? 

‘ Adieu. Livia's “ arch-plotter ” will weigh the letter 
he«eads to the smallest fraction of a fraction before 
he moves a step. 

* I could leave it and come to it again and add and 
add. I foresee in Livia's mind a dread of the aforesaid 
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" 4nd an interdict. So the letter must be closed, 
sealed and into the box, with the hand I still call mine, 
though I should doubt my right if it were contested 
fervently. I am singing the waltz. 

‘ Adieu, 

‘ Ever and beyond it, 

* Vour olKjdient Queen, 

‘ Henrieti'a. 


* P,S .—My I^rd Tyrant has departed—as on other 
occasions, '^fhe prisoner of his word is sure to take his 
airing before he presents himself to redeem it. His 
valet is left to pay bills, fortunately for Livia. She 
entrusted her purse yesterday to a man picked up on 
the road by my lord, that he might jday for her. 
Captain Abrane a.ssured her he hod a star, and Mr. 
Potts thought him a rtut^ compdre^ an adept of those 
dreadful ^gambling'tables. Why will she continue to 
play! The purse was returned to her, without so 
much as a piece of silver in it; the man has flown. 
Sir M. Corby says, he is a man whose hands betray 
him—or did to Sir M.; expc^cts to see him one day on 
the wrong side of the criminal bar. He struck me as 
not being worse than absurd. He was, in any case, an 
unfit companion, and our C. would help, to rescue the 
Eccentric from such complicating associates. 1 see 
woi'lds of good she may do. Happily, he is no slave 
of the vice of gambling; so she would not suffer that 
anxiety. I wish it could be subjoined, that he has 
no malicious pleasure in misleading others. Livia is in¬ 
consolable over her pet, young Lord Cressett, whom he 
yest^day induced to “ try his luck ”—with the result. 
We leave, if bills are paid, in two days. Captain 
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Abranc and Mr. Potts left this afternoon; just enough 
to carry them home. Papa and your blissful sister out 
driving. Kiette within her four walls and signing 
herself, ‘ Thjs Piusokeu of Chillon.’ 


CHAPTER XIII 

AN IRRUmoN OF MISTRESS GOSSIP IN BREACH OF 

THE CONVENTION 

‘ It is a dark land,' Carinthia said, on seeing our Island's 
lowered clouds in swift motion, without a break of their 
folds, above the slieer white cliffs. 

—She said it, we know. 'That poor child Carinthia 
Jane, when first she beheld Old England’s shores, toss¬ 
ing in the |jacket-boat on a wild Channel sea, did say 
it and think it, for it is in the family that she did; 
and no wonder that she should, the day iKnng show'ery 
from the bed of the sun, after a frosty three days, at 
the close of autumn. We used to have an eye of 
our own for English weather before printed Meteoro¬ 
logical Observations and Forecasts undertook to sup¬ 
plant the shepherd and the poacher, and the pilot with 
his woni bn>wn leather telescope tucked beneath his arm. 
All three would have told you, that the end of a three 
days' frust in the late season of the year and the early, 
is likely to draw the woiin winds from the Atlantic over 
Cornish Land's End and Lizard. 

tjuite by the chance of things, Carinthia Jane looked 
on the land of her father and mother for the first time 
under those conditions. There can be no harm in 
quoting her remark. Only—I have to say it—experii* 
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ence causes apprehension, that we arc? again to be 
delayed by descriptions, and an ex|x>sition of feelings; 
taken for granted, of course, in a serious narrative; 
which it really seems these moderns think designed for 
a frequent arrest of the ac^tors in the story and a search¬ 
ing of tlic internal state of this one or that one of 
them: who is laid out stark naked and probed and 
expounded, like as in the celebmted picture by a great 
|)ainter: and we, thirsting for events as we arc, are-to 
stop to enjoy a lecture on Anatomy. And all the while 
the windows of the leeturc-rooin are rattling, if not the 
whole fabric shaking, with exterior occurrences or im¬ 
patience for them to come to jiass. Every explanation 
is sure to be offered by the course events may take; so 
do, in mercy, I say, let us bide for them. 

She thought our Island all the darker because Henri¬ 
etta had induced her to talk on the boat of her moun¬ 
tain home and her last inornitTg there for the walk 
*away with C'hillon John. Soon it was to aj)pear siqier- 
iiaturally bright, a very magician’s cave for brilliancy. 

Now, this had happened—and comment on it to 
yourselves, remembering always, that Chillon John was 
a lover, and a lover has his excuses, though they will 
not obviate the penalties he may incur; and drc^adful 
they were. After reading Henrietta’s letter to him, he 
rode out of his Canterbury qiiailers ficross the cxjuritry 
to the borders of Sussex, where his uncle Ixird lA*veIlicr 
lived, on the ridge of ironstone, near the wild land of a 
forest, Croridge the name of the place. Now, Chillon 
John knew his uncle was miserly, and dreaded the pros¬ 
pect of having to sup|>ort a niece in the wretched estab¬ 
lishment at lA'kkatts, or, as it was popularly called, 
Lean^ts; you can understand why. But he managed 
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to assure himself he must m duty consult with the 
senior and chief member of his family on a subject of 
such importance as the proposal of marriage to his 
lordship's niece. 

The consultation was short: * You will leave it to 
me,' his uncle said: and wc hear of business affairs be* 
tween them, involving payment of moneys due to the 
young man; and how, whenever he touched on them, 
his uncle immediately fell back on the honour of the 
family and Carinthia Jane's reputation, her good name 
to he vindicated, and esj^ecially that there must be no 
delays, together with as close a reckoning as he could 
make of the value of Lord Fleetwood’s estates in Kent 
and in Staffordshii'e and South Wales, and his house 
property in l^ndon. 

‘ He will have means to support her,’ said the old 
lord, shrugging as if at his own incapacity for that 
burden. 

The two then went to the workshops beside a large* 
pond, where there was an island bordered with birch 
trees and workmen's cottages near the main building; 
and that was an arsenal containing every kind of sword 
and lance and musket, rifle and fowling-piece and 
pistol, and more gunpowder than was, I believe, allowed 
by law. For they were engaged in inventing a new 
powder for howitzer shells, of tremendous explosive 
power. 

Nothing further did either of them say concerning 
the marriage. Nor did Carinthia Jane hear any m^* 
tion of Lord Fleetwood from her brother on the landing* 
place at Dover. She was taken to Admiral Baldwin 
Fakenham's house in Hampshire; and there she 
remained, the delight of his life, during two mouthy 
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patiently expecting and rebuking the iiumaidenliness of 
her expectations, as honest young wonicA in her position 
used to do. So did they sometimes wait for years; 
they have waited until tliey withered into their graves, 
like the vapours of a brief winter’s day; a moving 
picture of a sex restrained by modesty in those purer 
times from the taking of one step forward unless in- 
quired for. 

Two months she waited in our ‘ dark land.' January 
arrived, and her brother. Henrietta connnunicated the 
news:— 

‘ My Janey, you are asked by I^rd Fleetwood 
whether it is your wish that he should marry you.’ 

Now, usually a well-born young woman’s answer, if a 
w'illing one, is an example of weak translation. Here 
it was the heart’s native tongue, without any round¬ 
about, simple but direct. 

‘ Oh, I w'ill, 1 am ready, tell him.’ 

Hemember, she was not speaking publicly. 

Henrietta knew the man enough to be glad he did 
not hear. She herself >vould have felt a little shock on 
his behalf; only, that answ'er suited the scheracj of the 
pair of lovers. 

How^ far those two were innocent in lujt delivering 
the whole of I^rd Fleetwood's message to Carinthia 
Jane through Lord Levellicr, we are unitble to leani. 
We may suspect the miserly nobleman of curtailing it 
for his purposes; and such is my idea. But the answ’cr 
w'ould have been the some, I am sure. 

In consequence and straight away, Chillon John 
betakes him to Admiral Baldwin and informs him of 
Lord Fleetwood’s proposal on the night at Baden, and 
i^enewal of it through the mouth of Lord Levellier, not 

K 
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communicating, however (he may really not have known), 
the story of how it had been wrung from the earl by a 
surprise movement on the part of the one-armed old 
lord, who burst out on him in the street from the 
ambush of a Club-window, where he had been stationed 
every day for a fortnight, indefatigably to watch for 
the passing of the earl, as there seemed no other way 
to find him. They say, indeed, there was a scene, 
judging by the result, and it would have been an 
excellent scene for the stage; though the two noble¬ 
men were to all appearance politely exchanging their 
remarks. But the audience hearing what {lasses, 
appreciates the courteous restraint of an attitude so 
contrasting with their tempers. Behind the ostenta¬ 
tion of civility, their woi*ds were daggers. 

For it chanced, that the young earl, after a period of 
refuge at his Welsh castle, supposing, as he well might, 
that his latest mad freak of the proposal of his hand and 
title to the strange girl in a quadrille at a foreign castle 
had l>een forgotten by her, and the risks of annoyance 
on the subject had (^uite blown over, returned to town, 
happy in having done the penance for his impulsiveness, 
and got clean again—that is to say, struck off his fetters 
and csca}>ed from importunitie.s—the very morning of 
tlie day when Lord I^vellier sprang upon him! It shows 
the old campaigner's shrewdness in guessing where his 
prey would come, and not putting him on his guard by 
a cidl at his house. Out of the window he looked for 
all the hours of light during an entire fortnight. ^ In 
th| service of my sister's child,' he said. ^ To save him 
from the cost of maintaining her,' say his enemies. Alb 
any rate he did it. 

He was likely to have done the worse which I suqpecti, 
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Now, the imparting of the wonderful news to Admiral 
Baldwin Fakenham was, we read, the whiff of a tropical 
squall to lay him on his beam ends. He could not but 
doubt; and his talk was like the sails of a big ship rat¬ 
tling to the first puff of wind. He had to believe; and 
then, we read, he was for hours like a vessel rolling in 
the trough of the sea. Of course he was a disappointed 
father. Naturally his glance at the loss to Henrietta 
of the greatest prir^e of the matrimonial market of all 
Eurofie and America was vexing and saddening. Then 
he woke up to think of the fortuni‘s of his ‘other girl,’ 
as he named her, and cned: ‘ Crinuv catches him ! ’ 

He cried it in glee and rubbed his hands. 

So thereupon, standing Iwfore him, Chillon John, from 
whom he had the news, bent to him slightly, as his ele¬ 
gant manner was, and lengthened the admiral’s chaps 
with another pTO])osa1; easy, deliberate, precise, quite 
the respectful btindit, if you please, determined on 
having his daughter by all means, only much preferring 
the legal, formal, and friendly. Ujmn that, in the 
moment of indecision, Henrietta enters, followed by 
Admiral Baldwin’s heroine, his Crinny, wliom he em¬ 
braced and ki.ssed, congratulated and kissed again. 
One secs the contrivance to soften him. 

So it was done, down in that Hampshire household on 
the heights near the dowas, whence you might behold, 
off a terra firma resembling a roll of billows, England’s 
big battle-ships in line fronting the island; when they 
were a spectacle of biiauty as well as power: which now 
they are no more, but will have to l>e, if they are both 
to float and to fight. For I have had quoted to me by a 
great admirer of the Old Buccaneer, one of the dark 
. in his Maxims fox Mex, whera Captiun John 
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Peter Kirby commends his fellow>men to dissatisfaction 
with themselves // they have not put an end to their 
enemy handsomely. And he mi vises the copying of 
Nature in this ; whose elements have always, he says, a 
pretty^ besides a thorough, style of doing it^ when they 
get the In'tter of us; anil the one by reason of the other. 
He instances the horse, the yacht, and chiefly the sword, 
for proof, that the handsomest is the most effective. 
And he jirints large: ‘ ihily is only half way to a 
TiUNG.’ To ail invention, I suppose he intends to say. 
Hut looking on our huge foundering sea-monsters and 

O O C5 

the disap|)earance of the unwieldy in Nature, and the 
countenances of criminals, who are, he bids us observe, 
. always in the long ran beaten, I seian to see a meaning 
our country might meditate on. 

So, as 1 said, it was done; for Admiral Haldwin 
could refuse his Crinny nothing; as little as he would 
deny anything to himself, the heartiest of kindly hosts, 
fathers, friends. Carinthia Jane's grand good fortune 
covered that jiit, the cj nest ion of money, somehow, and 
was, we may conceive, a champagne wine in their reason¬ 
ing faculties. The admiral w'as in debt, Henrietta had 
ii<» heritage, (liilion John was the heir of a miserly uncle 
owing him sums and evailing every application for them, 
yet they behaved as fM‘ople who had the cup of golden 
wishes. IVrhaps it was lieeausc Henrietta and her lover 
w'ei'e so handsome a match as to make it seem to them 
and others they must inaiTv; and as to character, her 
father could trust lier to the man of her choice more 
(padily than to the wealtiiy young nobleinan; of whose 
discreetness he had not the highest opinion. He recoil^ 
ciled this view with his warm feeling for the Countess 
of Fleetwood to be, hy saying: ‘ Crinny will tame him 
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His faith was iu her dauntless bold spirit, not thinking 
of the animal she was to tame. 

Countess Livia, after reci’inng Henrietta''s letter of 
information, descended on them and thought them each 
and all a crazed set. Love, as a motive of action for a 
i^woman, she consideriHl the feinale'’s Itmac^y and suicide. 
Men are bcmi subject to it, happily, and thus the Iml- 
ance iK'twcen the lordly half of creation and the frail 
is rei’tified. We women dress, and smile, sigh, if you 
like, to excite the malady. Hut if we are the fools to 
share it, we lose our chance ; instead of the (pieens, we 
are the slaves, and insU^ad of a life of ])leasure, we pass 
from fever to fever at a tyrant's aipricx*: he does 
rightly in despising us. Ay, and many a worthy 
woman thinks the same. Educated in dependency ns 
they are, they come to the idea of love to snatch at it 
for tiieir weapon of the inairs weakness. IV>r which 
my lord calls them heartless, and poets are angry with 
them, rightly ()r wrongly. 

It must, I fear, be admitted for a truth, that sorrow 
is the portion of young women who give the full 
measure of love to the engagement, marrying for love. 
At least, Countess Livia could declare suhse(|ueiitly she 
had foretold it and warned her cousin. Not another 
rejection do you hear from me, if I must fmy forfeit 
of my privilege to hurry you on past descriptions of 
pke es and anatomy of character and itn|KTtinent talk 
about philosophy—in a .story. When are startled 
and oRended by the in»iiiuated tracing of principal 
incidents to a thread-bare s{x>t in the nether garments 
of a man of no significance, I lose fmtience. 

Henrietta's case was a secondary affair. What with 
biar passion—it was nothing less—and her lover's 
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cunning arts, and her father's consent given, and In < 
truth the look of the two together, the dissuasion of 
them from union was as likely to keep them apart 
as an exhortation addressed to magnet and ne^le. 

Countess Li via attacked C^rinthia Jane and the ad- 

« 

miral backing her. But the admiral, having given# 
his consent to his daughter a marriage, in consequence 
of the earl’s pledged word to ‘ his other girl,’ hod 
become a zealot for^this marriage: and there was 
only not a grand altercation on the subject because 
Livia shunned annoyances. Alone with Carinthia Jane, 
as she rejKJrted to Henrietta, she spoke to a block, 
that shook a head and wore a thin smile and nursed 
its own idea of the better knowledge of Edward 
Russett, Earl of Fleetwood, gained in the run of a 
silly (juadrille at a ball. 

What is a young man’s word to his partner in a 
quadrille ! 

Livia put the question, she put it twice rather 
sternly, and the girl came out with: ‘ Oh, he meant 
it!’ 

The natuixs the pride, the shifty and furious moods 
of Lord Fleetwood were painted frightful to her. 

She had conceived her own image of him. 

Whether to set her down as an enamoured idiot or 
a creature not a whit less artful than her brother, was 
Countess Livia’s debate. Her inclination was to mis- ^ 
doubt the daughter of the Old Buccaneer: she might 
be simple, at her age ; and she certainly was ignorant; .. 
5>ut she clung to her prize. Still the promise was 
extracted from her, that she would not worry the earl 
to fulfil the word she supposed him to mean in its fbU 
meaning. 
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Tile promiae was imreluctantly yielded. No, she 
would not write. Admiral Fakenham, too, engaged 
to leave the matter to a man of honour. 

Meanwhile, Chillon John had taken a journey to 
Lekkatts; following which, his uncle went to London. 
Lord Fleetwood heard that Miss Kirby kept him bound. 
He w^as again the fated prisoner of his word. 

And following that, not so very long, there was the 
announcement of the marriage of Chillon John Kirby- 
Ijevellier, Lieutenant in the King's Own Hussars, and 
Henrietta, daughter of Admiral Baldwin Fakenliain. 
A county newspaper paragraph was quoted for its 
eulogy of the Beauty of Hampshire—not too strong, 
those acquainted with her thought. Interest at Court 
obtained an advancement for the bridegroom: he was 
gazetted Captain during his honeymoon, and his pros* 
pects under his uncle's name were considered fair, 
though certain people said at the time, it was likely 
to be all he would get while old Lord Levellicr of 
Leoncats remained in the flesh. 

Now, as it is good for those to tell who intend pre¬ 
serving their taste for romance and hate anatomical 
lectures, we never can come to the exact motives of 
any extraordinary piece of conduct on the part of man 
or woman. Girls are to read, and the study of a boy 
starts from the monkey. But no literaiy surgeon or 
clsemist shall explain positively the cause of the be¬ 
haviour of men and women in their relations together; 
and speaking to rescue my story, 1 say we must with 
due submission accept the facts. We are not a bit the 
worse for wondering at them. So it happened that 
l/nd Fleetwood's reply to Lord Levellicr's hammer— 
hammer fay post and messenger at his door, one may 
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call it, on the subject of the celebration of the mar¬ 
riage of the young Crccsus and Carinthia Jane, in which 
there was demand for the fixing of a date forthwith, 
was despatched t)n the day when London had tidings 
of Henrietta Fakenham’s wedding. 

The letter, lost for many years, turned up in the 
hands of a Kentish auctioneer, selling it on bclialf of 
a farm-serving man, who hoc! it from Lord Levellier’s 
eook and housemaid, among the things she brought 
him os her wifely portion after her master’s death, 
and this she had not found saleable in her husband's 
village at her price, but she had got the habit of 
sticking to the scraps, being proud of hearing it said 
that she had skinned lA^ancats to some profit: and her 
expectation proved correct after her own demise, for 
her husband putting it up at the auction, our relative 
on the mothers side, Dr. Glossop, interested in the 
documents and fwirticulars of the story as he was, had 
it knocked down to him, in contest with an agent of 
a London gentleman, going as high as two pounds ten 
shillings, for the sum of tw'o pounds and fifteen shillings. 
C’ount the amount that makes for each word of a letter 
a marvel of bi*cvity, considering the purport! But Dr. 
Glossop w}vs right in saying he hod it cheap. The 
value of that letter may now be multiplied by ten : nor 
for that sum would he part with it. 

Thus it ran, I need not refer to it in Bundle No. 3: 

*Mv Lord: I drive to youi* church-door on the 
fourteenth of the month at ten a.m., to keep my 
appointment with Miss C. J. Kirby, if 1 do not 
blunder the initials. 

Your lordship's obedient servant, 

‘ Fleetwood.’ 
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That letter will ever be a treasuied family possession 
with us. 

That letter was dated from Lord Fleetwood’s Kentish 
mansion, Esslemont, the tenth of the month. He must 
have quitted London for Esslemont, fen* change of scene, 
for air, the moment after the news of Henrietta’s mar¬ 
riage. Cnrinthia Jane received the summons without 
transmission of the letter from her uncle on the 
morning of the twelfth. It was a |H*rcmptory sum¬ 
mons. 

Unfi>rtimately, Admiral Fakcnhain, a real knight 
and chevalier of those post times, would not let her 
mount the downs to have her farewell view of the big 
ships unaccompanied by him; and partly and largely 
in pure chivalry, no doubt; but her young idea of 
England’s grandeur, as shown in her great vessels of 
war, thrilled him, too, and rt*8torctl his youthful 
enthusiasm for his noble profession (»r made it effer¬ 
vesce, How'ever it was, he i*ode beside her and i*ejoiced 
to hear the young girl’s talk of her father as a captain 
of one of England’s Ihunderers, and of the cruelty of 
that Admiralty to him: at which Admiral Baldwin 
laughed, but had not the heart to disagree with her, 
for he could lielabour the Admiralty in season, cause 
or no cause. Altogether he much enjoyed the ride, 
notwithstanding intimations of the approach of *his 
visitor,’ as he called his attacks of gout. 

Riding home, however, the couple passc'd through a 
heavy rainfall, and the next day, when he was to drive 
with the bride to Lekkatts, gout, the fiercest he had 
ever known, chained him fast to his bed. Such ore 
the petty accidents affecting circumstances. They are 
theHmstruments of Destiny. 
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There he lay, protesting that the ceremony could 
not possibly l)e for the fourteenth, because Countesa 
Livia had, lie now remembered, written of her engage* 
ment to meet liussctt on the night of that day at a 
ball at Mrs. Cowper Quillett's pleu.'e, Canleys, Ijdng 
south of the Surrey hills : a house famed for its gather* 
ings of lieautiful women ; whither Lord Ileetwood 
would be sure to engage to go, the admiral now said; 
and it racked him like gout in his mind, and perhaps 
trouble4 his conscience about handing the girl to such 
a young man. But he was lying on his back, the 
posture for memory to play the fiend with us, as we 
Ksad in the Book of Maxims of the Old Buccaneer. 
Admiral Baldwin wished heartily to l)c present at his 
Crinny’s wedding ‘ to sec her launched,' if wedding 
it was to be, and he vowed the date of the fourteenth, 
in Lord Levellier's announcement of it, must be an 
error and might be a month in advance, and ought ta 
be. But it was sheer talking and raving for a solace 
to his disappointment or his anxiety. He had to let 
Carinthia Jane depart under tlie chaige of his house¬ 
keeper, Mrs. Carthew, a staid excellent lady, poorly 
infted with observation. 

“ rV. 

Her report of the performance of the ceremony at 
Croridge village diurch, a lialf mile from Lekkatts, waa 
highly reassuring to the anxious old admiral still lying 
on his back with memory and gout at their fiend's play, 
and livid forecasts hovering. He had recollected that 
there had been no allusion in Lord Levellier's message 
ta settlements or any lawyer's preliminaries, and he 
raged at himself for having to own it would have been 
the first of questions on behalf of his daughter. 

‘All passed off correctly,' Mrs. Carthew said. ‘The’ 
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tesponites of the bride and bridegroom were particularly 
arriculate.' 

She was reserved upon the question of the hospitality 
of Lekkatts. The place had entertained her during 
her necessitated residence there, and honour forbade 
her to smile concordantly at the rosy admiral's men¬ 
tion of Leancats. She took occasion however, to 
praise the Karl of Fleetwood's ‘eminently provident 
consideratencss for his bride, inasmuch as he had 
packed a hamper in his vehicle,' which was a four- 
in-hand, driven by himself. 

Admiral Baldwin inquired : ‘Bride inside?' 

He was informed: ‘ The Countess of Fleetwood sat 
on the box on the left of luy lord.' 

She had made no moan about the absence of brides¬ 
maids. 

‘ She ap]K'arcd too profoundly happy to meditate an 
instant upon deiicicncics.' 

* How did the bridegroom behave ‘f ' 

‘ Lord Fleetwood was very methodical. He is not, 
or was not, voluntarily a talker.’ 

‘Blue coat, brass buttons, hot-liouse flower? old 
style or new ? ’ 

‘His lordship wore a rather low beaver and a 
buttoned white overcoat, not out of hqrmony with the 
bride's plain travelling-dress.' 

‘ All! he's a good whip, men say. Kce[)s first-rate 
stables, hacks, and bloods. Ksslcniont hard by will be 
the place for their honeymoon, I guess. And he's a 
iudiy dog, if he knows bis luck.' 

So said Admiral Baldwin. He was proceeding to 
My more, for he had a prodigious opinion of the 
young countess and the benefit of her nuuriage to the 
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British race. As it concerned a healthy constitution 
and motherhood, Mrs. Carthew coughed and retired. 
Nor do I reprove either of them. The speculation and 
the decorum are equally commendalile. Mfisculine 
ideas are one thing; hut let feminine ever he feminine, 
or our civilisation perishes. 

At Croridge village church, then, — one of the 
smallest churches in the kingdom,—the ceremony was 
performed and duly witnessed, names written in the 
vestry book, the clergymairs foe, the clerk, and the 
pew-wonmn, paid by the bridegroom. And thus we 
sec how a pair of lovers, bliiul with the one object 
of lovei’s in view; and a miserly uncle, all on edge to 
save himself the expense of supporting his niece; and 
an idolatrous old admiral, on his bm^k with gout; con¬ 
duced in turn <uid together to the marriage gradually 
exciting the world’s wonder, till it eclipsiMl the story 
<»f the Old Buccaneer ^lnd Countess Fanny, which it 
caused to be discussed afresh. 

Mrs. Carthew remeiiibere<l Cannthia Jmie’s last 
maiden rc'tnark and her first bridal utterance. On the 
way, walking to the church of Croridge from Lekkatts, 
the girl said : ‘ Going on my ft‘et, I feel I continue the 
mountain walk with my brother w'heii wc left our 
home.’ And iifter leaving the cliurch, about to mount 
the coach, she turiicil to Mrs. Carthew', saying, as she 
cmbi'ac'ed licr: ‘A happy bride’s kiss should bring 
some good fortune.’ And looking dowm from her 
place on the top of the coach: ‘ Adieu, dear Mrs. 
C'flfcrthew. A day of glory it is to-day.’ 

She must actually have had it in her sight as a day 
of glory : and it was a day of the clouds off our rainy 
buoiier, similar in every w ay to the day of her step- 
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ping on English soil and saying: * It is a dark land.’ 
For the heart is truly declared to be our colourist A 
day having the gale in its breast, sweeping the whole 
oouiitiy and bending the trees for the twigs to hiss like 
spray of the billows around our island, was a day of 
golden splendour to Ihe young bride oi the Earl ot 
Fleetwood, though he scarcely addressed one syllable 
t») her, and they sat side by side all but dumb, he like 
a coachman driving an unknown lady fare, on a morn¬ 
ing after a night when his wife’s tongu(‘ may have 
stmi-ed him for the sex. 


cHArrEU xrv 

A raNDANT 01- TI!F. F01U:(;01N'<. 

Mention liOii lieen omitted or forgotten by tlie worthy 
Dame, in her vagrant fowl’s treatment of a stoiy she 
cannot incubate, will not rcliiupiish, and may ultimately 
addle, that the bridegroom, after w'ulking with a dis¬ 
engaged arm from the little village church at Croridge to 
his coach and four at, the cross of the roads to l^ekkatts 
and the lowland, abruptly, and as one pursuing a 
deferential line of conduct he had prescribed to himself, 
asked his bride, what seat she would prefer. 

He shouted : ‘ Ines! ’ 

A person inside the coach appeared to Ik* eff'ectually 
roused. 

The glass of the window dropfied. I’he head of a 
man emerged. It was the head of one of the barge- 
faced men of the British Isles, broad, and battered 
flattish, with sentinel eyes. 
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In an instant the heavy-headed but not ill-looldng 
fellow was nimble and jumped from the coach. 

‘ Napping, iny lord,’ he said. 

Heavy though the look of him might l)c, his feet were 
light; they flipped a bar of a hornpipe at a touch of the 
ground. Perhaps they w'ere alloweil to go with their 
instinct for the dance, that his master should have a 
samjdc of his wakefulness. He quenched a smirk and 
stood to take orders ; clad in a flat blue cap, a brown 
overcoat, and knee-bnH*(dies, as the temporary bustle of 
his legs had revealed. 

Fleetwood heard the young hidy say: ‘ I would 
choose, if you please, to sit beside you.’' 

He gave a nod of enforced assent, glancing at the 
vacated lx)x. 

The man inquired : ^ A knee and a back for the lady 
to mount up, my lord ? ’ 

‘ In ! ’ was the smart command to him; and he popped 
in with the agility of his popping out. 

Then Carinthia made reveience to the grey lean figure 
of her uncle and kissed Mrs. Carthew. She needed no 
help to mount the coach. Fleetwood's arm was rigidly 
extended, and he did not visibly wince when this foreign 
girl s})raiig to the first hand-grip on the coach and said: 

* No, my husl>and, I can do it,’ unaided, was implied. 

Her stride from the axle of the wheel to the step 
higher would have l)een a graceful 8}xx:tacle on Alpine 
crags. 

Fleetw'ood swallow'cd that, too, though it conjured up 
ajnocking recollection of the Baden woods, and an 
astonished wrild donkey preparing himself for his 
harness. A sour relish of irony in his pres^t^ 
position sharpened him to devilish enjoyment of it, as 
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, the finest fonn of loathing: on the principle that if 
we find ourselves consigned to the nether halls, we do 
well to dance drunkenly. He had cried for Romance— 
here it was! 

He raised his hat to Mrs. Carthew and to Lord 

* 

Lcvellier. Previous to the ceremony, the two noblemen 
had interchanged the short speech of mannered duel- 
lists punctiliously courteous in the opening act. llieir 
civility was maintained at the termination of the deadly 
work. The old lord’^s bosom thanked the young one for 
not requiring entertainment and a repast; the young 
lord's thanked the old one for a strict military demeanour 
at an exec^ution and the abstaining from any nonsensical 
talk over the affair. 

A couple of liveried grooms at the horses' heads ran 
and sprang to the hinder scats as soon as their master 
had token the reins. He sounded tlie whip caressingly : 
off those pretty trottej-s went. 

Mrs, Carthew watched them, waving to the bride. 
She was on the present (K'casion less than usually an 
acute or a reflective observer, owing to her admiration 
of lordly state and masculine coinmandership; and 
her thought was; * She has indeed mode a brillignt 
marriage!' 

The lady thought it, notwithstanding an eccentricity 
in the weeding ceremony, such as could not but be 
noticeable. But very wealthy noblemen were cnramonly, 
periiaps necessarily, eccentric, for thus they prov^ 
themselves egregious, which the world expected them 
to be. 

, Lord Levellicr sounded loud eulogies of the illustri¬ 
ous ^ver's team. His meditation, as he subsequently 
itated to Chillon, was upon his vanquished antagonist's 
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dexterity, in so conducting matters, that he had to be 
taken at once, with naught of the customary preface 
and apology for taking to himself the young lady, of 
which a handsome settlement is the memorial. 

We have to suppose, that the curious occupant of the 
coach inside aroused no curiosity in the pair of absorbed 
ohservei*s. 

S[K^ulations regarding the chances of a fall of rain 
followetl the coach until it sank and the backs of the 
two liveried grooms closed the chapter of the wedding; 
introductory to the honeymoon at Esslemont, seven 
miles distant by road, to the right of 1^'kkatts. It was 
out of sight that the coach turned to the left, North¬ 
westward. 


CHAPTER XV 

OrKNlNG STAlUC Ol>’ THE IIOXEYMOOX 

A FAMOUS maxim in the book of the Old Buccaneer, 
treating of i*ui:oaution, as ‘ The brave mmCs clean con- 
ftcienccy with sound counsel to the adventurous, has 
it 

‘ Then you mil away into the tornado, happy as a sealed 
bottle of ripe wine,"* 

It should mean, that brave men entering the jaws of 
hurricanes are found to have cheerful hearts in them 
wlieJtt they know tliey have done tlieir best. But, 
touching the picture of happiness,, conceive the boun¬ 
teous Baccthie spirit in the devoutness of a Sophocles, 
and you find comparison neighbour closely betwedi the 
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sealed wine-flask and the bride, who is being driven by 
her husband to the nest of the unknown on her marriage 
mom. 

Seated beside him, with bosom at heave and shut 
mouth, in a strange land, travelling eloud-like, rushing 
like the shower-cloud to the vale, this Caririthia, sud¬ 
denly w^edded, passionately grateful for humbleness 
exalted, virginly sensible of treasures of love to give, 
I'csembled the inanimate and most inspiring; w'as mind¬ 
less and inexpressive, past memory, beyond the hopes, 
a tiling of the thrilled bloml and skylark air, since she 
laid her hand in this young man's. His not speaking 
to her w'as accepted. Her 1)1 (hk 1 nilher than rinjollectioii 
revived their exchanges during the dance at Jladeii, for 
‘ assurance that their likings w'ere one, their aims raptur¬ 
ously one; that he was she, she he, the two hearts 
making one soul. 

Could she give as much as he ? It was hardly asked. 
If w’O feel wc can give our breath of life, the strength of 
the feeling fully answers. It bubbles jierpctually from 
the depth like a well-sjiring in tumult. Two hearts 
that make one soul do not separately count their gifts. 

For the rest, her hunger to admire disposed her to an 
absorbing sentience of his acts; the trifles, gestures, 
maimer of this and that; which were sH/ed as they 
flew, and swiftly assimilated to stamp his personality. 
Driving was the piece of skill she could not do. Her 
husband's mastery of the reins endowed him with the 
beauty of those harmonious trotters he guided and kept 
to their pace; and the humming rush of the ])ace, the 
smooth torrent of the brown heath-knolls and reddish 
pits and hedge-lines and grass-flats and copses pouring 
the counter-way of her advance, belonged to his wizardry. 

L 
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Tlie bearing of her onward w&s her almndonment to him^ 
Delicious as mountain air, the wind sang; it had a song 
of many voices. Quite as much as on the mountains, 
there was the keen, the blissful, nerve-knotting catch of 
the presence of danger in the steep descents, taken as if 
swallowed, without swerve or check. She was in her 
husband's hands. At times, at the pitch of a rapid 
shelving, that was like a fall, her heart went down; 
and nt the next throb exalted before it rose, not reason¬ 
ing why;—her confidence w^as in him; she was his 
comrade whatever chanced. Up over the mountain- 
j>eaks she had known edged moments, little heeded in 
their passage, when life is poistnl as a crystal pitcher 
on the head, in jxiril of a step. Then she had been 
dependent on herself. Now she had the joy of trusting 
to her hiisliand. 

His hard leftward eye had view of her askant, if he 
caied to see how she bt^re the trial; and so relentlessly 
did he take the slopes, that the man inside pushed out 
on in(]uiring pate, the two grooms tightened arms across 
their chests. Her face was calmly set, wakeful, but un¬ 
wrinkled : the creature did not count among timid girls 
—or among civiliKed. She had got what she wanted 
from her madman—mad in his impulses, mad in his 
reading of honour. She was the sister of Henrietta's 
husband. Henrietta lx>re the name she had quitted. 
Could madness go beyond the manying of the creature? 
He chafed at her containment, at her courage, her 
silence, her withholding the brazen or the fawnish 
lodk-up, either of which he would have hated. 

He, however, was dragged to look down. Neither 
Gorgon nor Venus, nor a mingling of them, she had : 
the chasm of the face, recalling the face of his bondage. 
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seen first that night at Baden. It recalled and it was not 
the face; it was the skull of the face, or the flesh of the 
spirit. Occasionally she looked, for a twinkle or two^ 
the creature or vision she had been, as if to mock by 
reminding him. She was the abhorred delusion, who- 
captured him by his nerves, ensnared his word—the 
doing of a foul witch. How had it leapt from his 
mouth ? She must have worked for it. The word spoken 
—she must have known it—he was bound, or the detested 
Henrietta would have said : Not even true to his word!' 

To see her now, this girl, insisting to share his name, 
for a slip of his tongue, despite the warning sent her 
through her uncle, had that face much as a leaden 
winter landscajM* pretends to be the country radiant 
in colour. She belonged to the order of the variable 
animals—a woman indeed!—womanish enough in that. 
There are men who love women—^the idea of woman. 
Woman is their shepherdess of sheep. He loved free¬ 
dom, loathed the subjection of a partnership; could 
undergo it only in adoration of an ineffable splendour. 
He had stepped to the altar fancying she might keep to 
her part of the contract by appearing the miracle that 
subdued him. Seen by light of day, this bitter object 
beside him was a witch without her spells; that is, the 
skeleton of the seductive, ghastliest among horrors and 
^ironies. Let her have the credit of doing her work 
thoroughly before the exposure. She had done it. She 
might have helped—such was the stipulation of his mad 
iWk in consenting to the bondage—^yes, she might 
have helped to soften the sting of his w'ound. She was 
besdde him bearing bis name, for the perpetual pouring 
of an add on the wound that vile Henrietta—poisoned 
honey of a girl!—had dealt. 
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He glanced down at liis possoHsion:—heaven and 
the yawning pit were the contrast! Poisoned honey 
is after all honey while you cat it. Here there w'as 
nothing but a nx;ky bowl of emptiness. And who was 
.she ? She wa.s the sister of Henrietta's husband. He 
was expected to embrace the sister of Henrietta’s hus- 
luind. Those two were on their bridal tour. 

This creature was also the daugliter of an ancient 
impostor and desperatlo called the Old Buccaneer; a 
distinguished member of the family of the Lincolnshire 
Kirbys, boasting a pi*esent representative grimly nc- 
({iiitted, men said, on a trial for murder. An eminent 
alliance! Society considered the Earl of FlcH'twood 
wildish, though he could manage his affairs. He and 
his lawyers Inul them under strict control. How of 
himself? Tlie prize of the English marriage market 
hod taken to his bosom for his winsome bride the 
daughter of the Old Buccaneer. He was to mix his 
blood with the blood of the Lincolnshire Kirbys, lying 
])aliid under the lu»sitating accjuittal of a divided jury. 

How had he come to this pass, which swung him 
raund t(» think almost regretfully of the .scorned multi¬ 
tude of fair besiegers in the market, some of whom had 
tlieir unpoetic charms ? 

He was renowned and unrivalled as the man of stain¬ 
less honour: the one living man of his word. He had 
never broken it—never would. There was his distinc¬ 
tion among the lieni. In that, a man is princely aliove 
princes. ITie nobility of Edward Russett, Earl of Fleet- 
wdbd, surpasses the nobility of common nobles. But, 
by all that is holy, he pays for his distinction. 

The creature lieside him is a franked issue of her old 
pirate of a father in one respect—^nothing frightens her. 
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There she sits; not a screw <»f her brows or her lips; 
and the coach rockc»d, they were sharp on a spill midway 
of the last descent. It rocks again. She thinks it scarce 
worth while to look up to reassure him. She is looking 
over the country. 

‘Have you been used to driving?’ he said. 

She replied : ‘ No, it is new to me on a coach.’ 

Carinthia felt at once how wild the wish or half 
expectation that he would re.sumc the glowing com¬ 
munion of the night which Iwul plighted them. 

She did not thi.s time say ‘my husband,’ still it flicked 
a whip at his ears. 

She had made it more oflensive, by so richly toning 
the official title just won from him as to ring it on the 
nerves; one had to block it or l)e iiivtided. An antici¬ 
pation that it would cerbiiiily recur haunte<l every 
opening of her mouth. 

Now tliat it did not, he felt the gap, relieved, and yet 
{iricked to imagine a mimicry of her tones, for the (nld 
foreignness of the word and the sound. She hud a voice 
of her own lieside her courage. At the altar, her re¬ 
sponses had their music. No wonder: the day was 
hers. ‘ My husband ’ was a manner of saying ‘ inv 
fish.’ 

He spoke very civilly. ‘Oblige me ^yy telling me 
wdiat name you are acc^ustomed to answer to.’ 

See seemed unaware of an Arctic husband, and replied: 
*My father called me C!nrin—^short for Carinthia. My 
mother called me Janev; niv .second name is Jane. 
My brother Chillon says both. Henrietta calls me 
Janev.' 

The creature was dead flesh to goads. But the name 
of her sister-in-law on her li{>s returned the stroke 
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neatly. She spared him one whip, to cut him with 
another. 

‘You have not informed me which of these names 
you prefer.’ 

‘ Oh, my liusband, it is as you shall please.’ 

Fleetw<K)d smartened the trot of his team, and there 
was a to-do with the rakish leaders. 

Fairies of a malignant humour in former days used 
to punish the unhappiest of the naughty men who were 
not favourites, by suddenly planting a humj) on their 
backs. Off* the bedevilled wretches pranced, and they 
kicked, they snorted, whinnied, rolled, galloped, oiitfly- 
ing the wind, but not the dismal rider. Marriage is our 
incubus now. No explanation is offered of why we are 
afflicted; we have simply offended, or some one absent 
has offended, and we are handy. The spiteful hag of 
power ties a wife to us; perhajis for the reason, that 
we behaved in the spirit of a Ijetter time by being 
chivalrously honourable. Wives are just a.s inexplicable 
curses, just as ineradicable and astonishing as humps 
im|M)sed on shapely backs. 

Fleetwood lashed his horses until Carinthia’s low 
cry of enti-eaty rose to surprise. That stung him. 

‘ Leave the coachman to his devices: we have on 
appointment and must keep it,’ he said. 

‘ They go so willingly.’ 

‘ Good beasts, in their way.’ 

‘ I do not like the whip.’ 

* I have the same objection.’ 

They were on the level of the vale, going along a 
road between farms and mansions, meadows and garden- 
plots and park-palings. A strong warm wind drove 
the pack of clouds over the tree-tops and charged at - 
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the branchea. English sceiieiy, animating air; a rouse 
to the blood and the mind. Carinthia did not ask for 
hues. She hod come to love of the dark land with 
the warm lifting wind, the big trees and the hedges, 
and the stately house's, and people requiring to be 
studied, who mean well and are wann somewhere below, 
as chimney-[)ots are, though they are so stiff. 

English iH'ople dislike endearments, she had found. 
It might Ih* that her husband disliked any show of 
fondness. He would have to be studied very much. 
He was not like others, as Henrietta had warned her. 
From thinking of him fervidly, she was already past 
the marvel of the thought that she called him husband. 

' At the same time, a curious intimation,- gathered she 
knew not whence, of the word ‘ husband ’ on a young 
wife^'s lips as iK'ing a foreign sound in England, advised 
her to withhold it. His behaviour w'os instructing her. 

‘ Are you weather-wise ?—able to tell when the clouds 
will hold off or pelt,’ he said, to be very civil to-a 
neighbour. 

She collecti'd her underKtanding, apparently; treating 
a conversational run of the tongue as a i[uestion to l)e 
pondered; and the horses |>aid for it. Ordinarily he 
w&s gentle with his beasts. He lashed at her in his 
heart for perverting the humanest of mgi. 

‘ Father was,’ she replied. 

* Oh! I have heard of him.' 

Her face lightenc'd. * Father had a great name in 
England.’ 

*The Old Buccaneer, I think.’ 

* I do not know. He was a seaman of the navy, like 
Admiral Fakenham is. Weather at sea, weather on 
the mountains, he could foretell it always. He wrote a 
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bcx)k; I have a copy you will read. It is a book of 
Maxims. He often speaks of the weather. English 
weather and women, he says. Rut not my mother. 
My mother he stocid aside by herself —pas capricieuse ; 
(hi tout! Recausc she would be out in the weather and 
brave the weather. She rode, she swam, best of any 
woman. If she could have known you, what pleasure 
for me! Mt>ther learnt to read mountain weather 
from father. I did it too. Rut sometimes on the high 
fields’ upper snows it is very surprising. Father has 
lx?cn caught. Here the cloud is down near the earth 
and the strong wind keeps the rain from falling. How 
long the wind will bUnv I cannot guess. Rut you love 
the mountains. We sjioke . . . And inounbiins" ad¬ 
ventures we both love. I will talk French if you like, 
for, I think, German you do not s]>eak. I may speak 
English better than French; but I am afraid of my 
Engli.sh with you. 

‘ Dear me! ’ (pioth Fleetwood, and he murmured 
politely and cursorily, attentive to his coachman busi¬ 
ness. Slie had a voia; that clove the noise of the 
wheels, and slie had a desire to talk—that was evident. 
I’alk of lier father set her prattling. It became clear 
also to his not dishonest, his impressionable mind, that 
her baby English might be natural. Or she was mildly 
playing on it, to give herself an air. 

He hod no remembrance of such baby English at 
Roden. There, however, she was in a state of enthu¬ 
siasm—the sort of illuminated transparent!}' they show 
at Jhe end^of fireworks. Mention of her old scapegrace 
of a father lit her up again. The girl there and the 
girl here were no doubt the same. It could not be said 
that she had duped him ; he had done it for himself— 
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acted on by a particular agency. This creature had 
not the capacity to duj^e. He had amied a blunt- 
witted young woman with his idiocy, and she had dealt 
the stroke; different in sc:arce a degree by nature from 
other young w'omen of prey. 

But her look at times, and now and then her voice, 
gave sign that she counted on Ixffooling him as well, 
to reconcile him to his l)ondage. 'Fhe calculation was 
excessive. No woman Inid done it yet. Idiocy plunged 
him the step which reawakened understanding; and to 
keep his whole mind alert on guard against any sort 
of satisfaction with his bargain, he frankly referred 
* to the cause. Not female arts, but nature’s impulses, 
it w'lis his passion for the wondrous in the hK>k of a 
woman’s face, the new morning of the idea of women 
in the look, and the pee}) into imaginary novel char- 
o/ier, did the trick of enslaving him. Call it idiocy. 
0uch it was. Once acknowlccigiHl, it is not likely to 
/Jfecur. An implacable reason sits in its ])lace, wdth a 
7keen blade for efforts b> carry the im{)osture further 
afield or make it ngrec^ablc. Yet, after giving his won! 
to Lord Levellier, he had prixided himself to think the 
burden of this wild young woman niight lie absurdly 
tolemble and a laugh at the w'orld. 

A solicitude for the animal was lyai'ked by his 
inquiry: ‘ You are not hungry yet i* ’ 

‘ Oh no, not yet,’ said she, otldly enlivened. 

They had a hamper and were inde})endeiit of stop¬ 
pages for provision, he informed her. What more 
delightful ? cried her look, seeing the first mid-day’s 
rest and meal w’ith Chillon on the walk over the 
mountain brom their ern|)tv home. 

She could get up enthusiasm for a stocked hamper! 
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And when tiild of some business that drew him to a 
meadow they were nearing, she said she would be glad 
to help, if she could. ‘ I learn quickly, I know.’ 

His head ficquiescc^d. The daughter of the Old 
Buccaneer might l€*am tlie business quickly, perhaps; 
a singularly cutting smile M'as on his tight lips, in 
memory of a desirc he had as a boy to join hands with 
an Amazonian damsel and Ik? out over the world for 
adventures, comrade and bride as one. Here the creature 
sat. Life is the burlesque of young dreams; or they 
precipitate us on the roar and grin of a I'ecognized 
beast world. 

The devil possessing him gnawed so furiously that a 
partial mitigation of the pain was aff'onled by sight of 
waving hats on a hill-rise of the road. He flourished 
his whip. The hats continued at wind-mill work. It 
signified brisk news to him, and prospect of glee to 
j)ropitiate any numlK?r of devils. 

‘ You will want a maid to attend on you,’ he said. 

She replied: ‘ I am not used to attendance on me. 
Henrietbi’s maid wtmld help. I did not want her. I 
hail no maid at home, I can do for myself. Father 
and mother liked me to l)e very independent.’ 

He sup|)osed he would have to hear her spelling her 
words out next. 

The hill-top was gained; twenty |)aces of pretty 
trotting brought up the coach beside an inn porch, in 
the style of the finish dear to whips, and even iinjjerative 
upon tliem, if they love their art. IVo gentlemen 
st«od in the road, and a young woman at the inn 
door; a dark-haired girl of an anxious countenance. 
Her puckers vanished at some signal from inside the 
«oach. 
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‘All right,Madge; nothing to fear/Fleetwood called 
to her, and she curtseyed. 

He alighted, saying to her, before he spoke to his 
friends: ‘l\e brought him safe; had him under iiiy 
eye the last four and twenty hours. He'll do the 
trick to-day. You don't l)et?’ 

‘ Oh! my lord, no.' 

‘ Help the lady down. Out with you, lues! ’ 

The light-legged, barge-facc*d man touched ground 
capering. He was gn'cted ‘ Kit' by the pair of gentle¬ 
men, who shook hands with him, after he had faintly 
simulated the. challenge to a jig with Madge. She 
flounced from him, holding her arms up to the lady. 
I.andlord, landlady, and hostler besought the lady to 
stay for the fixing of a ladder. Carinthia sti'pped, 
leaped, and entered the inn, Flectw(M>d ’remarking: 
* We are very independent, Chummy Fotts.’ 

‘ Cordy baliy, by Jove!' Potts cried. Put the moment 
after this disengtiged ejaculation, he was taken with a 
bewilderment. ‘ At the Opera ?' he questioned of his 
perplexity. 

‘No, sir, ni)t at the Opera,' Fleetwood rejoined. 
‘ The lady's last public appearance was at the altar.' 

‘ Sort of a suspicion of having seen her somewhere. 
l.«eft her husband behind, has she ?' ^ 

‘ You see; she has gone in.’ 

The scoring of a proposition of Euclid on the fore¬ 
head of Potte amused him and the other gentleman^ 
who was hailed ‘ Mallard 1' and cared nothing for pro¬ 
blems involving the female of man when such work was 
to the fore as the pugilistic encounter of the Earl of 
Fleetwood's chosen Kit Ines, with Lord Brailstone's 
unbeaten and well-backed Ben Todds. 
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Ines had done pretty things from the age of seven- 
teen to his twenty third year. Remarkably clever 
things they were, to be called great in the annals of 
the Ring. The point, however, was, that the pockets 
of his backers luid seriously felt his latest fight. He 
received a dog's licking at the hands of Liiniiny Phelps, 
his inferior in skill, hgliting two to one of the odds; 
and all because of his fatal addiction to the breaking 
of his trainer's imposed fast in liquids on the night 
Inyfore the battle. Right through his training, up to 
that hour, the rascal was devout; the majority's money 
rattled all on the snug safe side. And Jiow did he get 
at the bottle ? His trainers never could say. But 
what made him turn himself into a headlong ass, when 
he had only to wait a night to sit among friends and 
worshippers drinking off* his tumbler upon tumbler 
with the honours.^ It was past his wits to explain. 
Endurance of his privation had snapped in him; or 
else, which is more likely, this Genius of the Ring 
was tempted by his genius on the summit of his per¬ 
fected pciwera to believe the battle his own, and cele¬ 
brate it, os became a victor despising the drubbed 
antagonist. 

Ill any ease, he drank, and a minor man gave him 
the dog's licking. ‘Went into it puffy, came out of 
it bunged,’ the chronicle i*csounding over England ran. 
Old England read of an ‘eyeless caitrase’ heroically 
step})ing up to time for thi'ee rounds of mashing punish¬ 
ment. If he had won the dav after all, the country 
would have been electrified. It sympathized on the 
side of his l)ackers too much to do more than nod a 
short approval of his fortitude. To sink with flag 
firing is next to sinking the enemy. There was talk 



OPEKING STAGE OF THE HONEYMOON 17St 


of a girl present at the fight, and of how she received 
the eyeless, almost faceless, carcase of her sweetheart 
Kit, and carried him away in a little donkey-cart, com¬ 
fortably cushioned to meet disaster. This jK»tty in¬ 
cident drew the attention of the Earl of Fleetwood, 
then l)cginning to bo known ns the diamond of iin- 
counttxl facets, {wtron <»f the pick of all departments 
of manly activity in England. 

The devotion of the girl Madge to her sweetheart 
was really a fine storv. Fleetwood touched on it to 
Mr. Mallard, speaking ot‘ it like the gentleman he 
could be, while Chumley Potts wagged impatient ac^qui- 
escence in a romantic episode of the King, that kept 
the talk from the hotter theme. 

* Money ‘'s Bank of England to-day, you think ? ’ he 
inU‘rposed, and had his answer after Mallard had said: 
‘ ^’'he girl’s rather good looking, too.’ 

‘You may double your bets, Chummy. I had the 
fellow to his tea at my dinner-table yesterday evening; 
locked him in his bedroom, and had him* uj) and out 
for a morning spin at six. llis trainer, Fli)f>per, ’s on 
the field, drove fn^in Esslemoni at nine, confident as 
tnimps.’ 

‘ Deuce of a good-looking girl,’ Potts could now afford 
to say; and he sang out: ‘ Feel fit, lucky^ dog ? ’ 

‘ Concert pitch ! ’ was the declaration of Kit Ines. 

■ How al)out Lord Brailstone’s man ?’ 

‘ Female partner in a quadrille, sir.’ 

‘ Ah! ’ Potts doted on his liml)s with a butcher’s 
eye for prize joints. 

‘Cock-sure has crowed low by sunset,’ Mallard 
observed. « 

Fleetwood offered him to take his bets. 
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* You're heavy on it with Brailstone?' said Mallard# 

‘ Three thousand.' 

‘ I’d back you for your luck blindfold.' 

A rufHe of sourness shot over the features of the earl, 
and was noticed by Imth eager betters, who exchanged 
a glance. 

Potts inspected his watch, and said half aloud: ‘Liver, 
ten to one! That never meant bad luck—except bad 
to act on. We slept here last night, you know. It’s 
a mile and a quarter from the Royal Sovereign to the 
field of glory. Pretty well time to start. Brailstone 
has a drive of a couple of miles. Coaches from London 
down by this time. Abrane's dead on Ben Todds, any 
odds. Poor old Braney! “Steady man, Todds." Backs 
him because he's a “rcsfxjctable citizen,"—don't drink. 
A pri74e-fighter total abstainer has no spurts. Old 
Braney's brandcxl for the losing side. You might bet 
against Braney blindfold, Mallard. How long shall 
you take to polish him off. Kit Ines.?' 

The opponent of Ben Todds calculated. 

‘ Well, sir, steady Beimy ought to be satisfied with 
his dose in, say, about forty minutes. Mayl)e he w-ont 
own to it before an hour and ten. He's got a proud 
English stomach.' 

‘ Shall we lie late ^' Potts asked. 

‘Jump in,' Fleetwood said to his man. We may 
be five minutes after time. Chummy. 1 had a longer 
drive, and had to get married on the way, and—ah, 
here they ar§1' 

* Lady coming ?' 

‘ 1 fancy she sticks to the coach; 1 don’t know her 
tastes. Madge miust see her hero through it, that's 
dvinitive.' 
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Potts deferred his astonishment at the things he 
was hearing and seeing, which were only Fleetwood's 
riddles. Tlie fight and the bets rang every other 
matter oot of his head. He beheld the lady, who 
had come dov^m from the coach like a columbine, 
mount it like Bean-stalk Jack. Madge was not half 
so clever, and required a hand at her elbow. 

After gi>dng hurried directioas to Bundles, the land¬ 
lord of the Royal Sovereign, Fleetwood took the reins, 
and all three gentlemen touched hats to the curtseying 
figure of Mrs. Bundles. 

‘You have heard, I dare say—^it's an English scene,’ 
he spoke, partly turning his face, to Carinthia; ‘ particu¬ 
larly select to-day. Their Majesties might look on, os 
the Caesars did in Borne. Pity we can’t pei'suadc them. 
They ought to set the fashion. Herc we have the 
English people at their grandest, in prime condition, 
if they were not drunk over-night; and dogged, [x*r- 
fectly awake, magnanimous, all for fair play; fine fellows, 
upon my word. A little blood, of course.’ 

But the daughter of the Old Buccaneer would have 
inherited a tendeniess for the sight of bl(K)d. She 
should make a natural l.ady Patvrmess of England’s 
National Sports. We might turn her to that purpose; 
wander over England with a tail of shouting riff-raff'; 
have exhibitions, join in them, display our occomplish- 
ments^ issue challenges to fence, sh<K>t, walk, run, box, 
in time: the creature has muscle. It’s one way of 
crowning a freak; we follow the direction, since the 
deed done can’t be undone; and a precious poetical 
life, too! You may get as royally intoxicated on 
swipes as on choice wine; win a name for yourself 
the husband of such a wife; a name in sporting 
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journals and shilling biographies: quite a revival of 
the Pwrage they have l)egun to rail at! 

‘ I would not wish to leave you,' said Carinthia. 

‘ You have chosen,' said Fleetwood. 


CHAPTER XVI 

IX \\in( II THK lUlIDE I'llOM FOIlKJftX PAUTS IS GIVEN A 
TASTE OF OLD ENtU.AXD 

Chkeuh at an open gate of a field saluted the familiar 
scarlet of the hjarl of Fleetwood's conch in Kentish land. 
T'hcy were chorister cheers, the spontaneous ringing out 
of English country hearts in homage to the nobleman 
who brightened the heaviness of life on lilnglish land 
with a sj»eeUcle of the noble art distinguishing their 
futhei*s. He drove along over muffling turf; plough- 
Ixiys and blue butcher-boys, and smocked old men, with 
an n})proach to a hundred-weight on their heels, at the 
trot to right and left; all hoping for an occasional sight 
<»f the jewel called Kitty, that he carried inside. Kitty 
was there. 

Kitty's eyes are .shut. Think of that: cradled inno¬ 
cence and angels' dreams and the whole of the hymn just 
l>efore ding-dong-bang on noses and jaivs! That means 
confidence.^ hooka like it. But Kitty’s not asleep; 
you try him. He's only quiet because he has got to 
undai^o great exertion. Last fight he was knocked out 
of time, l^use he went into it honest drunk, they tell. 
And the earl took him up, to give him a chance of re^ 
covering his good name, and that’s Christian. But the 
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carl, he knows a nian as well as a horse. He's one to 
follow. ‘ Go to a fayte down at Esslemont, you w'on't 
forget your day. See there, he’s brought a lady on the 
top o’ the coach. 'That seems for to signify he don’t 
expect it’s going to lie much of n bloody business. But 
there’s no accounting. Anyhow, Broadfield 'll have a 
name in the jiapers for Sunday reatling. In comes 
t’other lord's coach. They’ve timed it together close, 
they have.’ 

'i’liey wei*e pronounced to be both the riglit sort of 
noblemen for the country. Ixird Brailstone’s blue 
coach rattled through an i‘asleni gate to the corner of 
the thirtv-acre meatlow, where I..ord Fleetwood had 
drawn up, a toss fi-cftn the ring. Tlie meeting of the 
blue and sc^arlet coaches drew forth Old England’s 

thunders: and when the costly treasuri‘s contained in 

* » 

them flopped out heads, the moment wtis delirious. 
Kit Ines came after his head on a Imund. Ben Todds 
was ostentatiously delilicrate; his j»nrty said he was 
no dancing-master. He stepped out, grave ns a liarge 
emerging from a lock, though alive to the hurrahs of 
supportei's and punctilious in retin’iiing the formal por-' 
tion of his rival’s too roguish nod. Their look was 
sharp into the eyes, just an instant. 

Brailstone and Fleetwood jumped to the grass and 
pet, talking and laughing, precise upon points of husi- 
ness otherwise cordial: plenipotentiaries of great powers, 
whom they have set in motion and bind to tlic cere* 
monial opening steps, according to the rules of civilized 
warfare. Tliey had a short colloquy with newspaper 
reporters;—>an absolutely fair, sejuare, upright fight of 
Britons was to he chronicled. Captain Abnine, a tower 
in the crowd, registered bets whenever he could. Cur- 
' M 
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rides, gigs, curts, pony-traps, boys on |K)iiies, a swarm 
on legs, flowed to the central point and huddled there. 

Was eithtT diampion born in Kent ? An audacious 
boy proclaimed Kit lues a man of Kent. Why, of 
course he was ! and that was why the Earl of Fleet- 
wood back(‘d oiir cocky Kitty, and means to land him on 
tln‘ top of his profession. Ben Todds w'as shuffled aside, 
as one of their l^)ndonei'8, destitute of county .savour. 

All very well, but have a spy at Benny Todds. Who 
looks the Hipiare man ? And hear wdiat that big 
gentleman of the other lord's parly s*iys. A gentleman 
of his height anil weight has a right to his opinion. 
He's dead against Kit Ines: it's fists, not feet, he says, 
'll do it to-day; stamina, he .says; Benny has got the 
stamina. 

Tiwlds' possi'ssion of the stamina, and the grand 
voice of Captain Abranc, and the Father Christmas, 
roiist-beef-of-Old England, face of the umpire declared 
to be on the side of l.,ord Brailstone's colour blue, dark* 
ened the star of Kit Ines till a irhanicteristic j)iece of 
bi'haviour was espied. He dasheil his ca]) into the 
ring and followed it, with the lightest of vaults across 
the ropes. There he was, the fli*st in the ring: and 
that stands for promise of first blow, Hrst blood, first 
flat knock-down, and last to cry for quarter. His {lair 
of seconds were stain after him. Fleetwood mounted 
his box. 

* Is it to fight ‘f ' said Carinthia. 

‘ 'I'o see which is the master.' 

'Hiey fight to see ‘t ' 

‘ Generally until one or the other can’t see. You are 
not obligetl to sec it; you can be driven away if you wish.’ 

‘ 1 will lie here, if you are here.’ 
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* Vou ch(M)se it." 

Fleetwood leaned over to Cliuinlev Potts on the turf. 
‘ Abrane’.s ruining himself.’ 

Potts frankly liojied that his friend might lx? doing 
j«j. ‘Todds is jolly well bac^kixl. He's in prime con- 
ditii^li. He's the favourite of the knowing ones.’ 

‘You wouldn't have the odds, if he weren’t.’ 

‘ No ; but the odds ai*e like ten per cent: they con¬ 
jure the gale, and hi* hanged,' said Potts ; he swore at 
his betting mania, which destroyed the pleasure of the 
show he lovetl. 

All in the ring were shaking hands. Shots of a desiix* 
to question and comment sjkhI through C’arinthia’s veins 
and hurt her. She had gathertxl that she .s{K)ke foolishly 
to her huslMind's ear, an she kept her inoiiih shut, though 
the unanswered of her inquisitive ignorance in the strange 
land pricked painfully at her bosom. She heard the 
girl behind her say: ‘Our colours!’ when the colour 
sairlet enw'ound w'lth I>ord llrailstone’s blue was tied 
to the sbike; and her husband raKlded ; he smiled ; he 
liked to hear the girl. 

Potts climlHxl uj), crying: ‘ Toilets complete ! Now 
for paws out, and then at it, my hearties! ’ 

Choice of corners under the leatlen low cloud counted 
for little. A signal was given ; a man outside the ring 
eyed a watch, raised a hand; the two uiiif>ires were on 
foot in their places; the pair of npp(»siug seconds hur¬ 
ried out cheery or bolt-business w ords to their men ; and 
the champions advanced to the scratch. Todds first, 
by the courtesy of lues, whose decorous control of his 
legs at a weighty moment was rightly read by hisjiarty. 

Tlieir hands gras}x*d firmly: thei-eujmn l)ecomiiig fists 
of a hostile couple in position. And simply to leani 
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which of us two is the better man! Or in other words, 
with four simple fists to conij^ass a patent fact and stand 
it on the historic [)cdestal, with a little red writing under¬ 
neath :—you never can patent a fact without it. But 
mark the differences of this kind of contention from all 
other—especially the Parliamentary: this is positive, 
it has a Ix^ginning and an end ; and it is good-humoured 
from beginning to end; trial of skill, trial of stamina; 
Nature and Art; Old English; which made us what w'e 
are ; and no rancours, no vows of vengeance ; the beaten 
man of the two bowing to the bit of history he has 
helped to make. 

Kittites hod need to he confident in the skill of their 
lither lad. His facer looked granite. Fronting that 
muss, Kit you might—luitto lash about for comparisons 
—call a bundle of bamboo. Ay, but well knitted, 
springy, alive eveiy inch of him ; crafty, too, <is you will 
soon l)ear witness. He knows he has got his task, and 
he's the man to do it. 

'Hiere was wary sparring, and inirroi’s watched them. 

* Bigger fellow : but have no fear,' the earl said over 
his shoulder to Madge. 

She said in return: ‘ Oh, I don't know, I ’in praying.' 

Kit was now on his toes, all himself, like one who 
has found the key. He feinted. Quick as lightning, 
he lauded a bolt on Ben's jib, just at the toll-bar of 
the bridge, lietween the eyt*s, and was off, out of readi, 
elastic; Ben's counter fell short by a couple of inchea 
Cheers for first blow. 

* The earl clucked to Mmlge. Her gaze at the ring was 
a sullen intensity. 

Will you believe it ?—Ben I'eceived a second spank* 
ing cracker on the spectacles-seat: neat indeed; and,. 
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poor payment for the compliment, he managed to dig 
a drive at the ribs. As much of tliat game as may suit 
you, sturdy Ben! But hear the sliout, and behold: 
First blood to Kit Ines! That tell-tale nose of old 
Ben's has mounted the Earl of Fleetwood's colours, and 
all his party are looking Brailstonc-blue. 

‘ So far ! ’ said Fleetwood. His grooms took an indi¬ 
cation : the hamper was unfastened; sandwiches wci’c 
handed. Carinthia held one; she tried to nibble, in 
obedience to her husband's example, Madge refused a 
bite of fooii. 

Hearing Carinthia say to her: ‘ T hope he will not lie 
iK^aten, I hope, I hope,’ she made answer: ‘You are 
. very good, Miss'; and the young lady flushed. 

Gentlemen Ik’Iuw' were talking up to the earl. A 
Kentish s((uire of an estate neighlK>uring Esslemont 
introduced a W elsh stpiire he hod driven to see the fun, 
by the name of Mr. Owain Wythan, a neighlwur of 
the earl’s dowm in Wales. Refreshments were oflered. 
Carinthia submissively sipjied the sparkling wine, which 
stings the lips when we are indisjmsed to it. The voice 
of Uie girl Madge rang on the tightened chords of her 
brcEist. Madge had said she was praying : and to pray 
was all that could be done by two women. Her hus¬ 
band could laugh loudly with Mr. Potts and the other 
\ gentlemen and the strangers. He vras quite sure the 
man he supported would win ; he might have means of 
knowing. Carinthia clung to his bare words, for the 
sake of the girt 

A roaring |)cal went up from the circle of combat. 
Kit had it this time. Attacking Ben’s peepers, he 
was bent on defending his own, and he caught a body- 
bW that sent him hopping back to his pair of seconds, 
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five clear hops to the rear, like a smashed surge-wave 
off the rock. He was respectful for the remainder of 
the round. But hammering at the system he had 
formed, in the very next round he drop|)ed from a 
tremendous n^petitiou of the blow, and lay flat as a 
turbot. The bets against him had simultaneously a 
sec-saw nse. 

‘ Bellows, he appears to have none,’ was the comment 
of Clnnnley Potts. 

‘ Now for training, C'hummy ! ’ said Lord Fleetwoi>d. 

‘ Chummy ! ’ signifying a crow over Potts, rang out 
of the hollows of f’ajdain Abraiie on Lord Brailstonci’s 
coach. 

Carinthia pul a hand behind her to Madge. It was 
grasped, in gratitude for synipathy or,in feminine polite¬ 
ness. The girl numnured : ‘ I’ve seen woi’se.’ She 
was not speaking to ears. 

f.ord Fleetwood sat watch in hand. ‘ Up,’ he said ; 
and, as if hearing him. Kit rose from the ministering 
second’s knee. He walked stiffly, stpiared after the 
fashion of a man taught caution. Ben made play. 
They rounded the ring, giving and taking. Ben 
rushed, and had an einollicnt; sjmuted iigain and was 
corked ; again, and receivixl a neat red-waxen stopper. 
He would not be denied at Kit’s door, found him at 
home and hugged him. Kit got' himself to grass, after 
a spell of heavy fibbing, Ben's game. 

It did him no grc>at harm; it might be taken for an 
enlivener; he wa.s dead on his favourite spot the ensuing 
round, playetl postman on it. So cle%*erly, easily, dan- 
cingly, did he perform the double knock and the retreat, 
that Chumley Potts was moved to forget his wagers and 
exclaim’: ‘ Racket-Iiall, by Jove ! ’ 
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‘ If he doesn’t let the fellow fib the wind out of him,' 
Mallard addressed liis own crab eyeballs. 

Lord Fleetw<x>d heard and said coolly; ‘ Tight- 
strung. 1 kept him fiusting since he carncil his break¬ 
fast You don't wind an empty rascal fit for action. 
A sword through the lungs won't kill when there's no 
air in them.' 

That was printed in the Ft'u^ Worth before ihc En¬ 
counter, in the Hook of Maxims roii Mun. Carinthia, 
hearing everything lier husband uttered, burned to 
remind him of the similarity between his opinions and 
her fatlier's. 

She was learning, that for some reason, allusions to 
her father were not acceptable. She s(|ucezcd the ^ 
hand of Madge, and felt a pressure, like a scream, 
telling her the girl's heart was with the fight beneath 
them. She thought it natural for her. She wished 
she could continue looking as intently. She looked 
because her hiLsband looked. I’lie dark hills and 
clouds curtaining the run of the stretch of fields re¬ 
lieved her sight. 

The clouds went their way; the hills were solid, but 
like a blue smoke; the scene here made them very 
distant and strange. 'J'hose two men were still hitting,* 
not hating one another; only to gratify a number of 
unintelligible pco))le and win a siicx'ess. Hut the earth 
and sky seemed to say, What is the glory? 'J'hey 
were insensible to it, a.s they are not—they are never 
insensible to noble grounds of strife. ITiey bless the 
spot, they light lamps on it; they ])ut it into books of 
history, make it holy, if the cause was a noble one or a 
good one. 

Or supposing both those men loved the girl, who loved 
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one of them ! Then would Carinthia lie less reluctantlj* 
interested in their blows. 

Her infant logic stumbled on lor a reason while she 
repressed the torture the scene was becoming, as though 
a reason could l)e found by her submissive observation 
of it. And she was right in believing that a reason 
for the scene must or should exist. Only, like other 
l)ewiklered instinctive Ixilievei-s, she could not summon 
the great universe or a life’s experience to unfold it. 
Her one consolation was in squeezing the hand of the 
girl from time to time. 

Not stealthily done, it was not objected to by the 
hasband whose eye w'as on all. But the persistence in 
doing it sank her from the benignity of her station to 
the girl’s level: it was conduct much too raw, and 
giuted on the deed of the man who had given her his 
name. 

Madge pleased him better. She had the right to be 
excited, and she was very little demonstrative. She 
liad—well, in justice, the couple of them had, only she 
had it moi*e—the tone of the women who can be screwed 
to witness a s])ill of blood, peculiarly catching to hear;, 
—a tone of every string in them snapped except the 
Silver string. Catching to hear ? It is worth a stretch¬ 
ing of them on the rack to hear that low buzz-hum of 
their inner ba'ast ... By heaven! we have them at 
their liest when they sing that note. 

His watch was near an hour of . the contest, and 
Brailstone’s man had scored first knock-down blow, a 
particularly clean floorer. Thinking of that, he was 
cheered by hearing Chummy Potts, whose opinions he 
despised, cry out to Abrane:— 

* Yeast to him!’ For the face of Todds was visibly 
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swelling to the rijiest of plums from Kit’s deliveries. 
Down he went. He hod the sturdy legs which are no 
legs to a clean blow. Odds were offered against him. 

‘ Oh! pretty play with your right, Kit! ’ exclaimed 
Mallard, as Kit fetched his man an ugly stroke on the 
round of the waist behind, and the crowd sent up the 
name of the great organs affected: a sickener of a 
stroke, if dealt soundly. It meant more tliaii it 
showed. Kit was now for taking liberties. Light as 
ever on his pins, he now and then varied his atten¬ 
tions to the yeasty jmrt, delivering a wakencr in unex- 
j)ected quartore: masterly as the skilled cook’s carvdng 
of a joint with hungry guests for admirers. 

‘ Eh, jVIadge ? ’ the €‘arl said. 

She kept her sight fixed, replying: ‘ Yes, I think . . .’ 
Carinthia joined with her: * I must Ixjlieve it that he 
will: but will the other man, poor man, submitP I 
entreat him to put away his pride. It is his—oh, 
poor man! ’ 

Ben was having it hot and fast on a torso pliysiognoniy. 

The voices of these alien women thrilled the fray 
and were a Bardic haq^ to I^rd Fleetwood. 

He drop])cd a pleasant word on the hmis in the 
curricle. m 

Mr. Owain Wythan looked up. ‘Worthy of Theo¬ 
critus. It’s the Boxing Twin and the Bcmbrycian 
giiint. The style of each. To the letter ! ’ 

‘Kit is assiduously fastening Ben’s blinkers,’ Potts 
remarketl. 

He explained to the incomprehensible lady he fancied 
he had somewhere seen, that the battle might be known 
as near the finish by the behaviour on board Lord 
Brailstone’s coach. 
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‘It’s like Jbord^n Affairs and the Stock Exchange,’ 
he said to the more iiitcUigent males. ‘ If I want to 
know exactly how the country stands, I turn to the 
Money Article in the papers. That’s a barometrical 
certainty. No use inquiring abroad. I^ok at old 
Rufus Abraiie. I see the state of the fight on the old 
fellow’s mug. He hasn’t a bet left in him ! ’ 

‘(’apbiiii Mountain—Rufus Mus !’ cned liOrd Fleet- 
wood, and laughed at the penetrative portrait Wood- 
seer’s epigram sketched; he had a desire for the 
presence of the singular vagabond. 

Tlie Rufus Mus in the (Japtain Mountain exposed 
his view of the encounter, by growing stiller, ap{>ar- 
ently growing smaller, without a stpieak, like the 
entrapptnl; and [)rofoundIy contemplative, after the 
style of i.he absolutely detached, who fortsee the fatal 
crash, and are calculating, far ahead of events, the 
means for meeting their ]>crsonal losses. 

The close of the battle was on the visage of Rufus 
Abrane fiftct*n minutes before that Elgin marble under 
rcitl paint in the ring sat on the knee of a succouring 
secoIV^^’Fj mop|M*d, rubbed, dram-primed, ])uppy-pccping, 
inconj^^^'i^iy comforted, preparatory to the resumption 
*of the he had so hojjefully cast from his 

shoulders. Not dowT.ea.st, by any means. Like on old 
Roman, the man of the slider hulk with purf>le cye- 
raoundS found his legs to do the manful tinng, show 
that there was no Imd blood, stand ecjual to all forms. 
Ben Todds, if ever man in Old England, looked the 
picture you might laliel ‘ Bellyful,’ it was remarked. 
Kit lues had an ap|)earance of springy readiiless to lead' 
off again. So they faced on the opening step of their 
march into English History. 
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Vanquisher and vanquished shook hands, engaged 
in a parting rally of good-humoured banter; the beaten 
man said his handsome word; the best man caj^ped it 
with a compliment to him. They drink of difterent 
cups to-day. Both will drink of one cup in the day to 
come. But the day went too clearly to crown the light 
and the tight and the right man of the tw’o, for moral¬ 
izing to wag its tail at the end. Oldsters and youngsters 
agreed to that. Science hod done it: happy the 
backers of Scicnc-o! Not one of lliem alluded to the 
philosophical ‘hundred years hence.' For when England, 
thanks to a spirited ]mir of our young noblemen, has 
exhibitcnl one of her characteristic performances con¬ 
summately, Philosophy is bidden fly; she is a foreign 
bird. 


CHAPTER XVII 


REC'OBDS A SHADOW COXTOST <*10SE ON TUI*: F0RK(;0IXG 


Kit Inks cocked an eye at Madge, in the midst of 
the congratulations and the pagans pum])ing his arms. 
As he had lieen little mauled, he could present a face 
to her, expecting a wreath of smiles for,the victor. 

What are we to think of the contrailous young 
woman who, when he lay beaten, drove him off’ the 
, field and was all tenderness and devotion ? She bobl)ed 
her head, hardly more than a trifle pleased, one might 
say. Just like females. 'They're riddles, not worth spell¬ 
ing. Then, drunk I'll get to-night, my pretty dear! the 
man muttered, soured by her inopportune staidness, as 
an opponents bruisings could never have rendered him. 



188 


THE AMAZING MARRIAGE 


She mniled a lively beam in answer to the earl; * Oh 
yes, I’m glad. It’s your doing, my lord.’ Him it was 
that she thanked, and for the moment prized most. 
The female riddle is hard to read, because it is com¬ 
pounded of sensations, and they roust* and appeal to 
the similar ccxrkatriees in us, which either hiss back or 
coil upon themselves. She admired Kit Ines for his 
valour: she hated that ruinous and besotting drink. 
It flung skeletons of a married couple on the wall of 
the future. Nevertheless her love hatl been all maternal 
to him when he lay chastistnl and disgraced on account 
of his vice. Pity had done it. Pity not being stirred, 
her admiration of the hero declared victorious, whose 
fortunes in uncertainty had stoppi*d the beating of her 
heart, was eclipsed by gratitude toward his preserver, 
and a sentiment eclipsed becomes temporarily coldish, 
against our wish and our efforts, in a way to astonish; 
making her think that she cannot hold two sentiments 
at a time; when it is but the fact that she is unable 
to keep the two equally warm. 

Carinthia said to her: ‘ He is brave.’ 

‘ Oh yes, he’s brave,’ Madge itssented. 

Ijord Brailstonc, flourishing his whip, cried out: ‘ At 
Caiileys to-night ? ’ 

I’he earl nodded : ‘ I shall be there.’ 

‘ You, too, Chummycame from Abranc. 

‘To see you dance,’ Potts rejoined, and mumbled; 
‘ But will he dance ! Old Braney’s down on his luck; 
he’s a specimen of a fellow emptier and not lighter. 
And Von’t be till supper-time. But, I say. Fleet, how 
the deuce.?—funny st>rt of proceeding!—You haven^ 
introduced me.' 

‘ The Iwly bears my name, Mr. Chumley Potts.’ 
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With a bow to the lady's profile and a mention of a 
glimpse at Baden, Potts ejacuIatiHi: * It happcneii this 
morning?’ 

* Vou allude to the marriage. It happened this 
morning.’ 

‘ How do I get tt) Caiileys ’ 

^I drive you. Another team from the Ksslemont 
stables is waiting at the Koyal.' 

• You stav at (’mileys ? ’ 

‘ No." 

‘No? Oh! Funny, vijxm iny word. Though I 
don’t know' why not—except that peoyjle . . .' 

‘ Count your winnings, (’hummy.’ 

Fleetwood remarked to his bride: *Our friend has 
the habit of soliloquizing in company. I forgot to tell 
you of an appointment of mine at a place called Can- 
leys, about twenty miles or more from here. I gave 
ray word, so I keep it. The landlady at the inn, Mrs. 
Rundles, motherly kind of woman; she will be atten¬ 
tive. They don’t cook badly, for an English inn, I 
have heard. Madge here will act as your lady's-maid 
for the time. You will find her serviceable; she’s a 
bruiser's lass and something above it.—Ines infonned 
me, Madge, you were going to friends of yours at the 
Wells. You will stoy at the Royal ar^ wait on this 
lady, who bears my name. You understand ?—A girl 
I can trust for courage, if the article is in request,' he 
resumed to his bride; and talked generally of the inn 
and the management of it, and its favoured position 
outside the village and contiguous to the river, upon 
which it subsisted. 

Carinthia had heard. She w'aa more than ever the 
alunned young woman she had been since her mount- 
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ing' of the coach, between the village church and 
Lekkattn. 

She said iu)t a word. Why shoiikl she ?—her object 
was won. Give her that, and a w'omaii''s longue will 
crinsent to rest. The dR'adwl weapon rests also when 
she is kept spinning by the whip. She gives out a 
pleasant hum, too. Her coin})le\ion must be pronounced 
dull in repose. A bride on her travels with an aspect 
of w'et chalk, rather helps to scare mankind A'om 
marriage; which may be good or Iwid; but she reflects 
a sicklier hue on the captured (.hessman calling her his 
c»wn. Let her shine in ])i*ivaey. 

Fleetwood drew up at the U(»yal Sovereign, whereof 
the reigning monarch, in blue uniform on the sign- 
lioard, curtseyed to his eipially windy subjects; and 
a small congregation of the aged, and some cripples 
and infants, givett‘d the jmtron of Old England's man- 
fullest display, cheering at news of the fight, brmight 
them by manv little runners. 

‘ Your box lias been conveyed to your room,' he said 
to his bride. 

She bowed. This time she desa’nde<l the coach by 
the aid of tlie huider. 

Ine.s, victorious in battle, had scant notice from his 
love. ‘Yes, I'm glad,' and she [losscd him to follow 
her newly con.stituted mistress. Ilis pride w’os dashed, 
all the foam of the fii*st draw' on the top of him blown 
off, as be figuratively explained the cause of his gloom 
to the carl. ‘ I drink and I gets a licking—that girl 
nursife and cossets me, I don't drink and I whops my 
man—she show's me her back. Ain't it enconragemmit, 
my lout! 

* Y^ou ought to 'inow them by this time, you dolt»' 
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returned hi.s patron, and cumpliinented him on lus 
bearing in the fight. ‘ Von shall have your two 
hundred, and something will be added. Hold handy 
here till I mount. I start in ten minutes.’ 

^Vhether to speak a ]M)liie adieu to the bride, w'hose 
absurd position she had brought on her own head, w'as 
delated for half a minute. He consideri*d that the 
wet chalk-quarry of a beauty luitl at all (‘vents the 
merit of not being a ereat ure to make scenes. He 
went up to the sitting-room. If she w'as not there, he 
would leave his excuse's. 

She W'os there?, and seatenl; neither crying, nor 
smiling, nor pointedly serious in any way, not conven¬ 
tionally at her c*ase either. And so clearly was he 
impressed by her transj)areiicy in simplicity of expres¬ 
sion, that ho t(X)k without a spurn at it the picture of 
a w’omaii half drained of her blood, veiling the w'oiind. 
And a young woman, a stranger to suffering: perhaps 
—as the creature's do—lejoking for the usual fiummery 
tenderness, what they call happinc'ss ; wondering at the 
abst'nce of it and the shifty ghost of a hushand she has 
got by floundering into the hog known as Mai'riage. 
She w’ould have it, and here she w'jxs! 

He cnteivd the situation and was posse.ssed by the 
shivering delicacy of it. Surface emotions were not 
seen on heir. She might Iw? a creature with a soul. 
Hef'e and there the thing has lieeii found in women. 
It is priceless when found, and she could not be acting. 
One might swear the creature had no |)ower to ae?t. 

She spoke without offence, the simplest of words, 
affected no solicitudes, put on no gilt smiles, wore no 
reproaches: s]x>kc to him as if so it hap|)ened—he hod 
necessarily a journey to ]>erfonii. One could see all 
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the while big drops falling from the wound wiiliiii. 
One could hear it in her voice. Imagine a crack or 
the string at the lx>w's deep stress. Or imagine the 
bow paralyzed at the iiioiiient of the deepest sounding. 
And yet the voice did not waver. She had now the 
richneHs of tone carrying on a music through silence. 

Well, then, at least, he had not been the utterly 
duped fool he thought himself since the consent was 
pledged to wedjier. 

More, she had Ix'auty—of its kind. Or splendour or 
gi'andeur, was the term for it. But it bore no name.- 
None of her qualities—if they were qualities—^liad a 
name. She stood with a dignity that the word did not 
express. She endured meekly, when there was no 
incekn(‘ss. Pain broathed out of her, and not a sign of 
pain wfis visible. She had, under his present observa* 
tion of her, Iwauty, with the lines of her face breaking 
in revolt from beauty—or requiring a superteiTcstrial 
illumination to show the harmony. He, as he now 
saw, had erred gn>ssly in supposing her insensitive, and 
therefore slow of a womairs understanding. She drew 
the bmitli of pain through the lips: red lips and well 
cut. Her brown eyes were tearless, not allunng or 
beseei'hing or repelling; they did but look, much like 
the skic^ opening high aloof on a WTeck of storm. Her 
roddish hair—chestnut, if vou will—let fall a skein 
over one of the rugged brows, and softened the rugged¬ 
ness by making it wilder, as -if a great bird were wing¬ 
ing across a shoulder of the mountain ridges. Con¬ 
ceive of the mountains, built in their image, the face 
patlook alternately of mountain terror or splendour; 
wholly, he remembered, of the splendour when her 
blood ran warm. No longer the chalk-quany £Mse, 



A SHADOW CX)NTEST 193 

—its jmleness now was that of night Alps beneath a 
moon chasing the shadows. 

She might be casting her spells again. 

‘ You reinemlwr I told yon,** he said, ‘I have given 
my won!—I don't break it—to be at a Ball. Your 
uncle was urgent to have the ceremony over. These 
clashes occur. The people here—I have sjK)ken of that: 
people of good repute for attention to guests. I am 
uncertain of the time . . . we have all to learn to wait. 
So then, good-bye till we meet.’ 

He was experiencing a novel nip of tonnc'iit, of just 
the degree which takes a |mrtial appeasement from the 
inflicting of it, and calls u}) a loathed compassion. She 
might have bi'en in his arms for a step, tl)ough she 
would not have been the better loved. 

He was allowed his escape, bearing w'ith him enough 
of husband to exciTate another enslaving jdedge of his 
word, that Ix'gat a frenzy to wreak some (uiresses on the 
creature’s intolerably haunting image. ()f c<mrse,he could 
not return to her. How' would she receive him There 
was no salt in the thought of it; she was too submissive. 

However, there would be fun with f'hummy Potts on 
the drive to Canleys; fun with Rufus Abrane at 
Mrs. Cowper Quillett’s: and with the Countess Li via, 
smothered, struggling, fighting for life with the title or 
powager. A desire for unbridled fun had hold of him : 
an) amount of it, to excess in any direction. And 
through this cloud, as a diy' tongue after much wine 
qptves w'ater, glimj>ses of his tramp’s walk with a fellow- 
tramp on a different road, enjoying strangely healthy 
vagalmnd sensations and vast ideas, brought the vagrant 
philosopher refreshfully to his mind: chiefly for the 
reason that while in Woodseer’s com])any he had hardly 

VOL. u N 
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suffeixid a stroke of pain from the thought of Henrietta* 
She was now a married woman, he was a married man— 
by the register. Stronger proof of the maddest of 
worlds could not be furnished. 

Sane in so mad a world, a man is your flabby citizen 
among outlaws, good for plucking, h'un, at any cost, 
is the one object worth a shot in such a world. And 
the fun is not to stop. If it does, we are likely to be 
got hold of, and lugged away to the altar—the termi¬ 
nus. That foul disaster has hapjieneil, through our 
having temporarily yielded to a fit of the dumps and 
treated a mad world’s lunatic issue with some serious¬ 
ness. But fun shall be had with the aid of His High¬ 
ness below. The madder the world, the madder the 
fun. And the mixing in it of another element, which 
it has to licgiiile us—romance—is not at all bad 
cookery. Poetic romance is delusion—a tale of a 
Corsair; a jxjet’s brain, a Ixittle of gin, and a theatri¬ 
cal wanirobe. Comic romance is about us everywhere, 
olive for the tapping. 

A daughter of the Old Buccaneer should participate 
in it by right of birth: she would expect it in order 
to feel herself jnnfectly at home, llicn, be sure, she 
finds an English tongue and prattles away os merrily 
os she docs when her old scajiegrace of a father is the 
theme. Son-in-law to him! But the path of wisdom 
loins in the line of facts, and to have wild fun and 
romance on this |)antomimc path, instead of kicki/ig to 
break away from it, we follow things conceived by the 
gellius of the situation, for tlie delectation of the fair 
Countess of Fleetwood and the earl, her delighted hus¬ 
band, quite in the spirit of the Old Buccaneer, father 
of tlie bride. < 
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Carinthia sat beside the fire, seeing nothing in the 
room or on the road. Up in her bedchamber, the girl 
Madge >vas at her window. She saw Lord Fleetwood 
standing alone, laughing, it seemed, at some thought; 
he threw up his head. Was it a newly married man 
leaving his bride and laughing ? The bride was a dear 
lady, fit for better than to be driven to look on at a 
prbse-fight—a terrible scc>ne to a lady. She was left 
solitary: and this her wedding day ? ITic earl had said 
it, he had said she bore his name, spoke of coming from 
the altar, and the lady had bluslud to hear herself 
called Miss. The pressure of her hand was warm with 
Madge: her situation roused the fervid latent sister¬ 
hood in the breast of women. 

Hefore he mounted the coach, I^ird Flec‘twood talked 
to Kit Ines. The girl ran downstairs to bid her lover 
good-bye and show him she really rejoiced in his victory. 
Kit came to her saying: ‘ Given my w'ord of honour I 
won’t make a beast of myself to-night. Got to watch 
over you and your lady.’ 

Lord Fleetwood startl'd his fnrsh team, casting no 
glance at the windows Of the room where his bride was. 
He and the gentlemen on the coach were laughing. 

His leaving of his young bride to herself this day 
was classed among the murky flashes "Which distin¬ 
guished the deeds of noblemen. But his laughter on 
Jeaving her stamped it a cruelty; of the kind that 
plain mortals, who can be monsters, commit. Madge 
conceived a pretext for going into the presence of her 
mistress, whose attitude was the same as when she first 
sat in the chair. The lady smiled and said: ‘ He is 
not hurt much ?’ She thought for them about her. 

The girl’s heart of sympathy thumped, and her hero 
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became a very minute object. He had spoken previ¬ 
ously of the making or not making a beast of himself, 
without inflicting a picture of the Ixjast. His words 
took sha{)e now, and in consequence a little self-pity 
b(*gan to move. It stirred to swell the great wave of 
pity for the lady, that was in her bosom. ‘ Oh, he! ’ 
she said, and extinguished tlie thought of him ; and at 
once her under-lip was shivering, her eyes filled and 
{loured. 

Carinthia rose anxiously. The girl dropped nt her 
feet. ‘ You have been so good to me to-day, my lady ! 
so good to me to-day ! I can't help it—1 don't often 
—-just for this moment; I've been excited. Oh, he’s 
well, he will do; he’s nothing. You say “ jioor child ! ” 
But I'm noi; it's only excitement. I do long to serve 
you the best I can.’ 

She stood u)> in obedience and had the arms of her 
young mistress pressing her. Tears also were streaming 
from Carinthia’s eyes. Heartily she thanked the girl 
for the excuse to cry. 

They were two women. On the i-oad to Caiileys, the 
coach conveying men spouted witli the lusty anecdote?, 
relieved of the interdict of a tyrannical sex. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

DOWN WlIITF.f'IUPKI. WAV 


CoNTKXTioK liegets contention in a land of the pirate 
races. Gigs were at high rival speed along the road 
from the battle-field to Loudon. They were the elec- 
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trical wires of the time for an expectant j)opulation 
bursting to have report of so thundering an event as 
the encounter of two champion liglit weights, nursed 
and backed by a pair of galliuit young noblemen, pierk 
of the whole row of coronets above. Ijondon panted 
gaping luid the gigs flew with the meat to fill it. 

Chumley Potts offered Ainbitisc Mallard fair odds 
that the neat little traj) of the chief sporting journal, 
which had a repubition to maintain, would be over one 
or other of the bridge's crossing the I'hames first. 
Mallard had been struck by the neat little trap of an 
impudent new and lower-priced journal, which had a 
reputation to gain. He took the proflered <»dds, on the 
cry as of a cracker splitting. Enormous difficulties in 
regard to the testimony and the verifications w'cre 
discussed; they were overeenne. Potts wiis ready for 

any amount of troulde; Mallard the same. 'J'here w/is 

*> 

clearly a race. There would conse(|ueutly be a record. 
Visits to the offices of those papers, perhaps half a day 
at the south end of lioudoii or on \Vi*stminster bridge, 
exaiuiniug witnesses, comer shopmen, watermen, and 
the like, would or should satisfactorily establish the 
disputed point. 

Fleetw'ood had his fun; insomuch that he laughetl 
himself into a sentiment of hiimancnc*^s toward the 


couple of donkeys and forgot Iiis contempt of them. 
Their gamblings and their bets increased his number 
of dependents; and imbeciles were preferable to dolts 
or the dry gilt figures of the circle he had to move in. 
Matter for some astonishment had been furnished to 


the latter this day; and would cause an icy Signor 
stare and rather an angry Signora flutter. A character¬ 
istic of that upfK-T circle, as he knevr it, is, that the good 
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are dull, the vicious very bad. They had nothing to 
please him but manners. Elsewhere this land is a land 
of no manners. Take it and make the most of it, then, 
for its quality of brute honesty: which is found to 
flourish best in the Bntish prize-ring. 

His irony landed him there. It struck the country 
a ringing blow. But it struck an almost effacing one 
at the life of the young nobleman of boundless wealth, 
whose highest renown was the being a patron of prizc- 
fightcix. Husband of the daughter of the Old Buc¬ 
caneer as well! perchance as a result. That philosopher 
tramp named her ‘beautiful Gorgon.’ She has no 
beauty; and os for Gorgon, the ci'eatiirc has a look of 
timid softness in waiting l>ehind her rocky eyes. A 
barbaric damsel beginning to nibble at civilization, is 
nearer the mark ; and ought she to be discouraged ? 

J^’leetwood’s wrath with liis position wariud him 
against the dupery of any such alcove thoughts. For 
his wrath revenged him, and he feared the being 
strip|K?d of it, l(?st a certain fund of his ow'ii softness, 
that he knew of, though few' did, should pidl him to 
the ci'eature’s feet. She belonged to him iiidml; so 
he might put her to the trial of whether she had 
heart and personal charm, ivithout the ceremony of 
wooing—which, in his case, tempted to the fe^ng 
desperately earnest and l)ecoming enslaved. He specu¬ 
lated iqmii her eyelids and lips, and her voice, wh^ 
melting, as women do in their different ways; here 
and there with an execrable—perhaps pardonable- 
aft; one or two divinely. The vision drew him to a 
headlong plunge and swim of the amorous mind, 
occupying a minute, fllling an era. He corrected the 
feebleness, aiid at the same time threw a practical 
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coachman^’s glance on peculiarities of the road, rcijiiir- 
ing some knowledge of it if traversed backward at a 
whipping pace on a moonless night. 

He did not phrase it, that a talk witli the fellow 
Woodseer of his mountains and his forests, and nature, 
philosophy, poetry, would have been {Mirticiilorly healthy 
for him, almost as good as the good counsel he needed 
and solicited none to give him. It swept among his 
ruminations while he prieked Potts and Mallard to 
supply his craving for satiuiical fare. 

GowTr Wo(Hlseer, the mention of whom is a dejection 
to the venerable source of our story, was then in the 
act of emerging from the hlastward into the Southward 
of the line of C’anterbury's pilgrims when they set 
forth to worship, on his homeward course, after a walk 
of two days out of Dover. He descended London's 
boit>iigh, having exactly twopence halfpenny for re¬ 
freshment, following a term of prudent starvation, at 
the end of the walk. It is not a district seductive to 
the wayfarer's appetite; as, for example, one may find 
the Jew's fry of fish in oil, inspiriting the Shur^itch 
region, to be. Nourishment is afforded, according to 
the laws of England's genius in the arts of refection, 
at uninviting shops, to the necessitated stomach. A 
penn'orth of crumb of bread, assisted 5n its laborious 
! passage by a penn'orth of the rinsings of l)eer, left 
the natural philosopher a ha'penny for dessert at the 
stall of an applewoman, where he withstood an inclina¬ 
tion toward the juicy fruit and chose nuts. They 
extend a meal, as a grimace broadens the countenance, 
illusorily; but they help to cheat an emptiness in time, 
where it is nearly as offensive to our sensations as 
within us; and that prolonged occupation of the jaws 
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gocH a letigUi to persuade us wc are filling. All the 
better if the substance is indigestible. Tramps of the 
philosophical order, who are the practically sagacious, 
prefer tough grain for the teeth. Woodseefs munch¬ 
ing of his nuts awakened to fond imagination the 
picture of his father’s dinner, smi one day and little 
envied : a small slice of cold boik^l mutton-flesh in a 
crescent of white fat, with a luinj) of dry bread Iwjside 
the plate. 

Thus he returned to the only home he had, not dis¬ 
heartened, and bearing scenes that outvied Ijondtm’s 
print-shops for polychrome s])lendour, an exultation to 
recall. His condition, moreover, threw his father's life 
and work into c(»lour: the lean ^Vhitechapel house of 
the minister aiiamg the pcwir; the joy in the saving 
of souls, if he could persuade himself tluit such good 
labour advanced : and at the fall of light, the pastime 
busk of lKK)tmakiug—a desirable occupation for a 
thinker. Thought flies best when the Imnds are easily 
busy. C^)bblei*s have excursive minds. Their mica- 
sional rap at the pegs diversifies the stitchings and is 
<iften happily timed to settle an internal argument. 
Seek in a village for information concerning the vil- 
lagi' or the sbiU^ of mankind, you will be less disap¬ 
pointed at the cobbler's than elsewhere, it has been said. 

As Gower had anticipated, with lively feelings of 
pleasure, IVIr. Woodseer was at the wonted comer of liis 
back room, on the st<K)l between two tallow candle- 
Ranies, leathcr-scented strongly, when the wanderer 
stood l)efojne him, in the image of a ball that has done 
w'ith circling almut a stable point. 

‘ Back P' the minister sang out at once, and his 
wrinkles gleamed. 
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Their hands grasped. 

‘ Hungry, sir, rather.’ 

‘To be sure, voii are. One can read it on 
IxMits. Mrs. Jones will spivmi you a table. How 
many miles to-day ? Show the soles. Hiey tell a tale 
c»f wear.’ 

They liml worn to resc’inble the half-dozen thin- 
edged laye!*s <if still upper cloud round the jwjep of 
coming sky. 

‘About forty <Kld to-day, sir. They’ve done their 
hundix*(ls of miles and have now eoine to dock. 1 ’ll lisk 
Mrs. Jones to bring ra(» a plate here.’ 

Gower went to the housekeeper in tlu* kitchen. His 
father's front door was unhisU'iied by day ; she htul 
not set eves on him vet, and Mr. Woodseer murmured; 

r • 

‘ Now she’s got the boy. Tliere’s clasping and kiss¬ 
ing. lie’s all wild Wales to her.’ 

The plate of me.at was brought l)y Mary Jones with 
Gower beside her, and a sniffle of her hap])iness audible. 
She would not, although invited to stay and biirning to 
hear Gower, wait in the room where father and son 
had to talk together after a separatitm, long to love’s 
counting. She was a Welshwoman of the pure blood, 
therefore delicately mannered by nature. 

‘ Yes, dear lad, tobacco helps you on* to the marrow 
of your story, and I too will blow the cloud,’ said Mr. 
Woodseer, when the plate was pushed aside and the pipe 
appeared, 

So Gower’s recital of his wanderings began, more 
puffs than speech at the commencement. He was alter¬ 
nately picturesque and sententious until he reached 
Baden; thei'e he became involved, from thinking of a 
revelation of beauty in woman. 
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Mr. Wood»eer rapped the leather on his block. 

‘ A place where they have started public gambling, I 
am told.’ 

‘Wc must Jo<ik into all tlic enrners of the world to 
know it, sir, and the world has to be riddled or it 
riddles us.' 

‘ Ah. Did you ever tell a lie, Gower Woodseer.^' 

‘ I played.’ 

‘ You played. The I^ird be thanked you have kept 
yoiu* straight tongue! The Lord can always enter a 
heart of truth. Sin cannot dwell with it. But you 
played for gain, and that wtm a licenced thieving; and 
tluit was a backsliding; and there ivill have to be a 
climbing up. Anti what that means, your hold on truth 
w ill learn, 'loiicli sin and you accomiiKKlate yourself 
to its vileness. Ay, you love nature. Nature is not 
anchorage for vessels like men. If you loved the Bcmk 
you w'ouJd Hottt in harbour. You played. I do trust 
you lost.’ 

* Ycni have your wish, sir.' 

‘ To have won their money, Gower ! Rather starve.’ 
‘ I did.' 

‘ Y^ojur reason for playing, |>oor lad 

‘ The refison eludes reason,’ 

‘ Not in you.’ 

‘ Sight of the tables; lui itch to tiy them—one’s self 
as well; a notion that tlie losers were playing wrong. 
In fine, a bit of a whirl of a metlley of atoms; 1 can’t 
explain it further. 

^Ah. The tippler’s fumes in his head! Spotty 
business, Gow'er Woodseer. ** Lead us not into tempta¬ 
tion ” is worldly wisdom in addition to heavenly.’ 

After listening to an extended homily, with a general 
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assent and tobacco’s phlegm, Gower replied to his 
father's ‘You starved manfully?’ nodding: ‘From 
Baden to Nancy. An Alsatimi cottager at times 
helped me along, milk and bread.’ 

‘ Wholesome for body and for soul.’ 

‘ Kiitering Nancy 1 subscrilK'd to the dictum of tiur 
first fathers, which dogs would deliver, if they could 
s|)eak: that therej^ is no driver like stomac^h: and I 
went head on to the Collirgc, saw the Principal: plea 
of urgency. No engagement |>ossible, to teach cither 
French or English. But he was imjuisitive touching 
the urgency, 'I'hat was my chance. The French arc 
humane when they are not suspicious of yoti. They 
are generous, if you put a light to their minds. As 1 
was dealing with a scholarly one, 1 mode use of such 
ornamental literary skill as I possessed, to prove 
urgency. He sufiplied me with lirciul, fruit, and 
wine. In the end he procured me pupils. I lodged 
over a baker’s shop. 1 had good walks, and learnt 
something of forestry there—a taking study. When I 
had saved enough to tramp it home, I said my adieux 
to that g(Kxi friend and trani|H;d away, entering lx)ndon 
with about the same amount in small coin as when 1 
entered Nancy. A manner of exactly hitting the 
mark, that some would not find so satisfactoiyr as it is 
to ma’ 

The minister sighed. ‘ ITiere comes in the “ philo¬ 
sophy,” I suppose. When will you understand, that 
this “philosophy” is only the passive of a religious 
faith? It seems to suit you gentlemen of the road 
while you are young. Work among the Whitechapel 
poor. It would be a way for discovering the shallows 
of your “ phBosophy ” earlier,’ 
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Gower asked him : *■ Going badly here, sir ? ’ 
‘Murders, robberies, iiiisiiKage of women, and mis¬ 
conduct of woim*n !—Drink, in short: about the same 
finiount. Drink is iJudr death\s river, rolling them on 
helpless ns corpses, on to—may they find mercy ! 1 and 
a few stand—it’s in the tide we stand here, to stop 
them, pluck them out, make life a bit sweet to them 
lH‘fore the })oor bcKlies go beneath, ^ut come ! all’s not 
dark, we ha\'e our gleams. I speak distix^ssed by one of 
our girls: a gotal girl, I Ijelievc; and the wilfullest 
that ever hfwl command of lier legs. A well-favoured 
girl! You'll laugh, she has given her heart tt» a 
jirize-lighler. Well, you can say, she might have 
chosen wt)rse. lie drinks, she hales it; she loves the 
man and hates his vice. He swears amendnieiit, is 
hiccupping at night; lights a match on the morrow, 
and gets beaten out of formation. No matter: when¬ 
ever, wherever, that man goes to his light, that girl 
follows to nurse him after it. He’s her hero. VV'^omeii 


will have one, and it’s their lottery. You read of such 
things; here w'e have it alive anil walking. 1 am led 
to think they’re an honest couple. They come of 
eslablishcHl families. Her mother was out of C’aer- 


luarlheii; diinl under my ministration, saintly, forgiving 
the drunkard. You may rememlHT the greengrocer, 
Tobias Winch ? He [uissed away in shrieks for one 
drop. I had to pitch my voice to the top notes to get 
hearing for the hymn. He was a revertmt man, with 
the craving by fits. Tlmt should have Ix'en a lesson to 
Mkdge,’ 

• A little girl at the greengrocer’s hard by ^ She sold 
me apple's; rather pretty,’ said Gower. 

‘ A fine grown girl now—Madge Winch; a comely 
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wench she is. It breaks her sister Sarnli's heart. Tliey 

m' 

both manage the little shop ; they make it prosper in a 
small way; enough, and what need they more ? '’Then 
Christopher Ines has on one of his matches. Madge 
drives her cart out, if it’s near town. She's off down 
into Kent to-day by coach, Sarah tells me*. A great 
nobleman patronizt*s Christopher; a I^ird Fleetwood, a 
lord of wealth. And he must lx* thoughtful for these 
people: he sent Sarah word that (’hristopher should 
not touch drink. You may renieiul>er a butcher Ines 
in the street next to us. Christopher w»is a wild liul, 
always at “ best man" with every boy lie met: went to 
sea—ran away. He returned a pugilist. The girl will 
lx* nursing him now, I have spoken to her of him ; and 
1 trust to her; but I mourn her attachment to the 
man who drinks.' 

‘The lord's name.?'' s/iid Gower. 

‘ Lord Fleetwood, Sarah named him. And so it 
pleases him to spend his money ! ’ 

‘ He has other tastes. I know something of him, sir. 
He promises to be a jiatrou of Literature a.s well. His 
mother was a South Walt*s w'oman.' 

‘Could he be |x'rhuiuli*<l to publish a grand edition of 
the Triwls.^' Mr, \YtKHls<*er said at once. 

‘ No man more likely.' 

‘ If you .stH* him, suggest it.' * 

‘ V'^ery little chance of my meeting him again. But 
those Triads f 'lliey 'iv in our blooti. They spring to 
tic knots in the head. They push me to eondciise rny 
thoughts to a tight hall, lliey were g<MMl for primitive 
times: but they—or the triek of the mind engendered 
by them—trip my ste))s along the lines of com|)osition. 
I produce jxdlets instead of flowing sheets. It '11 come 
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right. At present IVi so bent to pick and perfect, 
polish my phrase, that I lose ray survey. As a conse¬ 
quence?, ray vocabulary falters,’ 

‘Ah,* Mr. Woodseer breathed and smote. ‘This 
Literature is to be your profession for the means of 
living ? ’ 

‘ Nothing else. And I ’ni so low down in the market 
way of it, that I could not count on twenty pounds per 
annum. Fifty would give me standing, an independent 
fifty.’ 

* To whom are you crying, Gower ? ’ 

‘ Not to gamble, you may be sure.’ 

‘ You have a home.’ 

‘ Good work of the head wants an easy conscience. 
I’ve t(M» nmeh of you in me for a comfortable pen¬ 
sioner.’ 

‘Or is it not, that you have bw*ii living the 
gentleman out there, with just a holiday title to 
it?’ 

Gower w'os hit by his father’s thrust. ‘I shall feel 
myself a pieman’s ehuckpenny as long as I’m unpro¬ 
ductive, now I’ve come back and have to own to a 
home,’ he said. 

Tea brought in by Mrs. Mary Jones rather bright¬ 
ened him until he considered that the enlivenment was 
due to a purchase by money, <jf which he was incapable, 
and he rejected it, like an honourable man. Simultane¬ 
ously, the state of depression threw critic shades on a 
prized sentence or two among his recent confections. It 
wi» reflected for the best of reasons and the most dis¬ 
comforting: because it rack(*d our English; signify¬ 
ing, that he had not yet learnt the right use of his 
weapons. 
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He was in this wrestle, under a j^lacid demeanour, for 
several days, hearing the shouts of Whitechapel Kit's 
victory, and hearing of Sarah Winch's anxiety on 
account of her sister Madge; unaffected by sounds of 
joy or grief, in his effort to produce a supple English, 
with [Aden's Madonna for sole illumination of his 
darkness. To her, to the illimitable gold-mist of pin'- 
spective and the innumerable images the tliought of her 
painted for him, he owed the lift which withdrew him 
from contemplation of himself in a very disturbing 
stagnant pool of the wastes; wherein often will strenuous 
youth, grown faint, behold a face Ixmeath a scroll iii- 
seribc*^! Jvijwslor. All whose aim wus high have spied 
into that pool, and have seen the face*. His glorious 
lady would not let it haunt him. 

'I'he spell she east had likewise ])ower raise him 
clean out of a neighbourhood hinting Erebus to the 
young man with lliii-st for air, solitudis, and colour. 
Scarce iutaginabie as she was, she reigned here, in the 
idea of her, more fixedly than where she had been 
visible; as it were, by right of her being celestially 
removed from the dismal place. He was at the same 
time not insensible to his father's contented ministra¬ 
tions among these homes of s<)ualor; they prickcnl the 
curiosity, which w'as in the youthful ])hilosr>pher a form 
of admiration. For his father, like all WclKhm(?n, 
loved the mountains. Yet here he lived, exhorting, 
ministering, aiding, supfiorted up to high good cheer 
by some, it seemed, su|)erliutnan liackboiic of upright* 
ness;—his religious faith? Well, if so, the thing 
might be studied. But things of the frozen senses, 
lean and bueless things, were as repellent to Gower's 
imagination as his father's dishes to an epicure. What 
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he envied was, the worthy old man's heart of feeling for 
others: his feeling at present for the girl Sarah Winch 
and her sister Madge, who had not been heard of since 
she started for the fight. Mr, Wood seer had written 
to her relatives at the Wells, receiving no consolatoiy 
answer. 

lie was relieved at hist; and still a little perplexeil. 
Madge had returned, he informetl Gower. She was 
well, she was well in health ; he had her assurances that 
she was not excited about herself. 

‘She has brought a lady with her, a grt*at lady to 
lodge with her. She has brought tlie Countc*ss of 
Flet'twood to lodge with lier.' 

Gower lieanl those wonis from his father; and his 
father repeated them. To the prostrate worshipper of 
the Countess of Fleetwooil, they were a blow on the 

m- 

head ; madness had set in Iktc, was his first rt'covering 
thought, or else a miracle had come to pass. Or was it 
a sham (’(aintess of Fleetwood imposing upon the girl ? 
11 is father was to go and see the grt‘at lady, at the 
greengrocer's sho[); at her recpiest, ncc<»rdiug to Madge, 
('oiijectures shot their ])crishing tracks across a dark¬ 
ness that dtH?pencd and nmdi* shipwreck of philosophy. 
Was it the very Countess of Fleetwood penitent for her 
dalliance with the gambling passion, in feminine need 
of [>aslor s aid, having had report frain Madge of this 
good shepherd ? His father expressed a certain surprise; 
his countenance was mild. He considered it a merely 
strange ocinirrencc.' 

^Vrhn})s, in a crisis, a minister of religion is better 
anned than a philosopher. Gower would not omi that, 
but he acknowledged the evidences, and owned to envy; 
espt'cially when he accom|>anied his father to the green- 
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grocer's shop, and Mr. Woodsecr undisturbedly 
said:— 

c 

‘Here is the place.' The small stuffcHl shop ap¬ 
peared to grow portentously cavernous and wavcringly 
illumine<l. 


CHAPTER XIX 

TllK OLKL MAIK;K 

Cl^s^x)MKlts were at the counter of the shop, and these 
rational ligures, together with the piles of cabhages, the 
sacks of potatoes, the [lale small oranges here and there, 
tlie (himiiumt smell of red herrings, deniiMi the lurking 
of an angelical presence bihiiid them. 

Sarah Winch and a Iwv sei*ved at the counter. Sarah 
led the Mr. Wianlseers into a comer kncK^ked off the 
shop and called a room. Helow the top bars of a 
wizened grate was a chilly fire. Ixindoirs light came 
piecemeal through a smut-streaked window. If the 
wonderful was to occur, this w'tis the place to heighten it. 

‘ My son may be an intruder,' Mr. WtHnlsi'er said. 

‘ He is acipiainted with a Ix>rd Fleetwood . . 

‘ Madge will know, sir,' i^eplietl Sarah, and she sent 
up a shrill cry for Madge from the foot 6f the stairs. 

The girl ran dow'n swiftly. She entered lisUming to 
Sarah, looking at Gower; to whom, after a Ixd) and 
pained smile where reverence was owing, she said, ‘ Can 
you tell me, sir, please, where we can find Ixird Fleet- 
wood now ?' 

Gow'er was unable to tell. Moflge tumeif to Mr, 
Womlseer, saying so(»n after: * Oh, she won't mind; 

VOL. I. o 
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she ’ll be glad, if he knows Lord Fleetwood, I ’ll fetch 
her,’ 

The moments were of the palpitating order for Gower,* 
although his common sense lectured the wildest of hearts 
for expcc^ting such a possibility as the presence of his. 
lofty lady here. 

And, of course, common sense proved to be right: the 
lady was (juite another. Hut she struck on a sleeping 
day of his travels. Her face w»is not one to be for¬ 
gotten, and to judge by her tremble of a smile, she 
remeiiil)cied him instantly. 

They were senm conversing, eoith helping to {mint the 
scene of the jilace where they hiul met. 

‘ l^)rd Fh*etw<iod has iinu’ried me,’ she said. 

Gower Imni his head; all shicHl silent. 

‘May I.f*’ said Madge to her. ‘It is I,<»rd Fleet- 
wcmkI’s wedded wife, sir. He drove her finan her uncle’s, 
on her wedding day, the day of a {>rize-fight, where 1 
w^; he told me to wait on his lady at an inn there, as 
I’ve done and will. He drove away that evening, and 
he hasn’t ’—thi? girl's black eyebrows worked : ‘ I ’vc 
not seen him since. He’s a great nobleman, yes. He 
left his lady at the inn, ex{)en8es paid. He left her 
with no monev. She stayed on till her heart was break¬ 
ing. She has eotne to London to find him. She had 
to walk {>art of the way. She has only a change of 
linen wc bwught in a {laivel. She’s a stranger to Eng¬ 
land : she knows nobexly in London. She had no place 
to ixime to blit this [)oor hole of ours she's so good as 
lot^olconie her. We can’t do lietter, and it’s no use 
to be ashfuned. She’s not a lady to scorn poor 
people.’ * 

The giiTs voice hummed through Gower, 
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He^said: *■ Lord Fleetwood may not Ik* in London,' 
and chafed at himself for such a quaver. 

* It's his house we want, sir, he has not Ikcii at his 
house in Kent. We want his London house*.' 

‘ My dear lady,’ said Mr. Woodseer; ‘ it might he os 
well to communicate the state of things to your family 
without delay. My son will call at any address you 
name; or if it is a country a<ldrc.ss, I can write the 
items, with my assurances of youi’ safety under my 
cliarge, in my houst*, which I l)eg you to make your 
home. My hoiist*kee)KT is known to Sarah and Madge 
for an excellent Christian woman.' 

Carinthia replied : ‘You are kind to me, sir. I am 
grateful. I have an uncle; I would <iiot disturb my 
uncle; he is inventing guns and he wishes jK*acc. It is 
my husband I liave come to find. He did not leave me 
in anger.' 

She colourt'd. With a dimple of tt*ndcm(*ss at one 
cheek, hmking from Sarah to Madge, she said : ‘ I 
would not leave my friends; they are si-sters to 
me.’ 

Sarah, at thc?sc words, caught up her apron. Madge 
did no more than bn*athe deep and fast. 

An unoccupied, cold parlour in Mr. Woodsecr’s house 
that would he heated for a guest, urged ^him to repc^at 
his invitation, but he took the check from Gower, who 
suggested the doubt of Mai*y Jones lieing so good an 
attendant upon Lady Fleetwood os Madge. ‘And 
Madge has to help in the shop at time's.’ 

Madge nodded, looked into the eyes of her mistress, 
which sanctioned her saying: * She will like it best hen% 
she is my lady and I understand her best. My lady 
gives no trouble: she is hardy, she's not like other 
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1 and Samh nlei'p together in the room next. 
I can hear anything she wants. S5he takes us as if ^ie 
was used to it.' 

Sarali had to go to serve a eustonier. Madge made 
pretence of pricking her ears and followed into the 
sliop. 

‘ Your first visit to London is in ugly weather. Lady 
Fleetwoe k 1,’ said Gower. 

* It is my first,’ she answered. 

Ilow the marriage came al)out, how the st'paration, 
coidd not be ttski'd juid was not related. 

‘ Our district is luit all London, iny dear lady,’ said 
Mr. Wtiodseer. ‘Good In^arts are here, as elsewhere, 
and as many, iji' one ItMiks behind the diiL I have 
found it since 1 lalxmred amongst them, now twenty 
years. Onwashed human nature, though it is natural 
to us to wash, is the most htiinan, we find.’ 

Gow'er questioned the naturalness of human nature's 
tlesire to wash; and they wrangled good-humouredly, 
( arinthia’s i‘yes dwelling on them eiu*h in turn ; until 
Mr. VVoodseer, pursuing the theme started by him to 
interest her, sjmke of consolatiojis derived fmm his 
labours here, in exchange for the loss of his moun- 
tiiins. Her face lighteiuxl. 

‘ You love the nunmtains ' 

‘ 1 am a son of the mountains.’ 

‘ Ah, I love them ! Father called me a daughter of 
the mountains. 1 was bom in the mountains. I was 
leaving my mountains on the day, 1 think it yesterday, 
when I met this gentleman who is your son.’ 

* A gloiious day it was !' Gow'er exclaimed. 

‘ It wiis a day of great glory for me,’ said Carinthia. 
* Your foot did mit pain you for long ?’ 
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‘The length of two pipes. You were with your 
brother.'^ 

‘ With niy brother. My broth(*r has married a most 
beautiful ladv. He is now travelling his happy time— 
my Chillon !' 

There came a radiance on her uiider-cyelids. There 
was no weeping. 

Struck bv the contrast between the two simtiUarteoiis 

V 

honcynuKMis, and a viKian of the high-spirited mountain 
Kiri. seen in this place a young Imtle seeking her hus- 
Iwind, GtJW'er Wciodswr could liave perfonn(*d that 
unphilosoj)hical part. He had to shake himself. Sh<‘ 
seemed really a soaring bird brought down by the 
fowler. 

Fleetwoo(r.s manner of abandoning her was the 
mystery. 

Gow'er stojul waiting for her initiative, when the 
minister intt‘» 7 )osed : ‘ There are l>ooks, books of our 
titled people—^the Peers, books of the Peerage. 'Phey 
woidf] supply the address. My son will discover where 
to examine them. lie will fiml the address. Most of 
the great noblemen have a London house.' 

^ .My husband lias a house in liondon,' Carinthia said. 

‘ I know him, to some degree,' said (iower. 

She remarked : ‘ I have heard that yoy do.' 

Her lips were shut, as to any hint at his treatment 
of her. 

Gower went into the shop to speak with Madge. 
Tlie girl w'as talking in the business tone to custom¬ 
ers ; she finished her commission hurriedly and joined 
him on the |>avenient by the doorstep. Hit voice was 
like the change for the siving of a door from street -to 
temple. 
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* YouVe seen how brave she is, sir. She has thiu^ 
to bear. Never cries, never frets. Her marriage day 
—leastways ... I can’t, no girl can tell. A great 
nobleman, yes. She waited, l)elieving in him ; she 
docs. She hasn't spoken to me of what she's had to 
bear. I don’t know; I guess; I’m sure I'm right— 
and him a man ! Girls learn to know men, call them 
gentlemen or sweeps. She tliinks she has only to 
meet him to persuade him she’s fit to be loved by 
him. She thinks of love. Would he—our tongues 
are tied except among ourselve.s to a sister. IjCaves 
her by herself, with only me, after—it knocks me 
dumb! Many a man commits a murder wouldn’t do 
that. She could force him to—no, it isn’t a house 
she wants, slic wants him. He’s her husband, Mr. 
Woodseer. You will do what you can to help; I 
judge by your father. I and Sarah’ll slave for her 
to l)c as comfortable as we can make her; we can’t 
give her what she’s used to. I shall count the 
hours.’ 

* You sold me apples when your heail was just above 
the counter,’ said Gower, 

‘ Did I ?—you won’t lose time, sir ? ’ she rejoined. 

* Her box is down at the beastly inn in Kent. Kind 
people, I dare say; their bill was paid any extent, 
they said. She walked to his big house Essleinont for' 
news of him. And I’m not a snivelling wench either ; 
but she speaks of him a way to make a girl drink her 
tears, if they ain’t to be let fall.’ 

VBut you had a victory down there,’ Gower hinted 
congratulations. 

* Ah,’ said she. 

* Christopher Ines is all right now p’ 
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' I Ve 88 good os lost my good name for Kit lues, 
Mr. Woodseer/ 

‘ Not with my dad, Madge.’ 

‘ The minister reads us at the heart. Shall we hear 
the street of his house in l^ndon before night ? ’ 

‘ I may be late.’ 

‘ I ’ll be up, any hour, for a rap at the shutters. I 
want to take her to the house early next morning. She 
won’t mind the distance. She lies in lied, her eyes 
shut or open, never sleeping, hears any mouse. It 
shouldn't go on, if wc can do a thing to help.’ , 

‘I’m off,' stdd Gower, unwontedly vexed at his 
empty pocket, that could not offer the means for con¬ 
veyance to a couple of young women. 

Tlie dark-browed girl sent her straight eyes at him. 
They pushed him to lia.steii. On second thoughts, he 
stopped and hailed her; he was inovtKl to cdniirin an 
impression of this girl's features. 

His mind was directed to the business burning lx‘- 
hind them, honestly enough, {ls soon as he had tliem in 
sight again. 

‘ I ought to liave the address of some of her people, 
in case,' he said. 

‘ She won't go to her uncle, I’m sure of that,’ said 
Madge. ‘ He's a lord and can’t be worped. It’s her 
husliaiid to find first.’ 

‘ If he’s to be found!—he’s a lord, too. Has she no 
other relatives or friends ? ’ 

‘ She loves her brother. He’s an officer. He’s away 
on honeymoon. There's an admiral dtiwn Hampshire 
way, a place I’ve lieen near and sc^en. I'd not have 
you go to any of them, sir, without trying all we can 
do to find 1.8>rd Fleetwood. It’s Admiral Fakenham 
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she speaks of; she's fond of him. Slie ''s ‘not minded to 
bother any of her friends about herself.'* 

* I shall see you to-night/ said Gower, and set his 
face Westward, remembering that his father had named 
Caermarthen as her mother'^s birthplace. 

Just in that tone of hers do Welshwomen talk of 
their country; of its history, when at home, of its 
mountains, when exiled: and in a language like hers, 
bare of su[)erlativcs to signify an ardour conveyed by 
the 6re of the breath. Her quick devotion to a lady 
exciting enthuHiosm through admiring pity for the grace 
of a much-tried quiet sweetness, was explained ; apart 
from other reasons, feminine or hidden, which might 
exist. Only a Welsh girl would Ik' so quick and all in 
it, with a voice intimating a heated cauldron under 
her mouth. None but a Welsh-blooded girl, risking 
her good name to follow and nurse the man she con¬ 
sidered a hero, would carry her head to look virgin 
eyes as she did. One could swear to them, Gower 
thought. Contact with her spirited him out of his 
mooniness. 

He had the Cymric and Celtic respect of character, 
which puts aside the person's environments to face 
the soul. He was also an impressionable fellow among 
his fellows, a philosopher only at his leisure, in his 
courted solitudes. Getting away some strides from this 
girl of the drilling voice,—the shudder-voice, he phrased 
it,—the lady for whom she pleaded came clearer into 
his view and gradually alisorbed him; though it was 
aii^emulation with the girl Mi\dge, of which he was a 
trifle conscious, that drove him to do his work of 
service in the directest manner. He then fancied tlrn 
girl had caught something of the tone of her lady : the 
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8ava|^ intensity or sincerity; and he brooded on 
Carintliia’*8 position, the mixture of the astounding 
and the woful in her misadventure. One could almost 
laugh at our human fate, to think of a drop off the 
radiant mountain heights upon a Whitechapel green¬ 
grocer's shop, gathering the title of countess midway. 

But nothing of the ludicrous touched her; no, and 
if we bring reason to scan our laugli at pure humanity, 
it is we who are in the place of the ridiciilouK, for 
doing what reason disavows. Had he not named her, 
Cannfhia^ Saint and Martyr^ from a first perusal of 
her face ? And Lord Fleetwood had read and repeati‘d 
it. I>ord Fleetwood hod become the instrument to 
martyrize her ? That might be; there w^aa a hoard of 
bad stuff in his composition besides the precious: and 
this was a nobleman owning enormous wealth, who 
could vitiate himself by disposing of a multitude of 
men and women to serve his will, a shifty will. Wealth 
creates the magician, and may brml the fiend within 
him. In the hands of a young man, wealth is an in¬ 
vitation to devilry. Gower's idea of the storv of 

* 90 

Carinthia inclined to charge Ix>rd Fleetwood with very 
possible false dealing, lie then quashed the charge, 
Olid decided to wait for information. 

At the second of the aristocratic CIii^h of I^ndotfs 
West, into which he stepped like an cosy memlwr, the 
hall-porter did not examine his clotliing from German 
hat to Imots, and gave him I.iord Fleetwood's town 
address. He could tell Madge at night by tfie door of 
the shuttered shop, that lyird Fleetwood had gone 
down to Wales. 

‘It means her having b> wait,' she said. ‘I'he 
minister has been to the coach-office, to order up her 
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box from that inn. He did it in his name; they can^ 
refuse; no money's owing. She must have a change. 
Sally has fifteen pounds locked up in case of need.’’ 

Sally's capacity and economy fetched the penniless 
philosoplier a slap. 

‘ You've taken to this lady,’ he said. 

‘ She held my hand while Kit Ines was at his work ; 
and I was new to her, and a prize-fighter's lass, they 
call me:—upon the top of that nobleman's coach, 
where he made me sit, l)chind her, to see the fight; 
and she his wedded lady that morning. A queer 
groom. He may keep Kit Ini*8 from drink, he's one of 
you men, and rides over anything in his way. I can't 
speak almut it; I could swear it iK'fore a judge, from 
what I know. Those Rundles at that inn don't hear 
anything it suits him to do. All the people down in 
those parts arc slaves to him. And I thought he was 
a real St. (ieorge before,—^yes, ready I w'as to kiss the 
ground his feet crossed. If you could, it's Chinning- 
fold near where Admiral Fakenham lives, down Hamp¬ 
shire way. Her friends ought to hear what's hap))ened 
to her. They ’ll find her in a queer place. She might go 
to the minister's. I believe she's happier with us girls.' 

Gower pledged his word to start for Chinningfold 
early as the light next day. He liked the girl the 
better, in an amicable ftushion, now that his nerves had 
got free of the transient spell of her kettle tone—the 
hardly varied one note of a heart lx)iling w'ith sisterly 
devotion to a misused stringer of her sex;—and, after 
th€;^way of his race, imagination sprang up in him, at 
the heels of the quieted senses, releasing him from the 
personal and physiml to grasp the general situation 
and place tlie protagonist foremost. 
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He thought of Carinthia, with full vision of her. 
Some wrong had been done, or some violation of the 
right, to guess from the girl Madge's molten words in 
avoidance of the very words. It implieil—^though it 
might be but one of Love's shrewder discords—such 
suspected traitorous dealing of a man with their sister 
woman as makes the world of women all woman toward 
her. They can l)e that, and their being so illuminates 
their hidden sentiments in relation to the mastering 
male, whom they uphold. 

But our uninfonned philosopher was merely picking 
up scraps of sheddings outside the dark wood of the 
mystery they were to him, and playing imagination 
upon them. This primary element of his nature soon 
enthroned his chosen lady almve their tangled obscuri¬ 
ties. Beneath her tranquil beams, with the rapture of 
the knowledge that her name on earth was IJvia, he 
threaded East l^mdon's thoroughfares, on n morning 
when day and night were made one by fog, to journey 
down to Chinningfold, by coach, in the service of the 
younger Countess of Fleetwocxl, whose right to the 
title he did not doubt, though it directed siirjnisi* 
movements at his understanding from time to time. 


CHAPTER XX 

STUDIES IN FOG, GOUT, AK OI41 SEAMAN, A inVKLY SERPENT, 
AND THF. MORAL EFFtrTS THAT MAY COME OF A 
BORROWED SHIRT 


Money of his father's enabled Gower to take the 
coach; and studies in fog, from the specked brown to 
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the woolly white and tlie dripping torn, were proposed 
to the traveller, whose preference of Nature's face did 
not arrest his observation of her domino and petticoats; 
across which blank sheets he curiously read backward, 
that he journeyed by the aid of his father’s hard-earned, 
ungrudged piece of gold. Witliout it, he would have 
been useless in this case of need. The philosopher 
could starve with equanimity, and be the stronger. 
But one had, it seemed here clearly, to put on harness 
and trudge along a line, if the unhappy were to have 
one's hel]). Gradual experiences of his business among 
his fellows were teaching an exercised mind to learn in 
regions where minds unexercised were doctorial giants 
1)eside it. 

The study of gout was offered at Chinningfold. 
Admiral Fakeiiham's butler refiKsed at first to take a 
name to his master. Gower persisted, stating the 
business of his mission; and in spite of the vcTy sus¬ 
picious glib good English spoken by a man wearing 
such a hat and suit, the butler w'os induced to consult 
Mrs. Carthew. 

She sprang up alarmed. After having seen the 
young lady happily married and off with her lordly 
young husband, the arrival of a messenger from the 
bride gave a stir the wrong w^ay to her flowing recol¬ 
lections; the scenes and incidents she had smotliered 
under lier love of the comfortable stood forth appal- 
lingly. The messenger, the butler said, was no gentle¬ 
man. She inspected Gower and heard him speak. 
Afl anomaly bad come \o the house; for he hod the 
language of a gentleman, the appearance of a non¬ 
descript ; he looked indifferent, he spoke sympathetic¬ 
ally ; and he was frank as soon as the butler was out 
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of hearing. In return for the compliment, she invited 
him to her sitting-room. The story of the young 
countess, whom she had seen driven away by her 
husband from the church in a coach and four, as being 
now destitute, praying to see her friends, in the White¬ 
chapel of London—the noted haunt of thieves and 
outcasts, bankrupts and the abandon(.*d; set her asking 
for the first time, who was the man with dreadful 
countenance inside the coach ? A previously disre¬ 
garded horror of a njaii. She went trembling to the 
admiral, though his health was delicate, his temper 
excitable. It was, she considered, an occasion for 
braving tlie doctor’s interdict. 

Gower was presently summoned to the chamber 
where Admiral Fakenhatn reclined on cushions in an 
edifice of an arm-chair. He told a plain bile. Its 
effect was to straigiiten tiie admiral’s back, and enlarge 
ill grey glass a pair of sea-hluc eyes. And, ‘What’s 
that.^ Whitechapel?' tlu* admiral exclaimed,—at high 
pitch, far above his understanding. The particulars 
were repeated, whereupon the sick-room shook with, 
‘Greengrocer.^’ He stunned himself with another of 
the monstrous points in his ]>et girl’s honeymoon: 

‘ A prize-fight ? ’ 

To refresh a saving incredulity, he took a closer 
view of the mes.senger. Gower’s habiliments were 
thc^se of the ‘queer fish,’ the admiral saw. But the 
meeting at Carlsriihe was recalled to liini, and tliere 
was a worthy effort to remember it. ‘Prize-fight!— 
Greengrocer! — Whitechapel!* he rang the changes 
rather more moderately; till, swelling and purpling,' 
he cried : ‘ Where’s the husband ? ’ 

That was the emissary’s question likewise^ 
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^ If 1 could have found him, sir, I should not have 
troubled you.' 

* Disappeared P Plays the man of his word, then 
plays the madman! PriKe^fight the first day of her 
honeymoon ? Good Lord ! leaves her at the inn ? ’ 

‘ Slie was left.' 

‘ When was she left ?' 

* As soon as the fight was over—as far as I under¬ 
stand.' 

Tlie admiral showered briny masculine comments on 
that bridegroom. 

‘ Her brother's travelling somewhere in the Pyrenees 
—married my daughter. She has an uncle, a hermit.' 
He became pale. * I must do it. The rascal insults 
us all. Flings her off the day he married her! It's a 
slap in the face to all of us. You arc acquainted with 
the lady, sir. Would you call her a red-haired girl ?' 

*Ue(l-g()ld of the ballads; chestnut-brown, with 
threads of fire.' 

‘ She has the eyes for a man to swear by. I feel the 
loss of her, I can tell you. She was wine and no 
penalty to me. Is she much broken under it ?—if I'm 
to credit ... I suppose I must. It floors me.' 

Admiral Kaldwin''s frosty stare retume<i on him. 
Gower caught an image of it, as comparable, without 
much straining, to an Arctic region smitten by the 
beams. 

‘ Nothing breaks her courage,’ he said. 

‘To l)e sure, my poor dear! Who could have 
guessed when she left tfiy house she was on her way to 
a prize-fight and a greengrocer’s in Whitechapel. But 
the dog's not mad, though bis .bite's bad; he’s an 
eccentric mongrel. He wuits the whip; ought to have 
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had it regularly from his first breeching. He shall 
whistle for her when he repents; and he will, mark me. 
This gout here will be having a snap at the vitals if I 
don't start to-night. Oblige me, half a minute.' 

The admiral stretched his hand for an arm to give 
support, stood, and dropped into the ehair, signifying 
a fit of giddiness in the word ^ Head.' 

Before the stupor had passed, Mrs. Carthew entered, 
anxious lest the admittance of a messenger of evil to 
her invalid should have lK?en an error of judgment. 
The butler had argued it with lier. She belonged to 
the list of persons appointed to cut life's thread when 
it strains, their general kindness being so liable to 
misdirection. 

Gower left the room and went into the garden. He 
had never seen a death; and the admiral's fK'culiar 
pallor intimated events pro|HT to days of cold mist and 
a dripping stillness. How we go, was the qmotion 
among his problems:—if we are to go! his youthful 
frame insistingly added. 

ITie fog down a wet laurel-walk contra<:*ted his mind 
with the chilling of his blood, and he felt that be would 
have to see the thing if he was to believe in it. Of 
course he Iwlicved, but life throbbed rclxjlliously, and 
a picture of a desk near a lively fire-grate, books 
and pen and paper, and a piece of writing to be 
approved of by the Hes{)er of ladies, held ground with 
a pathetic heroism against the inevitable. He got his 
wits to the front by walking faster; and then thought 
of the young countess and the friend she might be 
about to lose. She could numlxir lier friends on her 
fingers. Admiral Fakenham's exclamations of the name 
of the place where she now was, conveyed an inky idea 
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of the fall (ihc liacl undergone. Counting her al>seiit 
brother, witli himself, his father, and the two White¬ 
chapel girls, it certainly was an unexampled fall, to 
say of her, that they and those two girls had become 
by the twist of circiinistances the most serviceable of 
her friends. 

Her husband was the unriddled riddle we have in the 
wealthy young lord,—burning to possess, and making 
tatters of all he grasped, the moment it was his own. 
Glints of the devilish had shot from him at the gaming¬ 
tables,—Hue haunts for the studv of our lower man. 
He could be rnagniHcent in generosity; he had little 
hiimanemm He coveUnl beauty in women hungrily, 
and seemed to be born hostile to them; or so Gower 
judged by the light of the later evidence on iiiicon- 
sidered antecedent observations of him. Why marry 
her to cast her off instantly ? The crude philosopher 
asked it as helplessly tis the admiral. And, further, 
what did the girl Madge mean by the drop of her voice 
to a hum of enforced endurance under injury, like the 
furnace behind nn iron door ? Older men might have 
understood, as he was awan*; he might have guessed, 
only be had the habit t)f scattering meditation upon the 
game of hawk and fowl. 

Dame Gossip boils. Her one idea of animation is to 
have her dramatift permtue in violent motion, always 
the biggest fonmiost; and, indeed, that is the w-ay to 
make them credible, for the w-ind they raise and the 
sueeessinn of collisions. The fault of the method is, 
that thev do not instruct; so the breath is out of them 
before they arc put aside; for the uninstructive are the 
hiimaiily deficient: they remain with us like the tolerated 
old aristcHTaey, wdnch may not govern, and is but socially 
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seductive. The deiitcrafi^onist or secondary person can 
at times tell iis more of them than circumstances at 
furious iieat will help them to reveal; and the Dame 
will have him only as an index-post. Hence her end¬ 
less ejaculations over the mystery of Idfe, the inscruta¬ 
bility of character,—in a plain world, in the midst of 
such readable people! To preserve Romance (we ex¬ 
change a sky for a ceiling if we let it go), vc must Ikj 
inside the heads of our people as well as the hearts, 
more than shaking the kalei<losco]ie of hurried spectaclcH, 
in days of a growing nctivitv of the head. 

Gower Woodseer could not know that he was drawn 
on to fortune and the sight of his Hesper by Admiral 
Fakenhain's order that the visitor was to stay at his 
house until he should he able to c{uit his bed, and jour¬ 
ney with him to I^ondon, doctor or no doctor. 'Fhe 
doctor would not hear of it. The admiral threatened 
it every night for the morning, every morning for the 
night; and Gower had to submit to postponements 
balefully affecting his linen. Remonstrance was not to 
lie thought of; for at a mere show of reluctance the 
courtly admiral flushed, frowned, and beat the bed 
w'here he lay, a gouty volcano, Gc»wcr’s one shirt was 
|mssing through the various complexions, and had 
approached the Nubian on its way ta negro. His 
.natural candour checked the downward course. He 
mentioned to Mrs. Carthew, with incidental gravity, 
on a morning at breakfast, that this article of his attire 
‘was l>eginning to resemble London snow,’ She was 
amused; she promised him a change more resembling 
country snow. 

‘ It will save me from buttoning so high up,’ he said, 
as he thanked her. 


VOI.. I. 


T 
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She then remeinhercd the daily increase of stifihess 
in his figure: and a reflection upon his patient waitings 
and simpleness, and lexicographer speech to cx|wse his 
minor needs, touched licr unused sense of humour on 
the side where it is tender in women, from being 
motherly. 

In consequence, she spoke of him with a pleading 
warmth to the Countess Livia, who had come do^n 
to see the admiral ‘ concerning an absurd but annoying 
rumour running over London.’ Gower was out for a 
walk. He knew of the affair, Mrs. (Wthew said, for 
an introduction to her excuses of his clothing. 

‘ But I know the man,’ said Idvia. ‘ I^)rd Fleetwood 
picked him up somewhere, and brought him to us. 
Clever. AVhv, is he here ? ’ 

* He is here, sent to the admiral, as 1 understand, 
my lady.’ 

‘ Sent by whom ?’ 

Having but a weak vocabulary to defend a delicate 
position, Mrs. Carthew stuttered into evasions, after 
the way of ill-armed persons; and naming herself a 
stranger to the circumstances, she feebly suggested 
that the admiral ought not to be disturbed before the 
doctor's next visit; Mr. Woodseer hacl been allowed 
to sit by his bed yesterday only for ten minutes, to 
divert him with his talk. She protc'cted in this 
wretched manner the poor gentleman she sacrificed 
and emitted such a smell of secrecy, that Livia wrote 
three words on her card, for it to be taken to Admiral 
Baklwin at once. Mrs. Carthew supplicated faintly; 
she wfis unheeded. 

The Countess of Fleetwood mounted the stairs—to 
desetrnd tlieni with the knowledge of her being the 
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Dowager Countess of Fleetwood! Henrietta hatl spoken 
of the Countess of Fleetwood's hatred of the title of 
Dowager. Hut wdien I-.ady Fleetwood had the fact from 
the admiral, would she forbear to excite him ? If she 
repudiated it, she would provoke him to tire * one of 
his broadsides,' os thev said in the family, to assert 
it; and that might exhaust him; and there was peri] 
in that. And who was guilty ? Mrs. Carthew con¬ 
fessed her guilt, asking how it could have been avoidcnl. 
She made appeal to Gower on his return, transfixing 
him. 

Not only is he no philosopher who has an idol, he 
has to learn that he cannot think mtionally; his due 
sense of weight and measure is lost, the choice of his 
thoughts as well. He was in the house with Ids 
devoutly, simply worshi])ped, pearl of women, and Ids 
wdiole ndiid fell to work without ado u])on the extrava¬ 
gant height of the adtidrurs shirt-collar cutting his cars. 
The very beating of Ids heart was perplexed to know 
whether it was for rapture or annoyance. As u result 
he was hut histrionically master of himself when the 
t\)unte8s Livia or the nimbus of the lady appeared in 
the room. 

She received Ids bow ; she directed Mrs. C'artbew to 
have the doctor summoned immediately. The remorse¬ 
ful woman dew. 

^Admiral Fakcnham is very ill, Mr. Woodsecr, he 
has had distracting news. Oh, no, tlie messenger is not 
blamed. You are Lord Fleetwood's friend and will not 
allow him to be prejudged. He will he in town shortly. 
I know' him well, you know him; and could you hear 
him accused of cruelty—and to a woman F He is the 
]^ul of chivalry. So, in his way, is the admiral. If he 
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were only more patient! Let us wait for Lord Fleet- 
wood’s version. I am certain it will satisfy me. The 
admiral wishes you to step iij) to him. Be veiy quiet; 
you will Ik* ; e-onsent to everything. I was unaware of 
his condition : the things I heard were incredible. I 
hope the doctor will not delay. Now go. Beg to 
retire sewn.’ 

Livia spoke under her breatli; she had fears. 

Admiral Baldwin lay in liis bed, submitting to a 
nurse-woman—sign of extreme exhaustion. lie plucked 
strength from the sight of Gower and bundled the 
woman out of the room, muttering: ‘ Kill myself.^ 
Not half so quick as they M do it- I can’t ri'st f(»r that 
Whitechapel of yours. IMease fetch pen and jmper: 
it’s a letter.’ 

Tiio letter began, ‘ Dear J.ady Arpington.’ 

'File dictation of it came in starts. At one moment 
it seemed as if life’s ending shook the curtains on oi»r 
stage and were about to lift. An old friend in the 
reader of the letter would need no excuse for its 
jerky bn*vity. It wild that his pet girl, Miss Kirby, 
was married to the Earl of Fleetwood in the first 
wix'k of last month, and was now to be found at a 
sho]» No. 45 Longways, WhitechajH*!; that the writer 
was ill, unable to stir; that he would be in London 
within eight-and-forty hours at furthest. He begged 
liady Arpington to send down to the place and have 
the young countess fetched to her, and keep her until 
he came. 

* Admiral Baldwin sat up to sign the letter. 

‘ Yes, and write “ miracles happen when the devil’s 
abroad ”—done it! ’ he said, sinking back. *Now seal, 
you ’ll find wax—the ring at my watch-chain.’ 
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He sighed, as it were the sound of his very last; he 
lay like a sltvper twitched by a dream. There had 
been a scene with Livia. The dictating of the letter 
took his remainder of strength out of him. 

Gower calleii in the nurse, and went downstairs. 
He wanted the address of l^ly Arpington’s town 
house. 

‘You have a letter for her?' said Livia, and held her 
hami fc»r it in a way not tt) be withstood. 

‘Tljcre's no superscription,’ he remarked. 

‘1 will see to that, Mr. \V(»odseer.' 

‘ 1 fancy I am bound, I^dy Fleetwood.' 

‘ By no means.’ She touched Ids arm. ‘ You are 
Lord Fleetwood's friend.’ 

A slight convulsion of the frame struck the mlmiral’s 
shirt-collar at his ears; it virtually prostrated him 
under foot of a lady so benign in overlooking the 
spei‘lacle he presented. Still, he considered ; he had 
wits alive enough just to perceive a *iuty. 

‘The letter was entrusted to me, I.ady Fleetwooil.’ 

‘ Wju are afraid to entrust it to the jiost 

‘ 1 wa.s thinking of delivering it myself in town.’ 

‘ You will entrust it to me.’ 

* Anything on earth of my <»wn.’ 

‘The treasure would lie valued. This you confide 
to my care.' 

‘ it is important.’ 

‘ No.’ 

‘ Indeed it is.’ 

‘Say that it is, then. It is quite safe with me. It 
may be important that it should not be delivered. Arc 
you not Lord Fleetwootl's friend ? Lady Arpington is 
not so very, very prominent in the list with you and me. 
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Besiiles, I don't think she has come to town yet. She 
generally secs out the end of the hunting season. I^ave 
the letter to me: it sh/ill go. You, with your keen 
observation missing nothing, have seen that my uncle 
has not his whole judgment at present. There are two 
sides to a case. I^rd Fleetwood's friend will know 
that it would be unfair to offer him up to his enemies 
while he is absent. Things going favourably here, I 
drive Iwick to town to-morrow, and I hope you will 
accept a seat in my carriage.’ 

He delivered his courtliest; he was riding on 
cloud. 

'I'hcy talked of lladen. Ilis honourable surrender of 
her defeated purse was a subject for gentle humour with 
her, venturesome coinpliinent with him. lie spoke 
well; and though his hands were clean of Sir Met^on 
Corliy's reproach of them, the caricature of presentable 
men blushed absurdly and seemed uneasy in his inons> 
trous collar. Tlie touching of him again would not be 
required to set him pacing to her steps. His Imng €>f 
the head testified to the unerring stamp of a likeness 
Captain Abrane could affix with a stroke: he looked 
the fiddler over his bow, playing wonderfully to conceal 
the crack of a string. The merit of being one of her 
army of admirers was accorded to him. The letter to 
liady Arpington was retained. 

Gower deferred the further mention of the letter 
until a visit to the admiral's chamber should furnish 
an excuse; and he had to w^ait for it. Admiral 
Bkldwin's condition was becoming ominous. He sent 
messages downstairs by the doctor, forbidding his 
guest's departure until they two could make the journey 
together next day. The tortured and blissful young 
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man, stnp|H?d of liis borrowed philo8op)K'r’'s cloak, 
hung conscicneo-riddcn in this delicious bower, which 
was perceptibly an antechamber of the vaults, pfiering 
him the study he thirsted fur, shrank from, and mixed 
with his cup of amorous worship. 


CHAPTER XXI 

IN WIIK’U WK HAVK I rUTlIKK <;i.tMi’SKS OF THK WONDKUOS 

mkchanism of ouli voi'N(;ku man 

Thk report of Admiral Baldwin Fakenham as having 
died ill the arms of a stranger visiting the house, 
hit nearer the mark than usual, lie yielded his lust 
breath as Gower AVoodseer was lowering him to his 
pillow, shortly after a Iiusky whisper of the letter to 
I^ly Arpington; and that was one of Gower's crucial 
trials. It condemned him, for the pacifying of a 
dying man, to tiic murmur and shulfle, which was a 
lie; and the lie burnt him, contrilmted to tlie brand 
on his race, lie and his father upheld a siilitary bare 
staff, where the Cambrian flag hail flown, before their 
people had l>ecn trampled in mire, to do as the 
worms. His loathing of any shadow of the lie was 
a protest on behalf of Welsh blood against an English 
charge, besides the passion for spiritual cleanliness: 
without which was no comprehension, therefore no 
enjoyment, of Nature possible to him. For Nature is 
the truth. 

He bej^d the countess to let him have the letter; 
he held to the petition, with supplications; he spoke 
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of hifi pledged word, his honour; and her countenance 
did not deny to such an object as she bclicld the right 
to a sense of honour. ‘ We all have the sentiment, 
I hope, Mr. Woodseer,’ she said, stupefying the wor¬ 
shipper, who did not see it manifested. There was 
a look of gentle intimacy, expressive of common 
grounds between them, accompanying the dead words. 
Mistress of the letter, and the letter siife under lock, 
the admiral dead, she luid not to bestow a touch of 
her hand on his coat-sleeve in declining to return 
it. A face languidly and benev<ilently querulous was 
bent on him, when he, so clever a man, resumed his 
very silly petition. 

She was moon out of cloud at a change of the 
theme. Ctower journeyed to London without the letter, 
intoxicated, and conscious of poison ; enamoured of it, 
and straining for health. Ho had to reflect at the 
journey's eml, that lie had picked up nothing on the 
road, neither a thing observed nor a thing imagined ; 
he was a troubled pool instead of a flowing river. 

The best help to health for him was a day in his 
father's house. We are [XTpctiially at our comparisons 
of t)urselvt's with others; and they are mostly profitless; 
but the man carrying his religious light, to light the 
darkest ways of his fellows, and keeping good cheer, 
as though the heart of him ran a mountain water 
through the grimy region, plucked at Gower with an 
envy to resemble him in practice. His philosophy, too, 
reproached him for being outshone. Apart from his 
phTlosophy, he stood confessed a bankrupt; and it had 
dwindl^ to near extinction. Adoration of a woman 
takes the breath out of philosophy. And if one Iiad 
only to say sheer donkey, he consenting to be driven by 
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her! One has to say worse in this case; for the words 
are, liar and traitor. 

Carinthia’s attitude toward his fatlier conduced to 
his emulous respect for the old man, below whom, and 
indeed below the roatlway of ordinary principles hedged 
with dull texU, he hod strangely fallen. The sight of 
her lashed him. She made it her busiin^ss or it was her 
pletisure to go the rounds bi’side Mr. W<x)dsei*r visiting 
his poor [)eople. She s(M)ke of tlie smies she witnessed, 
and threw no stress on the w'retchediiess, having only 
the wish to assist in ministering. Probably the great 
wretchedness bubbling over the pliu’c blunted her fi’cl- 
ing of loss at tlie word of Admiral Baldwin's end ; her 
bosom sprang up: ‘He was next to fatlier,’ was all she 
said ; and she soon reverted to this and that house of 
the lodgings of [loverty. She had descended on the 
world. There was of course a world outside White¬ 
chapel, but Whitechapel was hot about her; the nests 
of misi‘ry, the sharp note of want in the air, tricks of 
an urchin who had amused her. 

As to the place itself, she had no judgement to pro¬ 
nounce, except that: ‘They have no mornings here ;’ 
and the childi.sh remark set her quivering on her 
heights, like one seen through a tear, in Gower’s 
memory. Scarce anything of her hungry, impatience to 
meet her husband was visible: she had come to London 
to meet him; she hoped to meet him soon : before her 
brother’s return, she could have added. She mentioned 
the goodness of Sarah Winch in not allowing that she 
was a burden to support. Money and its uses had 
impressed her; the quantity possessed by some, the 
utter need of it for the first of human purposes by 
others. Her speech w'os not of so halting or foreign 
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an EngHbli. She grew rapidly wherever she was 
planted. 

Speculation on the conduct of her husband, empty 
as it might be, was necessitated in Gower. He pur¬ 
sued it, and listened to his father similarly at work: 

‘ A young lady lit for any station, the kindest of souls, 
a iKirn charitable Imman creature, void of pride, near 
in all she does and thinks to the Sha})ing llaiid, why 
should her husband forsake her on the day of their 
nuptials 1 She is most gracdous; the simplicity of an 
infant. Can you imagine the doing of an injury liy a 
man to a woman like her P** 

Then it was that Gower screwed himself to say;— 

‘ Yes, I can imagine it, 1 ’m doing it myself. I shall 
be doing it till I Ve written a letter and paid a visit.’ 

He took a medilalive stride or two in the room, 
thinking without revulsion of the Countess Livia under 
a similitude of the bell of the plant henbane, and that 
his father had immunity from temptation because of 
the insensibility to beauty. Out of which lie passed 
to the writing of the letter to Lord Fleetwood, in¬ 
forming his lordship that he intended immediately to 
deliver a message to the Marchioness of Arpington 
from Admiral Baldwin Fakenliam, in relation to the 
Countess of Fleetwood. A duty was easily done by 
Gower when he had surmounted the task of conceiving 
his resolution to do it; and this task, involving an 
ofience to the Lady Livia and intrusion of his name 
on a nobleman's recollection, ranked next in severity 
to^the chopping off of his fingers by a man suspecting 
them of the bite of rabies. 

An interview with Lady Arpington was granted him 
the following day. 
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She was a florid, aquiline, loud-voiced lady, evidently 
having no scat for her wonderments, after iiis account 
of the origin of Ids acquaintance with the admiral had 
quieted lier suspicions. The world had only to stand 
beside her, and it would hear what she had heard. 
She rushed to the conclusion that Lord Fleetwood 
hail inarrieil a person of no family. 

‘ Really, really, that young man s freaks appear 
designed for the express purpose of heightening our 
ainazemcnt!" she exclaimed. ‘He won't easily get 
l)eyond a wife in the east of London, at a .v/n>/>; but 
tlierc's no knowing. Any wish of Admiral Raldwin 
Fakenham's I hold sacred. At least I can sec for 
myself. Yt)ii can't tell ma more of the facts? If 
l^rd Fleet wood's in town, 1 will call him here at once. 
I will drive down to this address you give me. She 
is a civil person ?' 

‘ Her breeding is perfect,* saiil Gower. 

‘Perfect breeding, you say?' Luly Arpington was 
reduced to a murmur. She considered the speaker: 
his ontliuulish garb, his un))rotesliiig sidf-posscssion. 
He .sj>oke good Fhigli.sli by habit, Jut ear told her. 
She w’as of an eminence to judge of a man impartially, 
even to the suirerance of an opinion from him, on a 
subject that leaser ladies >vould have, denied to his 
clothing. Outwardly simple, naturally frank, though 
a tangle of the complexities inwardly, he was a touch¬ 
stone for true aristocracy, os the humblest who l)ear 
the main elements of it must be. Certain humorous 
turns in his conversation won him an amicable smile 
when he bowed to leave: they were the needed finish 
of a favourable impression. 

One day later the carl arrived in town, read Gower 
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Woodseer’s brief words, and received the consequently 
expected summons, couched in a great lady's plain 
imperative. She was connected with his family on the 
paternal side. 

He went obediently; not unwillingly, let the deputed 
historian of the Marriage, turning over dcK'uments, here 
say. He went to Lady Arpington dis|K)8ed for marital 
humaneness and jog-trot harmony, by condescension; 
equivalent to a submitting to the drone of an incessant 
psalm nt the drum of the ear. He was, in fact, rather 
more than inclined that way. Wlien very young, at the 
age of tiurteen, a mood of religious fervour had spirit- 
ualizi’d the didncss of Protestant pew and pulpit for him. 
Another lit of it, in the Roman Tatholic direction, had 
proposed, during his latest dilemnni, to relieve him of 
the burden of his pledged word. He had plunged for 
a short s|Nice into the rapturous contemplation of a 
monastic life—‘ the clean soul for the macerai.ed flesh,' 
as that fellow Woodseer said once: and such as his 
friend, the Roman Catholic Lord Feltre, moodily talked 
of getting in his intervals, lie had gone d<iwn to a 
young and novel trial establishment of English peni¬ 
tents in the forest of a Midland county, and hod 
watched and envieil, and seen the escape fixim a lifelong 
bondage to the * beautiful Gorgon,' under cover of a 
white fltumel frock. The world pulled hard, and he 
gave his body into chains of a woman, to redeem his 
word. 

But there was a plea on behalf of this woman. The 
life*she oflered might have psalmic iteration; the dead 
monotony of it in prospect did, nevertheless, exorcise a 
devil. Carinthia pnmiised, it might seem, to chase and 
keep the black beast out of him permanently, as die 
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could, he now conceived: for since the day of the 
mairiage with her, tlie devil inhabiting him had at 
least been easier, ‘ up in a corner.’ * 

He held an individual memory of his bride, rose- 
veiled, secret to them l)oth, that made them one, by 
subduing him. For it was a cliarin ; an actual femi¬ 
nine, an unanticipab'd personal, charm ; post rciich of 
tongue to name, wordless in thought. 'I'here, among 
tlie folds of the incense vnjwurs of our heart’s holy of 
holies,it hung; and it wits rave, it was distinctive of 
her, and alluring, if one consented to molt to it, and 
accepted for com]>ensation the exorcising of a devil. 

Oh, but no mere devil by title !—a very devil. It 
w’as alert and fri^ky, riusliing, tilling the thin cold idea 
of Ileiirietla at a tiiought; and in the thought it made 
("ariiitbia's intimate charm appear as no better than a 
thing to enrich a l)cggar, while he knew that kings 
could never command the charm. Not love, oidy the 
bathing in Henrietta’s incom})aral)le henuty and the 
desire to be, desire to have lieen, the casket of it, 
broke the world to tempest and lightnings at a view 
of Ileiirietta the married woman-" married to the 
brother of the woman calling him husband :—‘ It is 
my husband.’ The young tyrant of wealth couhl have 
avowed that he did not love Henrietta,; but not the 
less wa.s be in the swing of a whirlwind at the hint of 
her loving the man she lutd married. Did she.^ It 
might Ikj tried. 

Slie ? That Henrietta is one of the creatures who 
love pleasure, love flattery, love their beauty: they 
cannot love a man. Or the love is a ship tliat will 
not sail a sea. 

Now, if the fact were declared and attested, if her 
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shallowness were seen proved, one might get free of 
the devil she plants in the breast. Absolutely to 
despise her would' be release, and it would allow 
of his tasting Carinthia’s charm, reluctantly acknow¬ 
ledged ; not ‘ money of the country ’ beside that golden 
Henrietta’s. 

Yet who can say?—women are such deceptions. 
Often their fairest, apparently sweetest, when brought 
to the keenest of the tests, are graceless; or worse, 
artificially consonant; in either instance barren of the 
poetic. Thousands of the confidently expectant among 
men have been unbewitched; a lamentable finxress; 
and the grimly reticent and the loudly discursive are 
equally eloquent of the pretty general disillusion. 
How they loathe and tear the mask of the sham 
attraction that snatched them to the hag yoke, and 
fell away to show its grisly horrors %vithin the round 
of the month, if not the second eiuimeratibn of twelve 
by the clock ! Fleetwood had heard certain candid 
seniors talk, delivering their minds in superior appre¬ 
ciation of unpretentious boor wenches, nature’s pro¬ 
ducts, not esteemed by him. Well, of a truth, she— 
‘ lied Hair and Hugged Brows,’ as the fellow Woodscer 
hod called her, in alternation with ‘ Mountain Face to 
Sun ’—she at the unveiling was gentle, surfiossingly ; 
graceful in the furnace of the trial. She wore through 
the critic ordeal his burning sensitivenc'ss to grace and 
delicacy cast almut a woman, and w'as rather better 
than not withered by it. 

(7n the borders between maidenly and wifely, she, 
a thing of flesh like other daughters of earth, had 
impressed her sceptical lord, inclining to contempt of 
her and detestation of his bargain, as a flitting hue, 
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ethereal, a transfiguration of eartliHiiess in the core of 
the earthly furnace. And how?—but that it must 
have been the naked shining forth of her character^ 
startled to show itself:—* It is my husband':—it must 
have been love. 

ITie love that they versify, and strum on guitars, 
and go crazy over, and end by roaring at ns the delu¬ 
sion ; this common bloom of the ripeness of a season ; 
this would never have utterly captured a sceptic, to 
vanquish him in his mastery, snare him in her sur¬ 
render. It must have been the veribible passion : a 
flame kept alive by vestal ministrants in the yew-wood 
of the forest of Old Romance; planted only in the 
breasts of very favourite maidens. I>ove had eyes, 
love had a voice that night,—love was the explicable 
magic lifting terrestrial to seraphic. Though, true, 
she had not Henrietta's gulden smoothness of lK*auty. 
Henrietta, illumined with such a love, would outdo 
all legends, all dreams of the tale of love. Would 
she ? F<»r credulous men she would be golden coin of 
the curri?ncy. She would not liave a particular wild 
flavour: charm as of the running doe that has taken 
a dart and rolls an eye to burst the hunter's heart 
with pity. 

, Fleetwood went his way to l/wly Arpington almost 
complacently, having fought and laid his wilder self. 
He might be likened to the doctor s patient entering 
the chemist's sbof>, with a prescription for a drug of 
healing virtue, upon which tiie palate is os little con¬ 
sulted as a robustious lollypop boy in tlie household of 
ceremonial parents, who have rung for the troop of 
their orderly domestics to sit in a row and licarken the 
intonation of good words. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

A IlH;riT-MINl)ED GllKAT 

Tiik bow, the welcome, and the introductory remarks 
pfLssed rapidly as the pull at two sides of a curtain 
opening on a scene that stiffens courtliness to hard 
attention. 

After the names of Admiral llaldwin and * the Mr. 
Woodscer,’ the name of Whitechapel was mentioned by 
Lady Arpington. It might have been the name of any 
other place. 

‘ Ah, so far, then, I have to instruct you,’ she siiid, 
observing the young earl. ‘I drove down there yester¬ 
day. I saw tlie lady calling herself Countess of Fleet- 
wood. Ily right? She was a Miss Kirby.’ 

‘ She has the right,’ Fleetwood said, standing well up 
out of a discharge of musketry. 

‘ Marriage not contested. You knew of her l)eing in 
that place ?—I can’t descrilx? it’ 

‘ Your ladyship will pardon me?’ 

lAmdon’s frontier of barbarism was named for him 
again, and in a tone to penetrate. 

He refrained from putting the question of how sIk» 
had come there. 

As iron as lie looked, he said: ‘ She stays there by 
choice,’ 

The great lady tapfied her foot on the flcHir. 

'Yon are not acquainted with the district’ 

‘ One of my men comes out of it.’ 

‘The coming out of it! . . . However, I under* 
stand her story, that shjp travelled from a village inn, 
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where she had hcen left—without resources. She 
waited weeks; I forget how many. She has a de- 
scrijitiuii of maid in atteiidiince on her. She cfunc 
to I^xmdou to find her husband. You were at the 
mines, we hearth Her one desire is to meet her 
husliand. Hut, goodness! Fleetwood, wliy do you 
frown.^ Y"<m acknowledgi; the marriage, she has the 
name of the eliui*ch; she wtes married out of that old 
Lord J^'\ellier’s house. You drove her—1 won’t it‘* 
}ieat the fliglity business. Ytui left her, ami she did 
her best to follow you. Will the young men (»f our 
time not learn that life is no longer a game when they 
have a woman for fmrtner in the mutch! You don't 
complain of her fiiivour of a foreign mtuiiier.J' She 
can't be so very . . . Admiral Haldw'in\s daughter Inw 
married her brother; ami he is a military officer. She 
has germs of breeding, wants only a little rub of the 
world to smooth her. Speak to the point:—do you 
meet her here.^ Do you refuser' 

‘ At f»resent ‘f I do.' 

‘ Something has to be done.' 

‘ She wits bound to stay where I left her.' 

‘ You are liound to provide for her becomingly.’ 

‘ Provision shall be made, of course.’ 

‘ The story will . . , unless—and cpjickjly, too.' 

‘ 1 know*, I know !' 

Fleetwood liad the clang of all tin* bells of London 
chiming Whitechapel at him in his head, and he 
betrayed the irritated tyrant ready to decree fire and 
sword, for the defence or solace of his tender Kcnsi* 
bilities. 

Tlie black flash flew. 

‘It's a thing to mend, as well as one can,' Lady 

VOL. 1. a 



848 TH^ AMAZING MAftRIAGE 

Arpington said. * I am not inquisitive: you had your 
reasons or chose to act without any. Get her away 
from that }}lace. She won't come to me unless it's to 
meet her husband. Ah, well, temper does not solve 
your problem; husband you are, if you married her. 
We’ll leave the husband undiscussed: with this reserve, 
that it seems to me men are now lieginning to play the 
misunderstood.’ 

‘I Jiopc they know themselves better,’ said Fleet- 
wood ; and he begged for the name and number of the 
house in the Whitecha})el street, where she who was 
discernibly his enemy, and the deadliest of enemies, 
liad now her dwelling. 

Her immediate rush to that place, the fixing of her¬ 
self there for an assault on him, was a move worthy the 
daughter of the rascal Old Buccaneer; it compelled 
to urgent measures, lie, as he felt horribly in pencil¬ 
ling her atldress,acted under compulsion; and a woman 
prodded the goad. Her mask of ingenuousness was 
flung away for a look of craft, which could be power; 
and with her changcnl aspect his tolerance changed to 
hatred. 

‘ A shop,’ liady Arpington explained for his better 
direction : ‘ potatoes, vegetable stuff. Honest people, 
I am to believe. She is indifferent to her food, she 
says. She works, helping one of their ministers—one 
of their denominations: heaven knows wdmt they call 
themselves! Anything to escape from the Church! 
She’s likely to become a Methodist. With Lord 
FeHre proselytizing for his .Papist creed. Lord Pit- 
screw a dechu'ed Mohammedan, we shall have a pretty 
English aristocracy in time. Well, she may claim to 
belong to it now. She would not be persuaded against 
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visitations to pestiferous hovels. What else is there 
to do in such a place P She goes about catch¬ 
ing diseases to avoid bilious melancholy in the dark 
back room of a small greengrocer's shop in Whitechapel. 
There you have the word for the Countess of Fleetwood’s 
present address.’ 

It drenched him with ridicule. 

* I am indebted to your ladyship for the information,' 
he said, and maintained his rigidity. 

The great lady stiffened. 

‘ I am obliged to ask you whether you intend to act 
on it at once. The admiral has gone; 1 am in some 
sort deputed as a guardian to her, and I warn you— 
very well, very well. In your own interests, it will be. 
If she is left there another two or three days, the name 
of the place will stick to her,' 

‘She has baptized herself with it already, I imagine,’ 
said Fleetwood. * She will have Essleniont to live in.’ 

* There will be moi’e than one to speak as to that. 
You should know her.’ 

‘ I do not know her.’ 

‘ You married her.’ 

* The circumstances are admitted,’ 

‘ If I may hazard a guess, she is unlikely to come to 
terms without a previous interview. Sl\e is Ixjnt on 
meeting you.’ 

‘ I am to be subjected to further annoyance, or she 
will take the name of the place she at present inhabits, 
and bombard me with it. Those are the terms.’ 

^ ‘She has a brother living, I remind you.’ 

‘ State the deduction, if you please, my lady.’ 

‘ She is not of a totally inferior family.’ 

‘ She had a father famous over England as the Old 
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Buccaneer, and is a diligent reader of his book of 
Maxims for Mfx.' 

‘ Dear me! Then Kirby—Captain Kirby ! I re¬ 
member. That's her origin, is it?’ the great lady 
cried, illumined. ^My mother used to talk of the 
Cressett scandal. Old Lady Arpiiigton, too. At any 
rate, it ended in their union—tiie formalities were pro- 
jXTly respected, as soon as they could be.’ 

^ 1 am unaware.’ 

‘ 1 detest such a tone of speaking. Speaking as you 
do now—married to the daughter? You are not 
yourself, Lord Fleetwood.’ 

‘Quite, ma’am, let me assure you. Otherwise the 
Kirby-Cressetts w'ould he dictating to me from the 
inu/zle of one of the old rapscallion’s Maxims. They 
will learn that I am myself.’ 

‘ You don’t improve as you proceed. I tell you this, 
you ’ll not have me for a friend. You have your troops 
of satellites; but take it as equal to a projdiecy, you 
won’t have London with you; and you ’ll hear of Lord 
Fleetwood and his Whitechapel Countess till your ears 
ache.’ 

The preluding box on them reddened him. 

‘ She will have the offer of Esslemont.’ 

* Undertake to persuade her in person.’ 

‘ I have spoken on that head.’ 

‘Well, I may be mistaken,—I fancied it before I 
knew of the pair she springs from: you won’t get her 
consent to anything without your consenting to meet 
her. Surely it’s the manlier w’ay. It might be settled for 
to-morrow, here, in this room. She prays to meet you.’ 

With ail indicated gesture of ‘Save me from it,’ 
Fleetwood bowed. 
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He left no friend thinking over the riddle of his con¬ 
duct. She was a loud-voiced lady, given to strike out 
phrases. The ‘Whitechapel Countess’ of the wealthiest 
nobleman of his day was heard by her on I^ndon’s 
wagging tongue. She considered also that he ought at 
least have propitiated her; he was in the position 
requiring of him to do something of the kind, and he 
had sho^im instead the dogged pride which calls for a 
whip. Fool as he must have been to go and commit 
himself to marriage with a girl of whom he knew 
nothing or little, the assumption of pride belonged to 
the order of impudent disguises intolerable to behold 
and not, in a modern manner, castigate. 

Notwithstanding a dislike of the Dowager Countess 
of Fleetwood, Lady Arpington paid Livia an afternoon 
visit; and added thereby to the stock of her knowledge 
and the grounds of her disapprobation. 

Down in Whitechapel, it was known to the Winch 
girls and the Woodseers that Captain Kirby and his 
wife had spent the bitterest of hours in vainly striving 
to break their immovable sister’s will to remain there. 

At the tea-time of simple people, who make it a 
meal, Gower’s appetite for the home-made bread of 
Mary Jones w'as checked by the l)earer of a short note 
from liOrd Fleetwood. The half-dozeh lines were 
cordial, breathing of their walk in the Austrian high¬ 
lands, and naming a renowned city hotel for dinner 
that day, the hour seven, the reply yes or no by mes¬ 
senger. 

‘But we are man to man, so there’s no “No” 
between us two,’ the note said, reviving a scene of rosy 
crag and pine forest, where there had lieen philosophi¬ 
cal fun over the appropriate sexes of those our most 
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important fighting—ultimately, we will hope, to be 
united—syllables, and the when for men, the when for 
women, to select the one of them as their weapon. 

Under the circumstances, Gower thought such a piece 
of writing to him magnanimous. 

* It may be the solution,' his father remarked. 

Both had the desire; and Gower's reply was the yes, 
our brave male word, supposed to be not so compro¬ 
mising to men in the employment of it as a form of 
acquiescence rather than insistent pressure. 


CHAPTER XXIII 

IN DAMK COSSir's VKTN 

soon the London pot began to bubble. There 
was a marriage. 

7'here are marria^rs Jty the thovmvd evm'y day of the 
year that i9 not comecrated to prayer^for thejbrgiveneas 
of onr simf the Old Buccaneer, writing it with simple 
intent, says, by way of preface to a scries of Maxims 
for men who contemplate acceptance of the yoke. 

This was a marriage high as the firmament over 
common occurrences, black as Erebus to confound; it 
involved the w'reck of expectations, disastrous eclipse 
of a sovereign luminary in the splendour of his rise, 
PJmethon's descent to the Shades through a smoking 
and a crackling world. Asserted here, verified there, 
the rumour gathered volume, and from a serpent of 
vapour resolved to sturdy concrete before it was tan¬ 
gible. (bntradiction retired into corners, only to ba 
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swept out of them. For this marriage, abominable to 
hear of, was of so wonderful a sort, that the story 
filled the mind, and the discrediting of the stoiy 
threatened the great world's cranium with a vacuity 
yet more monstrously abominable. 

For he, tlie planet Croesus of his time, recently, 
scarce later than last night, a glorious object of the 
mid-heavens above the market, has been enveloped, 
caught, gobbk»d up by one of the nameless little 
witches riding after dusk the way of the wind on broom¬ 
sticks—by one of them! She caught him like a fly in 
the hand off a pane of glass, gobbled him with the 
customary facility of a pecking pullet. 

But was the planet Croesus of his time a young man 
to be so caught, so gobbled P 

There is the mystery of it. On his coming of age, 
that young man gave sign of his having a city head. 
He put his guardians deliberately aside, had liis lawyers 
and bailiffs and stewards thoroughly under control: 
managed a particularly diflicult step-mother; escaped 
the snares of her lovely cousin; and drove his team of 
sycophants exactly the road he chose to go and no 
other. He had a will. 

The world accounted him wildish ? 

Always from his own offset, to his oHfn ends. Never 
for another's dictation or l)eguilemcnt. Never for a 
woman. He was born with a suspicion of the sex. 
Poetry decorated women, he said, to lime and drag 
men in the foulest ruts of prose. 

We are to believe he has been effectively captured ? 

It is positively a marriage; he admits it. 

Where celebrated ? • 

Tliere we are at hoodman-blind for the moment. 
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Three counties claim the church ; two ends of 
London. 

She is not a person of society, lineage ? 

Nor of beauty. She is a witch; ordinarily petti- 
coate<l and not s(iueaking like a shrew-mouse in her 
flights, but not a whit less a moon-shade witch. The 
kind is famous. Fairy tales and terrible romances tell 
of her ; she is just as much at home in life, and springs 
usually from the mire to enthral our knightliost. Is it 
a popular hero ? She has him, sooner or later. A 
planet Cnesus ? He falls to her. 

That is, if his people fail to attach him in legal 
bonds to a damsel of a corresponding birth on the day 
when he is breeched. 

Small is her need to be young—especially if it is the 
man who is very young. She is the created among 
women armed with the deadly instinct for the motive 
force in men, and shameless to attract it. Self-respect¬ 
ing women treat men as their tamed housemates. She 
blows the horn of the wild old forest, irresistible to the 
animal. O the droop of the eyelids, the curve of a 
lip, the rustle of silks, the mucli heart, the neat ankle ; 
and the sparkling agreement, the reserve—the motherly 
feminine petition that she may retain her own small 
petted babe of an opinion, legitimate or not, by per¬ 
mission of superior authority!—proof at once of her 
intelligence and her appreciativeness. Her infinitesimal 
spells are seen; yet, despite experience, the magnetism 
in their repulsive di.splay is barely apprehended by 
sedate observers until the astounding capture is pro¬ 
claimed. It is visible enough then:—and O men I 
O morals! If she can but trick the smallest bit in 
stooping, she has the pick of men. 
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Our present sample shows her to lie young: she is 
young and a foreigner. Mr. Chumley Potts vouehes 
for it. Speaks foreign English. He thinks her more 
ninny than knave: she is the tool of a wily plotter, 
picked up off the highway road by Lord Fleetwood as 
soon as he had her in his eye. Sir Mccson Corby 
wrings liis frilled hands to depict the horror of the 
hands of that tramp the young lord had her from. 
They afflict him malariously still. The man, he says, 
the man as well was an infatuation, because he talks 
like a Dictionary Cheap Jack, and may have had an 
education and dropped into vagrancy, owing to indis¬ 
cretions. I^rd Fleetwood ran about in Germany 
repeating his remarks. But the man is really an 
accomplished violinist, we hear. She dances the tam¬ 
bourine business. A sister of the man, perhaps, if we 
must be charitable. They are, some say, a couple of 
Hungarian gypsies Lord F. found at a show and 
brought over to England, and soon had it on his con¬ 
science that be ought to marry her, like the Quixote of 
honour that he is; which is equal to saying crazy, as 
there is no doubt his mother was. 

The marriage is no longer disputable; poor Lady 
Fleetwood, whatever her faults as a stepmother, does 
nA longer deny the celebration of a mai'riage; though 
she might reasonably discredit any such story if he, on 
the evening of the date of the wedding day, was at a 
ball, seen by her at the supper-table; and the next day 
he sat among the Peers and voted against the Govern¬ 
ment, and then went down to his estates in Wales, 
being an excellent holder of the reins, whether on the 
coach box or over the cash box. 

More and more wonderful, we hear that he drove his 
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bride straight from the church to the field of a prize¬ 
fight, arranged for her special delectation. She dotes 
on seeing blood-shed and drinking champagne. Young 
Mr. Mallard is our authority; and he says, she enjoyed 
it, and cheered the victor for being her husliand's man. 
And after the shocking exhibition, good-bye; the 
Countess of Fleetwood was left sole occupant of a 
wayside inn, and may have learnt in her solitude that 
she would have been wise to feign disgust; for men to 
the smallest degree cultivated are unable to pardon a 
want of delicacy in the woman who has chosen them, 
as they are taught to think by their having chosen her. 

So talked, so twittered, piped and croaked the 
Ijondon world over the early rumours of the marriage, 
this Amazing Marriage; which it got to be called, 
from the numl)er of items flocking to swell the wonder. 

Havens ravening by night, poised peregrines by day, 
provision-merchants for the dispensing of dainty scraps 
to tickle the ears, to arm the tongues, to explode repu¬ 
tations, those groat ladies, the Ladies Endor, Eldritch, 
and Cowry, fateful three of their period, avenged and 
scourged both innocence and naughtiness; innocence, 
on the whole, the least, when their withering suspicion 
of it had hunted the unhappy thing to the bank of 
Ophelia'*s ditch. Mallard and Chumley Potts, CaptdUn 
Abrane, Sir Meeson Corby, I^ord Brailstone, were 
plucked at and rattled, put to the blush, by a pursuit 
of inquiries conducted with beaks. High-nosed dames 
will surpass eminent judges in their temerity on the 
border-line where Ahem sounds the warning note to 
curtained decency. The courtly M. de St. Ombre had 
to stand confused. He, however, gave another versions 
.of Captain Abrane'^s ‘fiddler,’ and precipitated the 
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great ladies into the reflection, that French gentlemen, 
aince the execrable French Revolution, have lost their 
proper sense of the distinctions of Class. Homme 
Seaprtiy applied to a roving adventurer, a scarce other 
than vagabond, was either an undiscriniinating epithet 
or else a further example of the French deflciency in 
humour. 

Dexterous contriver, he undoubtedly is. Lady Cowry 
has it from Sir Meeson Corby, who had it from the 
poor dowager, that Lord Fleetwood has installed the 
man in his house and sits him at the opposite end of 
his table; fished him up from Whitchapcl, where the 
countess is left serving oranges at a small fruit-shop. 
With her own eyes, Lady Arpington saw her there; 
and she can‘'t be got to leave the place unless her hus¬ 
band drives his coach down to ^tch her. That he 
declines to do; so she remains the Whitechapel Coun¬ 
tess, all on her hind heels against the offer of a shilling 
of her husband's money, if she's not to bring him to his 
knees; and goes about at night with a low Methodist 
singing hymns along those dreadful streets, while Lord 
Fleetwood gives gorgeous entertainments. One signal 
from the man he has hired, and he stops drinking; ho 
will stop speaking as soon as the man's mouth is open. 
He is under a complete fascination, attributable, some 
say, to passes of the hands, which the man won’t wash , 
lest he should weaken tlieir influence. 

For it cannot be simply his violin playing. I'hey 
say he was a pupil of a master of the dark art in 
Germany, and can practise on us to make us think 
his commonest utterances extraordinarily acute and 
precious. Lord Fleetwood runs round quoting him 
to everybody, quite ridiculously. But the man’s 
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influence is sufficient to induce his patron to dnve 
down and fetch the Whitechapel Countess home in 
state, as she insists—if the man wishes it. Depend 
upon it he is the key of the mystery. 

Totally the contrary, I-ady Arpington declares!— 
the man is a learned man, formerly a Professor of 
English Literature in a German University, and no 
connection of the Whitechapel countess whatever, a 
chance nc^quaintance at the most. He operates on 
Ijord Heetwood with doses of German philosophy; 
otherwise, a harmless creature; and has consented to 
wash and dress. It is my lord who has had the chief 
influence. And the Countess Livia now backs him in 
maintaining that there is noWhere a more honest young 
man to be found. She may have her reasons. 

As for the Whitecha])el Countess . . . the whole 
story of the Old Ihiccanecr and Countess Fanny was 
retold, and it formed a terrific halo, presage of rains 
and hurricane tempest, over the girl the young earl had 
incomprehensibly espoused to discard. Those two had 
a son and a daughter born abroad:—in wedlock, we 
trust. The girl may be as wild a one as the mother. 
She has a will as determined as her husband’s. She is 
offered Esslemont, the earl’s Kentish mansion, for a 
residence, and she will none of it until she has him 
down in the east of l^ondon on his knees to entreat her. 
The injury w'as deep on one side or the other. It may 
be almost surely prophesied that the two will never 
con)p together. Will either of them deal the stroke for 
freedom ? And which is the likelier ? 

Meanwhile Lord Fleetwood and his Whitechapel 
Countess composed the laugh of London. Straightway 
Invention, the violent propagator, sprang from his 



IN DAME GOSSIP'S VEIN 


S5a 

filiades at a call of the great world’s appetite for more, 
and, rushing upon stationary Fact, supplied the required. 
Marvel upon marvel was recounted. Tiie inixcil origin 
of the singular issue could nut be examined, where all 
was increasingly funny. 

Always the shout for more produced it. She and 
her baud of Whitechapel boys were about in ambush to 
waylay the earl wherever he went. She stood knocking 
at his door through a whole night. lie dared not lug 
her before a magistrate for fear of exposure. Once, 
riding in the park with a troop of friends he had a 
young woman pointed out to him, and her finger was 
levelled, and she cried: ‘ There is the English noble¬ 
man who marries a girl and leaves her to go selling 
cabbages! ’ 

He left town for the Island, and belield his yacht 
sailing the Solent:—my lady the countess was on 
board! A pair of Tyrolese minstrels in the square 
kindled his enthusiasm at one of liis dinners; he sent 
them a sovereign; their humble, hearty thanks were 
returned to him in the name of Die Griifin vmi 
Fleetwood. 

The ladies Endor, Eldritch, and Cowry sifted their 
best. They let pass incredible stories : among otliers, 
that she had sent cards to the nobility‘*and gentry of 
the West End of London, offering to deliver sacks of 
potatoes by newly established donkey-cart at the doors 
of their residences, at so much fair sack, bills quarterly; 
with the postscript, Vive raristocratie! Their inform¬ 
ant had seen a card, and the stamp of the Fleetwood 
dragon-crest was on it. 

He has enemies, was variously said of the persecuted 
nobleman. But it was nothing worse than the parasite 
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that he had. This was the parasite's gentle treason, 
lie found it an easy road to humour; it pricked the 
idug fancy in liim to stir and curl; gave him occasion 
to bundle and bustle his patron kindly. Abrane, Potts, 
Mallard, and Sir Mcesun Corby were personages during 
the town's excitement, besought for having soniething 
to say. Petrels of the sea of tattle, they w'cre buoyed 
by the hubbub they created, and felt the tipsy happi-> 
ness of being certain to rouse the laugh wherever they 
alighted. Sir Mceson Corby, important to himself in 
an eminent degree, enjoyed the novel sense of his im¬ 
portance with his fellows. They crowded niund the 
bore who had scattered them. 

He traced the miserable catastrophe in the earl's 
fortunes to the cunning of the rascal now sponging on 
Fleetwood and trying to dress like a gentleman : a con¬ 
victed tramp, elevated by the caprice of tlie young 
nobleman he was plotting to ruin. Sir Meeson quoted 
Captain Abrane's latest eifort to hit the dirty object's 
name, by calling him ‘Fleetwood's Mr. Woodlouse.’ 
And was the rascal a sorcerer ? Sir Meeson spoke of 
him in the hearing of the Countess Livia, and she, 
previously echoing his disgust, corrected him sharply, 
and said : ‘ 1 begin to be of Itussctt's opinion, that his 
fault is his honesty.' The rascal hail won or partly 
won the empress of her sex! This Lady Livia, 
haughtiest and most fastidious of our younger great 
dames, had become tlie indulgent critic of the tramp's 
borrowed plumes! Nay, she would not listen to a 
depreciatory word on him from her cousin Henrietta 
Kirby-Levellier. 

Perhaps, after all, of all places for an encounter 
between the Earl of Fleetwood and the countess, those 
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vulgar Gardens across the water^ long since abandoned 
by the Fashion, were the most suitable. Thither one 
£sdr June night, for the sake of showing the dowager 
countess and henbcautiful cousin, the French nobleman, 
Sir Meeson Corby, and others, what were the pleasures 
of the I^iidon lower orders, my lord hod the whim to 
conduct them,^—merely a parade of observation once 
round;—the ladies veiled, the gentlemen with sticks, 
and two servants following, one of whom, dressed in 
quiet black, like the peaceful lest of parsons, was niy 
lords pugilist, Christopher Ines. 

Now, hero w'e come to history • though you will 
remember what History is. 

The party walked round the Gardens unm(»lested : 
nor have we grounds for supposing they assumed airs 
of state in the style of a previous generation. Only, as 
it happened, a gentleman of the party was a wag; no 
less than the famous, well-seasoned John Rose Mackrell, 
bent on amusing Mrs. Kirby-Levellier, to hear her lovely 
laughter; and his wit and his anecdotes, lioth inex¬ 
haustible, proved that, as he said, ‘a dried fish is no 
stale fish, and a smoky flavour to an old chimney story 
will often render it more piquant to the taste than one 
jumping fresh off the incident.’ His exact meaning in 
‘smoky flavour’ we are not to know ; but^whether that 
M. de St. Ombre should witness the effect of English 
humour upon them, or that the ladies could permit 
themselves to laugh, their voices accompanied the 
gentlemen in silvery volleys. There had been ‘ Mack¬ 
rell’ at Fleetwood's dinner-table; which was then a 
way of saying that diy throats made no count of the 
quantity of champagne imbibed, owing to the fits Rose 
Mackrell caused. However, there was loud laughter as 
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they strolled, and it was noticed ; and Fleetw'ood crying 
out, ^ Mackrell! Mockrcll 1' in delighted repudiation of 
the wag’s last sally, the cry of ‘ Hooray, Mackrell! ’ was 
caught up by the crowd. They were not the primary 
oUenders, for loud laughter in an isolated party is bad 
breeding; but they had not the plea of a copious 
dinner. 

So this affair began; inoffensively at the start, for 
niy lord was good-humoured about it. 

Kit Ines, of the mercurial legs, must now give 
impromptu display of his dancing, lie seized a 
partner, in the manner of a Homan the Sabine, sure 
of pleasing his patron; and the maid, passing from 
surprise to merriment, entered the quadrille perforce, 
all giggles, not without emulation, for she likewise 
had the passion for tlie dance. Whereby it befell 
tliat the pair footed in a way to gather observant 
spectators; and if it had not been that the man from 
whom the maid was willy-nilly snatched, conceived 
resentment, things might have passed comfortably; for 
Kit’s quips and cuts and high capers, and the Sunday* 
gravity of the barge face while the legs were at their 
impish trickery, double motion to the music, w'on the 
crowd to clieer. They conjectured him to be a British 
sailor. But the destituted man said, sailor or no sailor, 
—bos’en be hanged ! he should pay for his whistle. 

Honourably at the close of the quadrille, Kit brought 
her back; none the worse for it, he boldly affirmed, 
and he thanked the man for the sliort loan of her. 
Th» man had an itch to strike. Choosing rather to be 
struck first, he vented nasty remarks. My lord spoke 
to Kit and moved on. At the moment of the step. 
Hose Mackrell uttered something, a waggery of some 
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sort, heard to ho forgotten, but of such instantaneous 
effect, that the prompt and immoderate laugli succeed¬ 
ing it might reasonably be taken for a fling of scorn at 
himself, by an injui-ed man. They were a jrnrly; he 
therefore proceeded to make one, appealing to English 
sentiment and right feeling. T-lie blameless and re¬ 
pentant maid plucked at his coat to keep him from 
dogging the heels of the gentlemen. Fun was promised ; 
consequently the crowd waxed. 

‘ My lord,' had been let fall by Kit Ines. C'onjoined 
to * Mackrell,' it rang finely, and a trumpeting of 
‘ Lord Mackrell' resounded. Lord Mackrell was asked 
for ‘ more capers and not so much sauce.’ Various fish 
took part in his title of nobility. The wag Mackrell 
continuing to be discreetly silent, and Kit Ines acting 
as a pacific rearguard, the crowd fell in love with their 
display of English humour, disposed to the surly satis¬ 
faction of a big street dog that has been appeased by a 
smaller one's total cessation of growls. 

All might have gone w'cll but for the sudden appear¬ 
ance of two figures of young women on the scene. 
They fronted the advance of the procession. Tliey 
wanted to have a word with Lord Mackrell. Not a bit 
of it—he w'on’t listen, turns away ; and one of the pair 
slips round him. It's regular imploring; ‘ my lord ! 
my lord!' 

C you naughty Surrey mclodram villain of a Lord 
Mackrell! Listen to the young woman, you Mackrell, 
or you’ll get Billingsgate! Here’s Mr. Jig-and-Reel 
behind here*, says she’s done him ! By Gosh ! What's 
up now ? 

One of the young ladies of the party ahead had 
rushed up to the y<»ung woman dodging to stand in 

B 
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r^ord Mackrell’s way. Tin* crowd pres«<»d to see. Kit 
lues and his mate shouldm*d them off. They per¬ 
formed an envelopment of the gc'iitlemen and lodiei, 
incliidini^ the two youn^ women. Kit left his mate 
and run to the younf^ woman hitlierto the quieter of 
the two. He rattled at her. But .slie l)ad a tongue of 
her own and she rattled it at him. Wliat did she say ? 

Merely to hear, for no otlier reason, a peace-loving 
crowd of clerks and tradesmen, workmen and their 
girls, young aspirants to the professions, night-larks of 
different classes, both sexes, tht»re in that place for 
simple entertaiiiinent, animated simply by the spirit of 
English humour, contracted, so closing upon the Mae- 
krell party as ti» seem threatening to the most orderly 
and apprehensive member of it, who was the baronet. 
Sir Meesoii Corbv. 

He wiis a man for the constables in town emer¬ 
gencies, and he shouted, ‘(bek Robin crowing' pro¬ 
voked a jolly round of barking chaff* The noise in a 
dense ring drew Eleelwood's temper. He gave the 
word to Kit lues, and immediately t>vo men dropped ; 
a dozen staggered unhit. 'J'he lists w'orked right and 
left; such a edearing of ground w'as ne\'er seen for 
sickle or scythe. And it was taken res|>ectfuUy; for 
Science procluiined her venerable self in the style and 
the pi'rfect sufficieney of the strokes. A bruiser de¬ 
livered them. No shame to luick awav before a bruiser. 

w 

There was rather an admiring envy of the party claim¬ 
ing the nimble champion on their side, until the very 
moderate lot of the Mackrells went stepping forward 
along the strewn path with sticks pointed. 

If they had walked it like gentlemen, they would 
have been allowed to get through. An aggressive 
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minority, and with Cock Robin squealing for constables 
in the midst, is that insolent upstart thing which howls 
lb have a lesson. Tiie sticks were fallen on; bump 
came the mass. Kit lues hod to fight his way liack to 
his mate, and the coiqile scoured a clearisJi ring, but 
the gentlemen were at short thrusts, affable in tone, to 
cheer the spirits of the ladies:—‘ All right, my friend, 
youVe a trifle mistaken, it's my stick, not yours.’ 
Therewith the wrestle ftir the slick. 

The one stick not pointeil was wrenched from the 
grasp of Sir Mct‘son (’orliy ; and l>y a woman, the 
young w'oman wlio had accosted my lord ; not a com¬ 
mon young woman either, as she a])pearcd when be¬ 
seeching him. Her stature rose to battle heights: she 
made play with Sir Meeson Corby’s ebony slick, using 
it in one hand as a dwarf qiiarterstaff' to flail the 
sconces, then to dash the point at faces; and she being 
a woman, a girl, perhaps a huly, her cool waiTior 
method of cleaving way, without so much as tighten¬ 
ing her lips, was found notable; and to this degree 
(voudied for by Ro.se Mackrell, who heard it), that a 
fellow, rubbing his head, cried: M)amn it all, she’s 
clever, though!' She took her stathm beside I^ord 
Fleetwood. 

lie had been as cool as she, or almost/ Now he was 
^maddened; she defended him, she warded and thrust 
for him, only for him, to save him a touch ; unasked, 
undesired, detested for the Ikjx on his ears of to-mor¬ 
row’s pid)lic mockery, as she w'ould he, overwlielming 
him with ridicule. Have you seen the kick and tug at 
the straps of the mettled pony in stables that betrays 
the mishandling of him by his groom ? Something so 
did Fleetwood plunge and dart to be free of her, and 
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his clespcTate soul cried out on her sticking to him like 
a plaster! 

^VeU•olne were the constables. His guineas winkcll 
at their eiii<‘f, as fair women convey their meanings^ 
with no motion of evelids ; and the officers of the law 
knew the voice habituated to command, and answered 
two words of his: ‘ Right, my lord,' smelling my lord 
in the unerring manner of those days. My lord's j)arty 
were escorted to the gates, not a little jeered; though 
they f)y no means ha(i the worst of the tussle. But 
the puffing indignation of Sir Meeson (’orhy over his 
battered lint and torn frill and buttons plueki'd from 
his coat, and his thretit of the magistrates, excited the 
crowd to derisive yells. 

My lord spok(‘ something to his man, handing his 
purse. 

*J'ho ladies were spared the hearing of had language. 
They, according to the joint testimony of M. de St. 
Ombre and Mr. Rose IMackrell, comported themselves 
throughout as became the daughters of a warrif»r race. 
Both gentlemen were emjihatic to praise the unknown 
Rriioinart who had done such gallant service with Sir 
Mei-son's ebony wand. He w’tis beginning to fuss 
vociferously about the loss <if the stick—a family stick, 
gold-beaded, the family crest on it, ])ricek*ss to the 

family—when Mrs. Kirhy-l^vellier handed it to him 

• » 

inside the coach. 

‘ But where is she r ’ IVl. de St. Omhre said, and 
took tlie hint of Livia's touch on his arm in the 
chirk. 

At the silence following the question, Mr. Rose 
Mackrell miirniured, * Ah!' 

He and tlie French gentleman understood that there 



IN DAME GOSSIP’S VEIN 


had been a iiuiniftnitation of the notorious Whitechapel 
Countess. 

Tliey were two; and a slower-witted third was travel¬ 
ling; to his ideas on the subject. Three men, witnesses 
of a remarkable incident in connection with a boiling 
topic of current scandal,—glaringly illustrative of it, 
moreover,—were unlikely to kec}) close tongues, even if 
they had been sworn to secrecy. FleetwiM)d knew it, 
and he scorned to solicit them; an exaction of their 
idle vows would be merely tlie huinilialiou of him¬ 
self. So he tossed his dignity to recklessness, as 
the ultra-convivial give the last wink of reason to 
the wine-cup. Persecuted as he was, notliing re¬ 
mained for him but the nether-sublime of a statuesque 
de.speratioii. 

That w'as lii.s feeling; and his way of cloaking it 
under light sallies at Sir Meeson and easy eliat with 
Henrietta made it visible to her, from its l)eing the con¬ 
trary of what the world might expect a proiul young 
nobleman to exhibit. She pitied liim: she bad done him 
some wrong. She read into him, too,{is none else could. 
Seeing the solitary tortures behind tiie pleasiint social 
mask, she was drawn to partake of them ; and the nuisk 
seemed patlietic. She longed to speak a word in sym¬ 
pathy or relieve her bosom of tears. ,Carinthia liod 
sunk herself, w*a8 unpardonable, hardly iinaitioimble. 
A.iy of the tales told of her might he ereditetl after 
this! The incorrigible cause of humiliation for every¬ 
body conneetixl with her pictured, at a word of her 
name, the crowd pressing and the lAindoii world acting 
audience. Li via spoke the name when they had reached 
their house and were alone. Henrietta responded with 
the imperceptible shrug which is more elo(|uent than 
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a cry to tell of the most monstrous of loads. My lord, 
it was thou^iit by the ladie-s, had directed his man to 
convey her safely to her chosen home, whence she might 
be expected very sckmi to be issuing and striking the 
gong of London again. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

A KlDN’ArriKC A\D NO OREAT IFAUM 

I 

Ladies wlio have the pride of delicate breeding are 
not more than rather violent I v hurled hack on the 
fortress it is, when one t»r other of the gross mishaps 
of circumstance may subject them to a sh<H'k : and this 
happening in the presence of gentlemen, they are sus¬ 
tained by the within and the without to keep a smcx)th 
countenance, however severe their affliction. Men of 
heroic nerve decline similarly to let explosions shake 
them, though earth be shaken. Dragged into the mon¬ 
strous grotescjue of the scene at the Gardens, Livia 
and Henrietta went through the ordeal, masking any 
signs that they were stripped for a flagellation. Only, 
the fair cousins wire unable to perceive a comic ele¬ 
ment in the scene; and if the world was for laughing, 
as their instant apprehension foresaw it, the world was 
an ignoble lieast. They did not discuss Carinthia’s 
latest cra/iiiess at night, hardly alluded to it while 
tligy were in the interjectory state. 

Henrietta was Livia's guest, her husliand having 
hurriinl away to V tenna: ‘ To get money! money I ’ her 
angry bUintness explained his absence, and dealt its 
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blow at the sudden astounding poverty into M'lueh they 
had fallen. She was coni|)el)ed to practise an exces¬ 
sive, an incredible economy :—‘ tliink of the smallest 
trifles!" so tliat her Chi lion travelled unaccompanied, 
they were separated. Her iterations ujion money were 
the vile constraint of an awakened interest and wonder¬ 
ment at its }>o\vers. She, the romantic Riette, banner 
of chivnlrv, reafler of poetry, struck a line between poor 
and rich in her talk of people, and chussed herself with 
the fallen and pinched; she harped on her slender 
means, on the enforcetl calculations preceding purchases, 
on the living in lodgings; and that miserly Lord 
Levellier’s indebtedness to Chillon—large sums ! and 
("hillon's praiseworthy resolve to jmy the creditors of 
her father's estate; and of how he travelled like a 
common man, in consequence of the money he had 
given Janey—weakly, for her ohstinacry was past en¬ 
durance; but her brother would not leave her penniless, 
and penniless she bad l)cen for weeks, because of her 
stubborn resistance to the earl—quite unreasonably, 
whether right or wrong—in the foul retreat she had 
chosen; apparently with a notion that the Jiorror of 
it was her vantage ground against him : and though 
a single sign of suhinissicni would jdace the richest 
purse in England at her disposal. ‘ Shy refuses Essle- 
mont! She insists on his meeting her! No child 
could be so witless. Let him l)e the one chiefly or 
entirely to blame, she might show a little tact— 
for her brother's sake! She loves her brother ? No: 
deaf to him, to me, to every consideration except her 
blind will." 

Here was the skeleton of the love match, earlier than 
Livia had expected. 
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It refreshed a ]ihleginatic lady's disposition for 
prophecy. Lovers abruptly tossed lietwecn wind and 
wave may still lx; lovers, she knew: but they are, or 
the weaker of the two is, hard upon any third person 
who tugs at them for subsistence or existence. The 
condition, if they are much beaten about, prepares true 
lovers, through their mutual tenderness, to be bitterly 
mi»inthropical. 

Livia sn|)posed tlie novel economic pinches to be the 
cause of Henrietta's unwonted harsh jiiilgment of her 
sister-in-law's misconduct, or the crude expression of 
it. She could not guess that (’urinthia's unhappi¬ 
ness in marriage \vas a spectre over the married 
happiness of the })air frette<l by the conscience which 
told them they had come together by doing much 
to bring it to pass. Henrietta could see herself less 
the culprit when she blamed Carinthia in another's 
hearing. 

After some repose, tJie cousins treateil their horrible 
misadventure as a piece of history. Idvia was cool; 
she had pot a husband involved in it, as Henrietta 
had; and London's hoar.se laugh surely coming on 
them, sj>arcil her the dread Henrietta suffered, that 
Chillon would hear; the most sensiti\e of men on any 
matter touching his family. 

‘And now* a sister added to the list! Will there be 


names, Livia?' 

‘The newspapers!' Livia's shoulders ro.se. 

‘ We ought to have sworn the gentlemen to silence.' 
^M. do St. Ombre is a t<imb until he writes his 
Memoirs. 1 hold Sir Meeson under lock. But a 


spiced incident,—a notorious couple,—an anecdotal 
witness to the scene,—could you expect Mr. Rose 
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Mackrcll to contain it? The sacivdest of oaths, my 
dear!’ 

That relentless force impelling an aniH'dotist to 
slaughter families for the amusement of dinner-tables, 
was brought home to Henrietta by her prospect of 
being a victim; and Livia reminding lier the 
excessive laughter at Rose ]Maekreirs anecdotes over¬ 
night, she bemoaned her having consented to go to 
those Gardens in mourning. 

‘'How could Janey possibly have heard of the ])rojcct 
to go ? ’ 

‘Y<»u went to please Kussett, he to please you, and 
that wild-eat to please hers<'lf,'’ said IJvia. ‘She 
haunts his door, I suppose, and follows him, like a 
running h)olman. Plvery step she takes widens the 
breach. He keeps his temper, yes, kee})s his teinjKT as 
he keeps his word, and one morning it breaks loose*, and 
all that s done has to be undone. It will be—must. 
TJiat extravaganza, as she is called, is fatal, dog.s him 
with burles(|ue;—of all men ! ’ 

‘ Whv not consent to meet her once, Chilloii 

»■ 

asks/ 

‘ You are asking Uiissett to yield an inch on demand, 
and to a woman.’ 

* My husband would yield to a wonmij what he would 
refuse to all the men in Europe and America,’ said 
Hsnrielta; and she enjoyed her thrill of allegiance to 
her chivalrous lord and courtier. 

‘No very extraordinary specimen of a newly married 
man, who ha.s won the Reauly of JCngland and America 
for his wife—at some cost to some people,’ Livia 
rejoined. 

There came a moisture on the eyelashes of the 
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emotional young woman, from a touch of compassion 
for the wealthy man who liad wished to call her wife, and 
was condemned by her rejection of him to call another 
woman wife, to l>e wifeless in wedding her, despite his 
wealth. 

‘She thinks he loves her; it is pitiable, but she 
thinks it—after the treatment she has had. She Wgs 
to see him once.'* 

‘ x\nd subdue him with a fit of weeping,’ Livia was 
moved to say by sight of the tear she hated. ‘It 
would hanlen Hussett—on other eyes, too! Salt- 
water drops are like the forced agony scenes in a 
play: they bring down the curtain, they don’t win 
the critics. I heard her “my husband" and saw his 
face.’ 

‘Von didn’t hear a whimper with it,’ Henrietta 
said. ‘She’s a mountain girl, not your city madam 
on the boards. Chillon and I had her by each hand, 
implored her to leave that impossible Whitechapel, 
and she triMubled, not a dro]i was shed by her. I can 
almost fancy privation and s(|ualor have no terrors 
for Janey. She sings to the people down there, nurses 
them. She might l>e occupying Essleraont—our dream 
of an English home! She is the destruction of the 
idea of romantic in connection with the name of 
marriage. I bilk like a simpleton. Janey upsets us 
all. My lord was only a little queer before he knew 
her. Ilis Mr. Woodseer may be encouraging her. 
You tell me the creature has a salary from him ^ual 
to«your jointure.’ 

‘Be civil to the man while it lasts,’ Livia said, 
attentive to a degradation of tone in her cousifi, 
formerly of supreme self-containment. 
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The beautiful young woman was reminded of her 
holiday in town. She brightemxi, and the little that 
it was, and the meanness of the satisfaction, darkened 
her. Envy of the lucky adventurer Mr. ^Voodseer, 
on her liushamrs behalf, grew horridly conscious for 
being reproved. So she plucked resolution to enjoy 
her holiday and forget the contrasts of life—palaces 
running profusion, lodgings hammered by duns; the 
pincli of poverty distnu*ting every simple look inside 
or out. There was no end to it, for her husband's 
chivalrous honour forced him to undertake the pay¬ 
ment of her fatlier's lieavy debts. He was right and 
admirable, it could not be cemtested ; but the prospect 
for them was a grinding gloom, an unrelieved drag, 
as of a coach at night on an interminable uphill Hirity 
rood. 

These were her sensations, ami she found it divert¬ 
ing to Iw atiinired; admired by many while she knew 
herself to be absorla'd in the possession of Ikt hy one. 
It bestowed the before and after of her marriage. 
She felt she was really, had rapidly become, the 
young woman of Uie world, armed with a husband, 
to take the tlalteries of men for the needed diversion 
they brought. None movetl her; none could come near 
to touching the ha))pv insensibility of a wife who 
adored her husband, wrote to him daily, thought of 
hiiii by the minute. Her fonner worshippers were 
numerous at I jvia’s receptions; I/>rd Flectwooil, Lord 
Brailstone, and the re.st. Odd to reflect on—they were 
the insubstantial but coveted wealth of the woman 
fallen upon jioverty, ignoble poverty! She could not 
discard her wealth. She wrote amusingly of them, 
and fiilly, vivacious descriptions, to ChiRon; hardly so 
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much writiiijj; tu him as entering her heart's barred 
citadel, where he resided at his ease, lieard evcrj'thing 
that befell about her. If she dwelt on Lord Fleet¬ 


wood's kindness in ])roviding entertainments, her ob¬ 
ject was to mollify Cliillon’s anger in some degree. 
She w/ts doing her iitmo>t to gratify him, ‘for the 
piirjiONC of paving a way to pletul JaneyV case.'* She 
was almost persuading hersidf she was enjoying the 
remarks of his friend, eonhdant, secretary, <)r what not, 
Livia's worsliiyiper, Mr. AVo(»dseer, ‘ who docs as he wills 
with my lord; directs his eliaritit‘S, his pleasures, his 
opinions, all because he is beheved to have wtmderful 

ideas and Ihj wonderfully honest.’ 

» 

Henrietta wrote : ^ Situation unchanged. »Ianey still 
at that place’; and iM-fore the letter was ])osU‘d, she 


and Livia had hearti from (iowi'r W'oodseer of the 


reported disappearance of tlie (Countess of Fleetwood 
and her inaitl. Gower’s father had walked up from 
Whitechapel, bearing news of it to the earl, she 
said. 


‘And the earl is much disturhetl?’ 


was Livia’s 


inquiry. 

‘ He has driven down with mv father,' Gower said 
carelessly, ambiguously in the sound. 

Troubled eiuuigh to desire the show of a corre¬ 
sponding trouble, Henrietta read at lludr faces. 

‘ !Mny it not be—down there—real danger?’ 

The drama, he could inform her, was only too naked 
down there for disapjK'amnees to he common. 

^Will it be published that she is missing .f*’ 

‘She has her maid with her, a stout-hearted girl. 
Both have courage. I don't think we need take 
measures just yet.’ 
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* Not before it is public property ?' 

Henrietta could have bitten her t<»ngue for laving 
her open to the censure implied in his muteness, 
Janey perverted her. 

Women were an illegible manuscript, and ladies a 
closed book of tlie biiitling, to this raw philosopher, or 
he w'ould not so coldly have judged the young wife, 
anxious on her husband’s account, that they might 
escape another scorching. He carried away his im- 
pressimi. 

Li via listened to a remark on his want of mannet's. 

‘ Uussett puts it to the credit of his lumcsly,'' she 
said, ‘ Honesty is everything with ns at present. The 
man has mailo his honesty an excellent speculation. 
He puts a piece on xero and the hank hands him a 
sackful. We may think wc have won liim to serve 
us, up comes his honesty. That’s how we have J^adv 
Arphigtoii ndxed in it—tiM> longa tale. Hut he guided 
by me ; condescend a little.’ 

‘ My <lear ! my wlude niimi is upon that unhappy girl. 
It would break ('hilloirs heart.’ 

Livia pisluHl. ‘There are letters wv read before wc 
crack the seal. She is out of that ditch, and it suits 
Russett that she should he. He’s not oftc-n so patient. 
A woman foot to foot against his will—I see him 
throwing high stakes. Tyrants are brutal; and really 
she provokes him enough. You needn’t he alarmed 
at>out the treatment she’ll meet. He w'on’t let her 
beat him, Ik* sure.' 

Neither Livia nor Gower wonderwi at the clearing 
of the mystery, licfore it went to sw'eli the scandal. 
A young nobleman of ready power, (juick temper, few 
scruples, and a taxed forl>earancc, w^as not likely to 
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stand thwarted and goaded—atjd by a woman. Lord 
Fleetwood acted Iiis part, inscrutable as the blank of ■ 
a locked door. He could not conceal that he was 
behind the door. 


CHAPTER XXV 

THK l*IHI.OSOrlIEK MAX OF ACTION 

Gf)wi-:u’s bedroom window looked over the sliriibs of 
the scpiare, and as his form of revolt from a city life 
was to he up and out witli the sparrows in the early 
flutter of morning, for a stretch of the legs where 
grass was green and trees were not enclosed, he rarely 
saw a figure below when he stood dressing. Now there 
appeared a petticoated one stationary against the rails, 
with her face lifted. She froiitwl the house, and while 
lie speculated abstractedly, recognition rusheil on him. 
Me was down and across the roadway at leaps. 

‘ It’s Madge here!' 

The girl panted for her voice. 

3Ir. Woodseer, I 'in glad ; I thought 1 should have 
to wait hours. She's safe.’ 

‘ Where ? ’ 

‘ Will you come, sir ? ’ 

‘ Step ahead.’ 

^ladge set forth to north of the square. 

He judged of the well-favoured girl that she could 
steer her way through cities: mouth and brows were a 
warning to challenger pirate craft of a vessel carrying 
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giiiis; and the red lips kept their firm line when they 
yielded to the pressure for speech, 

* It's a distance. Slie **8 quite safe, no harm; she's 
a prisoner; she's well fed; she's not ill-treated.' 

‘You're out?' 

'That’s as it happens. I'm lucky in seeing you 
early. He don't mean to hurt her; he won’t be In^aten. 
All she asks is ten minutes with him. If he would!— 
he won't. She didn't mean to do him offence t’other 
night in that ])lace—you've heard. Kit Ines told me 
he was on duty there—going. She couldn't help speak¬ 
ing when she had eyes on her husband. She kisses the 
ground of his footsoles, you may say, let him ever 
so unkind. She and I were crossing to the corner of 
U<q)er Street a rainy night, on way to Mile End, away 
down, to one of your father's families, Mother Davis 
and her sick daughter and the little ones, and close* 
under the public-house Goat and Beard we were seized 
on and hustled into a covered carriage that was there, 
and they drove sharp. She's not one to scream. We 
weren't friglitened. We both made the same guess. 
'Fhey drove us to the house she's locked in, and me, 
too, up till three o'clock this morning.' 

‘ You've seen nobody, Madge ?' 

‘He's fixed she's to leave London, Mr. Woodseer. 
I’ve seen Kit Ines. And she's to hav(^’one of the big 
houses to her use. I guessed Kit Ines was his broom. 
He defends it because lie has his money to make— 
and Ik; a dirty broom for a fortune! But any woman's 
sure of decent handling with Kit Ines—not to speak of 
lady. He and a mate guard the house. An old woman 
cooks.’ 

* He guards the house and he gave you a pass?' 
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‘ Not he. Ilis pride's his olK^dience to his “ paytron" 
—he calls his master, and won't hear that name abused. 
We are on the first Hoor; all the lower doors are locked 
day and iviglit. New street, not much neighbours; she 
wouldn’t (TV out of the window. She’s to be let free 
if she'll leave London. 

‘ You jumped it! ’ 

‘If I’d broke a leg, Mr. Kit Ines would liave had to 
go to his (IraniN. It wasn’t very high ; and a flower-bed 
underneath. Mv mistress wanted to be the one. She 
has to be careful. She taught me howto jump d<»wn 
not to hurt. She makes you feel you can do anything. 
I had a bother to gel her to let me ami be (juiet 
herself. She's not (»ne to put it upon others, you’ll 
learn. When 1 was dow'n I felt like a stick in the 
ground and sat till I had my feet, she at the window 
waiting; and I started for you. She kissed her 
hand. 1 was to come to you, and then your father, 
you nowhere seen. I wasn’t spoken to. I know empty 
London.’ 

‘ Kit Ines was left sleeping in the house 

‘Snoring, I dare say. He don’t drink on 


dutv.' 

‘ He must Ih' kept on duty.’ 

‘ Drink or that kind of duty, it’s a |x>or choice.’ 

‘ You’ll take him in charge, Madge.’ 

‘ 1 ’v4^ got a mistress to Kwk after.’ 

* You’ VC warmed to her.’ 

‘That’s not new, Mr. Woodseer. I do trust you, 
and«yuu his friend. But you are the minister’s son, 
and any man not a great nobleman must have some 
heart for her. You’ll learn. He kills her so because 
»be’s fond of him—loves him, howevef he strikes. 



THE PHILOSOPHER MAN OF ACTION 275 


No, not like a dog, as iiioii say of us. She'd die for 
him this night, !iet?d were. Live with lier, you won’t 
find ninny men inaloh her for brave; and she's good. 
My Sally calls her n Bible saint. I could tell you 
stories of her goodness, short the time though she's 
been down our wav. And better there for her tlian at 
that inn he left her at to pine and watch the Koyal 
Sovereign come swing come smirk in sailor blue and 
star to meet the rain—would make anybody disrespect 
lloynlty or else go mad! lie's a great nobleman, he 
can’t buy what she's reatly to give; and if he thinks 
he breaks her will now, it's because she thinks she's 
obeying a higher than him, or no lord alive and Kit 
Ines to back him'd hold her. Women want a priest 
to speak to men certain tinu's. 1 wish 1 dared ; w'e 
have to bite our longues. He’s master now, but, as 
I believe Hod's above, if ho plays her false, he's tiie 
one to be bnaight to shame. I talk.' 

‘Talk on, ^ladge,' said (iower, to whom the girl's 
short-syllabled run of the li[js was a mountain rill com¬ 
pared with London park waters. 

‘You won't let him hurry her ofl‘where she'll eat her 
heart for m ver seeing him again She prays to be near 
him, if she’s not to see him.’ 

‘She speaks in that way r' 

‘ I get it by bits. 1 *ni with her so, it^s as good as if 
' I was inside her. She can’t obey when it goes the wrong 
wav of her heart to him.* 

‘ Love and wisdom won't pull together, and they part 
company for good at the church door,' said Gower. 

‘ This inatrimonv's a bad business.’ 

Madge hummed a moan of assent. ‘ And my })Oor 
Sally ’ll have to many'. I can’t leave my mistress while 

s 
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she wants me, and Sallv cairt ha alone. It seems we 
take a step and liarnrs done, thougli it’s the right step 
we tiike.’ 

‘ It seems to me yon’ve engaged yourself to follow 
Sally’s lead, Madge.’ 

‘Girls’ minds turn corners, Mr. Woodscer.’ 

lie passed the remark. What it was that girls’ 
minds occasionally or habitually did, or wlielhcr they 
Jiad minds to turn, or whetfier they took their whims 
for minds, were untroubled questions with a young 
man studying abstract and adoring surface nature too 
exclusively to be aware of the manifestation of her 
spirit ill tile flesh, as it is not revealed so much by men. 
However, she had a voice and a face that led him to lie 
thoughtful over her devotodness to her mistress, after 
nearly losing her character for the pri/e-fightor, and he 
had to thank her for invigorating him. His dis¬ 
position was to muse anil fall slack, helpless to a 
friend. Here walked a creature exactlv the contrar\‘. 

* m' 

He listened to the .steps of the dissimilar pair on the 
detonating pavement, and eyed a church clock .shining 
to the sun. 

She was sure of the direction: ‘Out Camden way, 
whore the murder wa.s.’ 

'I’liey walked at a brisk pace, conversing or not. 

‘ Tired 't You must be,’ he said. 

‘ Not when I'm hot to do a tliiim.’ 

‘There’s the word of the thoroimhbred !’ 

‘ ^ on don’t tire, sir,’ said she. ‘ Sally and I see you 
stalking out for the o]>en eountrv in the still of 'tlie 
morning. She thinks y ou look pale for want of food, 
and ought to have some one put a biscuit into your 
pocket overnight.' 
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0 

* Who \I have guessed I was under niotherlv obser¬ 
vation ! ’ 

‘Vou shouldn't go so long empty, if you listen to 
trainers.' 

‘Capital doctors, no doubt. Hut I get a fine 

apixdite.' 

* You may grind tlie edge too sharp/ 

He was about to be astonished, and reflected that 
siie had grounds for her sagacity. His next thouglit 
plunged liini into eonteuipl f(»r Kit lues, on account of 
the fellow's lapses to sottishiiess. Hut there would be 
no contempt c»f Kit lues in a tussle with him. Nor 
could one funk the tussle and play cur, if Kit's (‘iigaged 
young woman were looking on. We get to our courage 
or the .show of it l)y queer screws. 

Contemplative over these matters, the })hilosophcr 
transformed to man of action heard Ala<lge say she 
read directiems in London by churches, and presentlv 
exclaiming ilisduiiifully, and yet relieved, * Spooner 
Vilhcs,’ she turned down a row' of small (h'tached 
houses facing a brickfiehl, that had just contributed to 
the erection of them, and threatened tin* big city with 
further defacements. 

Miidge pointed to the marks of her juinj), deep in 
Rower-bed earth under an open w'i]id()w.^ 

Gower measured the height with .sensatiofial slianks. 

She smote at the door. Carinlhia nodded from her 
window. Close upon that, Kit lne.s came bounding to 
the parlour window'; he spied and stared. Gower 
was known to him os the earl's paymaster; so he 
went to the pas»ige and Hung the door op(>n, blocking 
the wav. 

‘ Any commands, your honour 
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‘ You hrinf^ the countess to iny lore! immediately,' 
said Gower. 

Kit swallowed his mouthful of surprise in a second 
look at ]Mad«^<' and the ploughed garden-bed beneath 
the eliainber window. 

‘Are the orders written, sir.^’ 

‘ 'i\i me ?—for me to deliver to you ?—for you to 
do my lord's bidding ? Where “s your head r' 

Kit's finger-nails travelled up to it. ^Madge pushed 
past him. 

She and her mistress, and Kit's mate, ami the old 
woman reei‘i\ing the word tor a ctip of tea, were soon 
in the passage. Kit's mate had a ready obedience for 
his pay, nothing else,—iu» counsel at all, not a sugges¬ 
tion to a heml knoeked to a pudding by Madge's jump 
and my lord's paymaster here u})on the seone. 

‘ My lady was to go down Wales way, sir.' 

* '^I'hat mav be ordereil after.' 

‘I’m to take inv lady to mv lord-'' and, ‘Docs it 
mean mv ladv wants a fly?' Kit asked, and harked 
buck on whether Miulgo had seen my lord. 

‘At five in the morning?—ilon't sham donkey with 
me,' said (lower. 

T'he business looked inclined to be leaky, l)ut which 
the way for proving liim.sclf other than a donkey 
puz/led Kil: so nuieh so, that a shove made him partly 
grateful. !Madge's clever coiinterinrive had stunned his 
judgement. He was besides acting subordinate to his 
patron'n ]myinaster; and by the luck of it, no voice of 
«»vomnn interposed. I'bc eoiintess atul her maid stood 
by like a disinteresteil coupk\ Why be suspicious, if 
he was to keep the countes.s in sight F She was a nice 
lady, and lie preferred her good opinion. She waa 
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brave, and he did her liomage. It nnp;ht be, luy lerd 
had got himself round to tlie idea of thanking lier for 
saving his nob that night, and his way was to send and 
have her up, It) tell her he ft)rgave her, after the style 
of lords. Oower pricked into him by saying aside: 
* Mad, I suppose, in case of a noise.''' And he could 
not answer (|uite manfully, lost his eyes and ct)loured. 
Neighbours might haNe retpiired an explanation of 
shrieks, he confessed. Men have sometimes to do nastv 


work for their patrons. 

They were afoot, walking at C'arinlhias [)n.ce before 
half-j)ast seven. She would not hear of any convey¬ 
ance. She was clieerful, and, as it was pitiful to sec, 
enjoyed her walk. Hearing of her brother's d<‘parturc 
for the Austrian capital, she sparkled. Her snatches 
of speech were sliort flights out of the meditation pos¬ 
sessing her. Gower notieed her easier J'iiiglish, that 


came home to the perj)etnal student he was. She 
made ii.sc of some of his father's words, and had 


assimilated them menially besides appropriating them : 
the verbalizing of ‘ purpose,’ then peculiar to liis 
father, for example. She said, in reply to a liiiit from 
him : ‘ If my lord will allow me an interview, I purpose 
to l>e obctlient.’ No one could imagine of her that she 
spoke broken-spiritedJy. Her ohedienee was to a 
higher than a mortal lord : and Gower was louchid to 
the quick through the use of the word. 

C'oiitrastiiig her with Countess Livia and her 
cousin, the earl might think her inferirjr on the one 
small, .srpiare compartment called by them the world; 
but she carried llie promise of growth, a character in 
expansion, and she had at least natural grace, a dcer> 

’ like step. Altliougli her picturesqucnes.s did not swarm 
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on him with images illuminating night, subduitig day, 
like the Countess Livias, it was marked, it could tower 
and intermittently eclipse; and it was of the uplifting 
and healing kind by comparison, not a delicious bale¬ 
fulness. 

The bigger houses, larger shops, austere streets of 
private residences, were observal by the recent inhabi¬ 
tant of Wiitechapel. 

‘My lord lives in a square,’ she saidi 

‘ We shall soon be there now,’ he encouraged her, 
doubtful though the issue appeared. 

* It is a summer morning for the Ortler, the Gross- 
Glockner, the V'enediger,—all our Alps, Mr. Wood- 
scer.’ 

‘ If we coidil fly ! ’ 

‘ We love them.’ 

‘ Why,-then we beat awing—yes.’ 

‘ F(»r I have them when I want them to sight. It 
is the feet arc so desirous. I feel them so this morning, 
after pris*mership. I could not have been driven to 
niy loril.’ 

‘I know the feeling,’ said Gower; ‘any movement 
of us not our own impulse, hurries the body and 
deadens the mind. And by the way, my dear lady, I 
spoke of the earl's commands to this man behind us 
walking with your IVIadge. My father would accuse 
me of Jesuitry, lues mentioned commands, and 1 took 
advantage of it.’ 

* I fejired,’ said Carinthiu. ‘ I go for my chance.’ 

• Gower hud a thought of the smaller creature, greater 
by position, to whom she was going for her chance. 
He alluded to his experience of the earl's kindness in 
relation to himself, from a belief in his ‘honesty*; 
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dotted outlines of her husband’s complex cimraeler, or 
uumixed and violently opposing elements. 

She remarked : ‘ I will try and learn.’ 

The name of the street of beautiful shops woke n 
happy smile on her mouth. * Father talked of it; my 
mother, t(K>. He has it written down in his Book of 
Maxims. When I was a girl, I dreamed of one day 
walking up Bond Street.’ 

They stepped from the pavement and crossed the 
roadway for a side-street leading to the s<juare. With 
the swift variation of her aspect at times, her tone 
changed. 

‘ We are near. My lord will not be troubled by me. 
He has only to meet me. ^I’liere has l>een misunder¬ 
standing. I have vexed him ; I could not help it. I 
will go where he j)lea.ses after I have heard him give 
orders. He think.s me a frightful woman. I am 
peaceful.' 

Gow'er muttered her word ‘ misundcTslanding.’ They 
were at the earl's house door. One tap at it, ami the 
two applicants for admission would ])rohah]y be shot 
as far away from Ijord Fleetwood os when they were 
on the Stvriaii heights last autumn. He delivered the 
tap, amused hy the idea. It was like a sunmious to 
a genie of doubtful service. 

My lord was out riding in the park. 

Only the footman appeared at that early hour, and 
his countenance was hhink whitewash as he stood 
rigid against the wall for the hidy to ])as8, Madge 
followed into the morning room ; Ines remained in the 
hall, wliere he could iiave the opening speech with his 
patron, and where he soon had communication with 
the butler. 
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This official entered presently to Gower, presenting 
a loaded forehead. A note addressed to Mrs. Kirby- 
I..evellier at the ('Ouiitess Livia’s house hard by was 
handed to him for instant despatch. He signified a 
tieferential wish to speak. 

‘ You can speak in the presence of the C'ountess of 
J^’leetwood, Mr. Waytes,’ Gower said. 

Waytes checked a bend of his shouldei*s. He had 
not a word, and he turned to send (he note. He wtis 
compelled to think that he saw a well-grown young 
woman in the Wliitechapel (’ountess. 

GowTr’s note reached Henrietta tai her descent to 
the breakfast-table. She was alone, and thrown into a 
torture of perplexity: for she wanted advice as to the 
advice to be given to »huiey, and IJvia was an utterly 
unprofitable person to consult in the case. She thought 
of Lady Arpington, not many doors distant. Drinking 
one hasty cup of tea, she sent for her bonnet, and 
hastened away to the great lady, whom .she found 
rising from breakfast with the niari|uis. 

l 4 ady Arpington read Gower's note. She unbur¬ 
dened hei*self: ‘Oh! So it's no longer a bachelor's 
household !' 

I lenrictta heavetl the biggest of sighs. ‘ I fear the 
[)00r dear may have made mutters worse.' 

To which Lady Arpington said: ‘ Worse or better, 
my child!’ mid ^ shrugged; for the present situation 
strained to snapping. 

She proposed to go forthwith, and give what sup(K>rt 
slt^ could to the Countess of Fleetw'ood. 

They descended the steps of the house to the garden 
and tlie Green Park’s gravel walk up to Pic(^illy. 
There they had view of Lord Fleetwood on horseback 
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leisurely turning out of tlic* main way’s tide. They saw 
him alight at the mews. As they entered the square, 
he was met .some doors from the south corner by his 
good or evil genius, whose iiiHuence with him came 
next after the marriage in the amazement it caused, and 
was perhaps to be explained by it; for the wealthiest 
of young noblemen bestowing his name on an unknown 
would la* the one to make an absurd adventui'er 
his intimate. Lord Fleetwood bent a listening head 
while Mr. Gower Woodseer, apparently a good genius 
for the moment, spoke at his ear. 

How do W'e understand laiigliLer at such a eomniuni- 
cation as he must be liearing from tlie man ? Signs of 
a sharp laugh indicated either his cruel levity or that 
his presumptuous favourite trifled—and the man’s talk 
could be droll, l^dy Arpington knew: it had, she 
recollected angrily, diverted her, and softened her to 
tolerate the intruder into regions from which her class 
and her f)eriod excluded the lowly born, except at 
the dinner-tables of stale politics and tattered scandal. 
Nevertheless, Lord Fleetwood mounted to his liouse 
door, still listening. His ‘Asmodeiis,’ on the tongue 
of the world, iniglit he doing the f)art of Mentor really. 
The house door stood open. 

Fleetwood saiil something to Gower; he .swung round, 
beheld the ladies and advanced to them, sainting. ‘ My 
dear Lady Arpington! quite so, you arrive opjiortuncly. 
When the enemy occupies the citadel, it’s proper to 
surrender. Say, I beg, she can have the house, if she 
prefers it. I will fall hack on Ksslemont. Arrange¬ 
ments for her crjiiveilieiiee will be made. I thank you, 
by anticipation.' 

Hi.s bow included Henrietta loosely. I..ady Arjnng- 



282 


THE AMAZING MARRIAGE 


ton had exclaimed : ‘Enemy, Fleetwood ?’ and Gower, 
in his ignorance of the smoothness of aristocratic 
manners, cxj)ected a remonstrance ; bnt Fleetwood was 
allowed to go on, will) his air of steely geniality and 
a decision, that his friend imagined he could have 
broken down like an old partition board under the 
kick of a sarc/isrn sharpening an appeal. 

‘ Lord Fleetwood was on the point of going in,’ he 
assured the great lady. 

‘ l4ord Fleetwood may regret his change of mind,’ 
said she. ‘ ^I'he Countess of Fleetwood will have my 
advice to keep her footing in this house.' 

She and Henrietta sat alone with C’arinthia for an 
hour, (’oming forth, Lidy Arpington ejaculated to 
herself: ‘Vilhiiny somewhere!—You will do w'cll, 
Henrietta, to take up your (junrlers with her a day 
or two. She can hold her position a month. Longer 
is past possibility.’ 

A shudder of the repulsion from men crept over the 
younger lady. Hut she was a warrior's daughter, and 
observed: * IMy husband, her brother, wdll be back 
before the month end.s.’ 

‘No need for hostilities to lighten our darkness,’ 
l^ady Arpington rejoined. ‘You know her.? tru.st 
her ?' 

‘ One cannot doubt her face. She is niv husband’s 
sister. Yes, I do trust her. I nail iny flag to her 
cause.' 

The flag was crimson, as it appeared on her cheeks; 
and that intimated a further tale, though not of so 
dramatic an import as the cognizant short surv'cy of 
Carinthia had lH*en. 

These young women, wdth the new complications 
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obtruded bv them, irritated a benevolent groat govern¬ 
ing lady, who had marrit^d off her dnugiitors and 
embraced her grandehildreii, comfortably finishing that 
chapter; and beheld now the apparition of the sex’s 
ancient trip})ing foe, when circumstances in themselves 
wert‘ quite enoiigli to contend against on their behalf. 
It seemed to sav. that nature’s most burdened weaker 
must always be beaten. Despite Heiirieltu's advocacy 
and Carinthia’s clear face, it raisin! a spectral form of 
a suspicion, the more effective by reason of the much 
required justification it fclclual fr<im the siindes to plead 
apologies for Lord Fleetwood's erratic, if not mad, and 
in any case ugly, conduct. Wliat i»therwise could be 
his excuse if Such was his need of one, that the wife 
he crushed hail to be proposed for sacrifice, ii\ the 
mind of a lady tending strongly to side with her and 
condemn her husb.aiid. 

Lady Arpington liad counselled (^irinthia to stay 
where she was, the Fates having brought her there. 
Henrietta was too generous to hesitate in her choice 
between her }uisbaiu{'s sister and tlie earl. She re¬ 
moved from Li\ia's house to I^ord Fleetwood’s. My 
lord was at Esslemont two days ; then established his 
quarters at Serope's hotel, five minutes’ walk from the 
wedded lady to whom the right to bear his title was 
,gratited,an interview with him refused. Such a squaring 
foi the battle of spouses had never—or not in mighty 
London—been seen since tfiat old fight began. 



284 


THE AMAZING MARRIAGE 


CHAPTER XXVI 


iVlTKU SOMK IKNV1N(; TIIK DAME PASSES Ot’R GUARD 


Dame Goh.sip at this present pass bursts to give us 
a review of the social world siding for the earl or 
for his countess; and her parrot cry of ‘John Uose 
Mackrell!’ with her head's loose shake over the 
smack of her lap, to convey tl>e contemporaneous 
tipsy relish of the rich good tilings he said on the 
subject of the contest, indicates the kiml of interven¬ 
tion it would he. 

T'o save the story from having its vein tied, we may 
^lccept the reminder, that he was the countess's voluble 
advoc/ite at a period when Ina* friends were shy to 
.speak of her. After relating the N'auxhall Gardens 
episode in hurles(pie Homeric during the freshness of 
the scandal, Hose ^MackreU's enthusiasm for the heroine 
of his humour set in. He tracked her to her parentage, 
which was new breath blown into the sunken tradition 
of some Old Buccaneer and his (.'ountess Eannv : and, 
a turn of great good luck helping him to a copy of 
the book of the Maxims for Mkx, he would quote 
certain of the racier ones, passages of Captain John 
Peter Kirby's personal adventures in various lands and 
waters illustrating the text, to prove that the old 
warrior acted by the rule of his recommendations. 
'Phey bad the repulsive attraction pro])er to rusty 
lumber swords and truncheons that have twisted brains. 
They wove no mild sort of halo for the head of a 
shillelngh-Hourishing Whitechapel Countess descended 
from the writer and doer. 
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People were willing to believe in her jump of thirty 
fert or more off a suburban house-top to escfipe durance, 
and her midnight storming of her lord's town house, 
and ousting of him to go find his ipiarters iit Serope's 
hotel. He, too, had his band of pugilists, as it was 
known ; and he might have heightened a raging scandal. 
The nobleman forbore. A woman's blow gracefully 
taken adds a score of inches to our stature, floor us 
as it may: we*win the world's after-thoughts, llo.se 
Mackrell sketched the earl;—always alert, smart, (]uick 
to meet a combination and prol.ect a dignity never 
obtruded, and in spite of himself the laugh of the 
town. His humour flickered wildly round the ridicii- 
lous position of a [irominent young nobleman, whose 
bearing and character were foreign to a ])osition of 
ridicule. 


Nevertheless, the carl's figure continuing to be classic 
sculpture, it allied him with the aristocracy of martyrs, 
that burn and do not wince. He propitiated none, 
and as he could not but suffer shrewdly, he gained' 
steem enough to shine through the woman’s pitiless 
drenching of him. During his term at Serope's hotel, 
the carousals there were cpiite old-century and matter 
of discourse. He had proved his return to sound sense 
in the dismissal of ‘ the fiddler,' notoriouslv the wonmn’s 
lieutenant, or more; and niglitly the revelry closed at 
the great gaming-tables of St. tfaini's's Street, while 
Whitechapel held the cor<»neted .scpiare, well on her 
way to the I^aw courts, as Ahranc and Potts reyiorted; 
and positively so, ‘clear ea.se.' 'Jlmt was the canning 
development and finale of the Marriage. I.K)ndoii 
waited for it. 

A rich man's ca.sy smile over losses at play, merely 
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taught his emulous troop to feel themselves poor devils 
in the pocket. But Fleetwood's contempt of Sleep 
was a marvel, siiperhutiiaii, and accused them of an 
inferior vigour, hard for young men to admit by the 
example, lie never went to bed. Issuing from Fortune’s 
hall-doors in the bright, lively, summer momiiig, he 
mounted horse and was away It) the hills. Or he took 
the arm of a Homan (’atholic nobleman, Lord Feltre, 
and walked with him from the grceii*tables and the 
establishment’s renowned dry still Sillery to matins at 
a Papist chapel. x\s it was not known that he had 
given his word to abjure bis religion, the ])ious gamblers 
tlid no worse than spread an alarm a»ul tpiiet it, by 
the citation of his character for having a try at everv- 
thing. 

Henriclla despatched at this period the following 
letter to Clulluii:— 

‘I am with Jj*via to-morrow. Jiuiey starts for Wales 

m 

* to-morrow morning, a voluntary exile. She pleaded to 
go back to timt place where you had to leave her, pro¬ 
mising she would not come Westward; but was per¬ 
suaded. l>ady Arpington approves. The situation 
was getting loo terribly strained. We met and passed 
luy lord in the park. 

‘ He was walking bis horse—elegant cavalier that be 
is: would not look on bis wife. A woman pulled by 
her collar should be passive; if she })\dls her way, she 
is treated as a dog. I see nothing else in tlie intention 
of»poor Janey’s last olfctice to him. There is an 
opposite counsel, and he can be eloquent, and he will 
be heard on her side. How could she manage the most 
wayward when she has not an idea of ordinary men ? 
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But, my Iiuslmnd, they have our tie between them; it 
may move liini. It subdues her—and iioUiing else 
would have done tliat. If she had been in Phigland 
a year l>efore the marriage, she would, I think, have 
understood belter how to guiile her ste})s and her 
tongue for his good ])lcnsure. She learns daily, very 
quickly: observes, assimilates; she reads and has her 
comments—would have shot far ahead of your Iliette, 
with my advantages. 

‘ Vour uncle—but he will bear any charge on his 
conscience as long as he can gel the burden off* his 
shoulders. Do not fret, my own ! Keperuse the above 
—you will see we have grounds for hope. 

‘ He should have looked down on her! No tears 
from her eyes, but her eves icnr fears. She does not 
rank among beautiful women. She has her moments 
for outshining them—the loveliest of sju-ctres ! She 
caught at my heart. I cannot forget her face looking 
up for him to look down. A great painter would have 
reproduced it, a great poet have ronileretl fhe impres¬ 
sion. Notiling short of the greatest. T'hat is odd to 
say of one so simple os she. But when nccidenis call 
up her reserves, you see mountain heights w'licre mists 
were—she is actually glorified. Her friend—I do be¬ 
lieve a friend—the Mr. Woodseer vou are to remernljer 
meeting somewliure—a sprained ankle—h/is a dozen 
similes ready for what she is wlien jiain or happiness 
vivify her. Or, it may be, tender charity. She says, 
that if she feels for suffering people, it is heeausc she is 
the child of Chillons mother. In like manner Chillon 
is the son of Jancy's father. 

‘ Mr. AVoodseer came every other evening. Our only 
enlivenment. Livia followed her policy, in refusing to 
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call. We lived luxuriously ; no money, not enough for 
a box at tlie opera, though we yearned—^you can imagine. 
Chapters of philosojihy read out and expounded instead. 
Janey likes them. He sets lessons to her cjuecr maid— 
reading, writing, pronunciation of English. An inferior 
language to Welsh, for poetical purposes, we are in¬ 
formed. So Janey determining to apply herself to 
Welsh, and a chameleon Riette dreading that she will 
he taking a (‘ontrary view of the honest souls—as she 
feels them t<» be—when again under Livia’s shadow. 

‘ The message from .laney to Scrope's hotel was 
despatched half-an-lmur after we had driven in from 
the park; fruit of a brown meditation. I w rote it— 
third person—a single .sentence. Arrangements are 
made for her to traced conifortablv. It is funny—the 

« V 

shops for her purchases of clothes, necessaries, etc., 
are specifieil ; she may order to any extent. Not a 
shilling of money for her poor purse. ^V'hat can l)e 
the secret of that.^ He does nothing without an 
object. ^I't) me, uniformly civil, no irony, few' compli¬ 
ments. Li via writes, that 1 am commended for keep¬ 
ing Janey company. What can be the stKrret of a 
man scrupulously just with one hand, and at the same 
time cruel with the other Mr. Woodseer says, his 
w'ealth :—‘ IMore money than is recjiiired for their 
needs, men go into harne.ss to Plutus,^—if that is 
clever. 

*I have written iiiv husband—as Janev ceases to 

» k 

call her ow n; and it was pretty and toucliing to hear 
ligr “ my husband.'’—Oh ! a didl letter. But he is my 
husband though he keep.s ah.sent—to he longed for— 
he is my husband still, iiiy hu.shand always. Chillon 
is Henrietta's luishand, the w'orld cries out, and when 
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she is flattered she docs the like, for then it is not 
too presumptuous that she should name Henrietta 
Chillon's wife. In rnv t?ars, husband Ims the sweeter 
sound. It brings an angel from overhead. Will it 
bring him one-half hour sooner ? My love ! My dear ! 
If it did, I should be lisping husband, husband, hus¬ 
band ’ from eock-crow to owl's cry. Livia thinks the 
world foolish, if not detestable. She and I have our 
different opinions. She is for luxury. I choose poverty 
and my husband. Poverty has its beauty, if niy hus¬ 
band is the sun of it. Klh' radote, Slje would not 
have written so dull a letter to her husband if she 
had Ikhmi at the opera last night, or listened to a dis¬ 
tant street-band. No more—the next line would be 
bleeding. He .should have her blood too, if that were 
her husbatKr.s—it would never be; but if it were for 
his good in the smallest way. Chi lion's wish is to 
give his blood for them he loves. Never did woman 
try more to write worthily to her nbst*nt lord and fall 
so miserably into the state of dripping babe from bath 
on nurse's knee. Ct»ver me, iny lord and love, my 
anise for—no, my excuse, niy refuge from myself. 
We are one.> Oh ! we are one!—and we have la^en 
separated eight and twenty days. 

‘ HEXftiiirr.v Kijib^-Levkli.iek.'* 

That was a letter for the husband and lover to 
receive in a foreign land and he warmed. 

The tidings of Carinthia washed him clean of the 
grimv district w'here his w'axcn sister hail dcvelo|>ed 
her stubborn iasensibility;—resembling craziness, every 
p^version of the refinement demanded by young 
Englishmen of their ladies; and it pacified him with 
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the belief that she was now at rest, the disturbed 
history of tlieir father and mother at rest as well; his 
conscience in relation to the marriage likewise at rest, 
Chillon had a wife. Her writing of the welcome to 
poverty stirn*d his knowledge of his wife’s nature. 
Carinthia might bear it and harden to flint; Henrietta 
was a butterfly for the golden rays. His thoughts, all 
his energies, were bent on the making of money to 
supply her need for the [)leasure she flew in—a 
butterfly’s grub without it. Accurately so did the 
husband and lover read bis wife, adoring Iier the 
more. 

Her letter s embracing close w^as costly to them. It 
hurried him to tlie compromise of a debatable business, 
and he fell into the Austrian Government’s terms for 
the payment of the inheritance from his father; calcii' 
biting that—his sister's share deducted—money W'ould 
be in liand to jiay pressing debts and enable Henrietta 
to live unworried by cares until he should have stpieezed 
debts, long due atid increasing, out of the miserly old 
lord. Ins uncle. A prospect of supplies for twelve 
months, counting the hack and carriage Henrietta had 
always been used to, si'cmed about as far as it was 
reipiired to look by the husband htistening homeward 
to his wife’s call. Her letter was a call in the night. 
Besides, there were his vet untrital Inventions. Tlie 
new gunpowder testing at Croridge promised to provide 

Henrietta with many of the luxuries she could have 

•> * 

had, and had abandoned for his sake. The new blasting 
•powder and a destructive shell might build her the 
palace she deserved. His uncle was, no doubt, his 
fMirtuer. If, however, the profits were divided, sufficient 
wealth was assured. But his uncle remained a dubious 
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imagp. Tlic IiusbaTid and lover could enfold no positive 
prospect to suit his wife's tastes bevond the twelve 
months. 

We have Dame Gossip upon us. 

—One minute let mention be of the excitement over 
Protestfint England when that rumour disseminated, 
telling of Iier wealthiest nohlenian s visit to a monastery, 
up in the peaks and snows ; and of his dwelling among 
the monks, and assisting in all their services day and 
night, hymning and chanting, uttering not one word for 
one whole week: his Papistical friend, l^ird Eeltre, with 
him, of course, after Jesuit arts had allured him to that 
place of torrents and lightnings and canticles and demon 
echoes, all as though expressly contrived for the horrify¬ 
ing of sinners into penitence and confession and tin* 
monkish cowl up to life's end, not to speak of the abju¬ 
ration of worldly possi'ssions and donation of them into 
the keeping of the shaven brothers ; when either they 
would have settled a band of them here in our very 

m 

midst, or they would have impoverished—is not too 
strong a word—the country by taking the money's 
worth of the mines, eshites, mansions, freehold strt»ets 
and squares of t)ur metropolis out of it without scruple; 
l•ejoicing so t<j bleed the Protestant faith. Underrate it 
now—then it was a truly jiistih'ahle* anxiety: in- 
somudi that you heard people of station, eminent 
titled persons, asking, like the commonest low Radicals, 
whether it was prudent legislation to permit of the 
inheritance of such vast wealth by a young man, little 
more than a boy, and noted for freaks. And some 
declared it could not be allowed fur foreign monks 
to have a claim to inherit English property, lliere 
a general consent, that if the Earl of llcetwood 
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went to the extreme of making over his property to 
those monks, he sliould be pronounced insane and 
incapable. Ultimately the world was a little paciBed 
by hearing that a {Kirtion of it was entailed, Essleinont 
and the Welsh mines. 

So it might be; but what if he had no child ! 'I'he 
marriage amazing everyboily scarcely promised fruit, it 
was thought. Countess Li via, much besought for her 
opinion, scouted the possibility. And Carinthia Jane 
was proclaimed by John Rose iVfaekroll (to his dying 
day the poor gentleman tried vainly to gi‘l tlie second 
syllable of his name accentuated) a young woman who 
would t)utlive twice over the husband she had. He 
said of his name, it wjls destined to pass him down a 
dead hsh in the nose of posterity, and would aflW’t his 
best jokes ; which something has done, or the ])resent 
generation has lost the sense of genuine humour. 

Thanks to him, the talk of the Whitechapel Countess 
again sprang up, merrily as ever; and after her having 
become, as he said, ‘ a desiccated celebrity,’ she outdid 
cabinet ministers and naughty Mives for a living 
morsel in the world s mouth. She was denounced by 
the patrititic party as the cause of the earl’s dalliance 
with Rome. 

The earl, you are to know, was tlien coasting along 
the Mediterranean, on board his beautiful schooner 
yacht, with his Lord Fcltre, bound to make an inspec¬ 
tion of Syrian monasteries, and forget, if he could, the 
face of all faces, another^ possession by the law. 

^ Those two lords, shut up together in a yacht, were 
advised by their situation to be bosom friends, and 
they quarrelleil violently, and were reconciled, and 
they quarrelled again ; tliey w'ere explosive chemicals; 
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until the touch of dry land rclievetl them of what they 
really fancied the spell of the Fiend. For their argu¬ 
mentative topic during confinement w'as Woman, when 
it was not Theology ; and even oft* a vacht, those are 
subjects to kindle the utmost hatred of dissension, if 
men are not perfectly cimcordant. They agreed upon 
land to lainish any talk of Women or Theology, where 
it would have iK’cn comparatively innocent; so they 
both desiring to be doing the thing they had sworn 
they would not do, the tluuights of b(»th were fastened 
on one or the other interdicted subject. They hardly 
spoke; they perceived in their longing minds, that the 
imagined spell of tl)e Fiend was indeeil the bile of the 
sea, secreted thickly for want of exercise, and they 
both regretted the tlays and nights of their angry 
controversies; unfit pilgrims of the Holy Land, they 
owned. 

To such effect. Lord FIeetwoo<I wrote to Gower 
Woodseer, as though there had Ikh;ii no breach between 
them, from Jerusalem, expressing the wish to hear his 
cool wood-notes of the philosophy of Life, fresh drawn 
from Nature’s breast; and urgent for an answer, to be 
addres.scd to his hotel at Southampton, that lie might 
be greeted on bis return home first by his ‘friend 
Gower.’ 

He wrote in the inuntb of January. His arrival at 
Southampton was on the thirt€?entli day of March ; and 
there he opened a letter some weeks old, the hearer of 
news which ought hy rights to make husbands proudly 
happy. 
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CHAPTER XXVII 


WK DKSCKKD INTO A STKAMKRS KKOIXK-UOOM 


Fi,KiTW()or) had dropped liis friend l^ord Feltre at 
Ancona; liis good fortune was to be alone when the 
clang of hells rang through his head in the reading of 
Gower’s lines. Other letters were opened : from the 
Countess Li via, from Lady Arpington, from Captain 
Kirhy-Levellier. There was one from his lawyers, in¬ 
forming him of their receipt of a communication dated 
South Wales, December 11th, and signed Owain 
AVythaii; to the effect, that the birth of a son to the 
Earl of Fleetwood was registered on the day of the 
date, with a e(»py of the document forwarded. 

Livia scornfidl}’ stated the tattling world's ‘ latest/ 
The captain was as brief, in ordinary words, whose 
quick run to the .stop could be taken fora challenge of 
the eye. It stamped the adversary’s frown on Fleet- 
wood reading, l^idy Arpington was more politic; she 
wrote of ‘ a healthy boy,' and ‘ the healthy mother 
giving him breast,' this being ‘ the way for the rearing 
of strong men.’ She conde.scended to the particulars, 
that she might touch him. 

The earl bad not been so reared: his mother was 
not the healthy mother. One of his multitudinous, 
shifty, but inerailicable ambitions was to exhibit an 
excellingly vigorous, tireless constitution. He remem¬ 
bered the nettled refreshment of the sea-breezes aboard 
his yacht during the week following the sleep-discarded 
nights at Scrope’s and the green tables. For a week 
he hung to the smell of brine, in rapturous amity 
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with Ft'ltro, until they yellowed, differed, wrangled, 
hated. 

A powerful leaven was put into him by tlie tidings 
out of Wales. Gower, good fellow, had gone down to 
see the young mother tliree weeks after the birth of 
her child. She was already renewing her bloom. She 
had produced the boy in the worUPs early manner, 
lightly, witliout any of the tragic modern hovering 
over death to give the life. Gower compared it to a 
‘flush of the vernal orchard after a day's drink of sun¬ 
light.' That was well: that was how it should l)c. 
One loathes llic idea of tortured women. 

'J'he good fellow was perhaps absurdly pin^tical. Still 
we must have poetry to hallow this and other forms of 
energy: or say, if you like, the right view of them 
impels to poetry. Otherwi.se we are in the breeding 
yards, among the litters and the farrows. It is a 
question of looking down or looking u]). If we are 
|K»or creatures—as we are if wo do but feast and gamble 
and beget—we shall run for a time with the <Iog.s and 
come to the finish of swine. Jletler say, life is holy! 
Wliy, then have we to thank her who tenches it. 

He gazed at the string of visions of the woman 
naming him husband, making him a father: the imag¬ 
ined Cnriiilhia—beautiful Gorgon, ha)^^gard Venus; the 
Carinthia of the j)recipice tree-shoot; Carinlliia of the 
ducal dancing-hall; and she at the altar-rails; she 
on the coach box; she alternately softest of brides, 
doughtiest of Amazons. A mate for the caress, an 
electrical heroine, fronted him. 

Yes, and she was I^rd Fleetwood’s wife, cracking 
sconces,—a demoiselle Moll Flanders, — the world's 
Whitechapel Countess out for an airing, infernally 
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earnest alx)ut it, madly ludicrous; the schemer to catch 
his word, the petticoatcd Shylock to bind him to the 
letter of it; now pt?rsccuting, haunting him, now im¬ 
movable for obstinacy; malignant to stay down in 
those vile slums and direct tons of sooty waters on his 
head from its mains in the sight of London, causing 
the least histrionic of men to behave as an actor. He 
beheld her a skull with a lamp behind the eyeholes. 

But this woman was the woman who made him a 
father; she was the mother of the heir of the House; 
and the boy she claspetl and suckled as her boy wtis his 
Ik>v. They met inseparably in that new life. 

Truly, there could not be a woman of flesh so near 
to a likeness with the beatific image of Feltrc's wor¬ 
shipped Madonna! 

The thought sparkled and darkened in Fleetwood’s 
mind, ns a star passing into cloud. For an uproarious 
world claimed the woman, jeered at all allied with her; 
at her husband most, of course:—the punctilious noodle! 
the golden jackass, tethered anti goaded! He had 
choice among the pick of women : the daughter of the 
Old Buccaneer w'as preferred by the wiseacre Ctelebs. 
She tricked him cunningly and struck a tremendous 
return blow in producing her male infant. 

By the w’ay, was she actually Iwrn in wedlock ? Lord 
Levellier’s assurances regarding her origin were, by the 
calculation, a miser’s shuffles to clinch his bargain. 
Assuming the represenUitive of holy motherhood to be 
a W'oman of illegitimate birth, the history of the House 
lb whieli the spotted woman gave an heir %vould suffer a 
jolt when touching on her. And altogether the history 
fumed rank vapours. Imagine her boy in his father’s 
name a young collegian ! No commonly sensitive lad 
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could bear the g^ibes of the fellows raking at antece¬ 
dents: Fleetwood would be the name to start roars. 
Smarting for his name, the earl chafed at the boyV 
mother. Her production of a man-child was the 
further and grosser offence. 

The world sat on him. His confession to some 
degree of weakness, even to folly, stung his pride of 
individimlitv so that he liad to soothe the pain by 
tearing himself from a thought of his folly’s partner, 
shutting hiniself up and away from her. Then there 
was a cessation of annoyance, flatteringly agreeable: 
which can come to us only of our having done the right 
thing, young men will think. He felt at once warmly 
with the worhl, enjoyetl the world’s kind shelter, and 
in return for its eulogy of his unjirecedentcd attach¬ 
ment to the pledge of his word, admitted an under¬ 
standing of its laughter at the burles<|ue edition of a 
noble lady in the person of the Whitccliapel Gountess. 
The world sat on him heavily. 

He recurred to Gower Woodsi*c*r’s letter. 

The pictures and images in it wore not the prin- 
ci|Mil matter,—the impression hod been deep. A plain 
transcription of the young mother's acts and words did 
more tf> portray her: the reader could supply reflections. 

Would her Imy's father be very pleased to see him P 
she had asked. 

And she spoke of a fear that the father would try 

to take her bov from her. 

* > 

‘ Never that—you have my word !' Fleetwood said ; 
and he nodded consentingly over her next remark: 
‘.Not while I live, till he must go to school!' 

The stublxirn wife would be the last of women to 
sit and weep as a rifled mother. 
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A child of the Countess Carinthia (he phrased it) 
would not be deficient in will, nor would the youngster 
lack bravery. 

For his part, comparison rushing at liiin and search¬ 
ing him, he owned that lie leaned on pride. To think 
that he did, became a liicmc for pride. The mother 
had the [iriinitivc virtues, the father the developed : 
he was the richer mine. And besides, he was he, the 
unriddled, complex, individual he; she was the plain 
barbarian survival, good for giving her offspring bone, 
muscle, stout heart. 

Shape the hypothesis of a fairer woman tlie mother 
of the heir to the earldom. 

Henrietta was analyzed in a glimpse. Courage, 
animal healthfulness, she, too, might—her liusliand 
not obstructing—transmit; and good looks, eyes of 
the sajiphire ^"Egean. And Iherew'ith such pliability 
as the Mother of Love requires of her servants. 

Could that woman resist seductions? 

Fleetwood's wrath with her for refusing him and 
inducing him in spite to pledge his word elsewhere, 
haphazard, pricked a curiosity to know whether the 
woman could be—and easily ! easily! he wagered—led 
to make her conduct warrant for his contempt of her. 
liod,—that is, misled, you might say, if you were 
pleading for a doll. Hut it was necessary to bait the 
pleasures for the woman, in order to have full view of 
the precious fine fate one has t‘seAped. Also to get 
w'ell rid of a sort of hectic in the blcHHl, which the 
w'oman's beauty has c^ist on that reflecting tide: a 
fever-sign, where the fever has become quite emotion¬ 
less and is merely desirous for the stain of it to be 
washed out. As this is not the desire to possess nr 
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even to taste, contempt will do it. When we know 
that the w'eaver of the fascinations is purchasable, we 
toss her to the market where men buy; and we walk 
released fnim vile subjection to one of the female 
heap:—subjec‘tion no lon^^T, doubtless, and yet a stain 
of the past Hush, often colouring our reveries, creating 
active phantasms of a passion absolutely extinct, if it 
ever was the veritable passion. 

The plot—formless })lot—to get release by the sacri- 
Hcc or at l(*nst a crucial temptation of the woman, that 
should wash his blood clean of her image, had a shoile 
of* the devilish, he acknowlwlged; and the apology 
offered no improvement of its aspect. She might come 
out of the trial triumphant. And benefit for himself, 
even a small privilege, even the pressure of her hand, 
he not only shrank from the thought of winning,—he 
loathed the thought. He was. too delicate over the 
idea of the married woiuan whom he fancied he loved 
in her maidenhood. Others might press Iut hand, lead 
her the dance: he simply wanted his release. She had 
set him on fire; he conceived a method for trampling 
the remaining sparks and erasing stain and scars ; that 
was all. Henrietta rejected her wealthy suitor: she 
might some day hence be seen crawling abjectly to 
wealth, glad of a drink from the cup tt holds, intoxi¬ 
cated with the draught. An injured pride could 
animate his wealth to crave solace of such a spectacle. 

Devilish, if you like. He had expiated the wicked¬ 
ness in Cistercian seclusion. His wife now drove him 
to sin again. 

She had given him a son. That fluted of liome and 
honourable life. She had her charm, known to him 
alone. 
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But bow, supposing slie did not mb him to bristle 
with fresli irritations, bow go to bis wife while Henri¬ 
etta held her throne ? Consideration was d ue to her until 
she .stumbled. Enough if she wavered. Almost enough 
if she .stood firm as a statue in the winds, and proved 
that the first page of her was a false introduction. 
The surprising apparition of a beautiful woman with 
character; a liglitly-thrilled, pleasure-loving woman 
devoted to her husband or protected by her rightful 
self-esteem, would loosen him creditably. It had to be 
witnessed, for faith in it. He reverenced our legendary 
good women, and he bowed to noble deeds; and Jie 
ascribed the former to })oetical creativeness, the latter 
operated as a scourging of his flesh to yield its de¬ 
moniacal ii]mate.s. Nothing of the kind was doing at 
present. 

Or stay: a studious^re-periisal of Gower Woodseer’s 
letter enriched a little incident. Fleetwood gave his 
wife her name of Carinthia when he bad read 
deliberately and caught the scene. 

Mrs. Wvthan down in Wales related it to Gower. 
Carinthia and Madge, trudging over the treeldSs hills, 
came on a birchen clump round a deep hollow or gully- 
pit ; precipitous, the earl knew, he had peeped over the 
edge in his infant days. There at the bottom, in a 
foot or so of water, they c.spied a lamb; and they 
rescued the poor beastie by going down to it, one or 
lioth. It must Iiave been the mountain-footed one. A 
man would hesitate, spying below. Fleetwood won¬ 
dered how she had managed to climb up, and carrying 
the lamb! Down pitclies Madge Winch to help— 
they did it between them. We who stand aloof admire 
stupidly. To defend himself frtmi admiring, he con- 
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demued the two women for the risk they ran to save a 
probably broken>legged little beiiust: and he esctaped 
the melting mood by forcing a sneer at the sort of stuff 
out of which popular ballads are woven. Carinthia was 
accused of letting her adventurous impulse's and senti* 
mental female compassion swamp thought of a moiher''s 
duties. If both those women had brok('u their legs the 
child might have cried itself into lits for the mother, 
there she would have remained. 

Gower wrote in a language transparent of the act, 
addressed to a reader whose memory was to he impreg¬ 
nated. Ilis reader w’ould have flown away from the 
simple occurrence on aralK'sques and modulated tones; 
and then envisaging them critically, would have tossed 
his poor little story to the winds, as a small thing 
magnifled: with an object, being the next thought 
about it. He knew his FJ^'etwood so far. 

His letter concluded: ‘ I am in a small Surrey village 
over a bakers shop, rent eight shillings per week, a 
dame's infant scliool opposite iiiy window, miles of 
flrwcKid, heatli, and bracken openings, for tlie winged or 
the nested fancies. I^ve Nature, she makes you a lord 
of her boundless, off any ten stpiarc feet of common 
earth. I go through my illusions and come always 
bock on that good truth. It says,, l)eware of the 
world's passion for flavours and spices. Much tasted, 
tney turn and bite the biter. My exemplars are 
the lately breeched youngsters with two junico in 
their |K>ckets for the gingerbread-nut booth on a 
fiur day. 1 learn more from one of them than you 
can from the w'hole cavalcade of your attendant 
Ixionides.' 

Mounting the box of his coach for the drive to 
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London, Fleetwood had the new name for the parasitic 
and slmm vital troop at his ears. 

‘My Ixionides!' he repeated, and did not scorn 
them so much as he rejoiced to he enlightened by the 
title. lie craved the presence of the magician who 
dropped illumination with a single word; wholesomer 
to think of than the whole body of those Ixionides:— 
not bad fellows, here and there, he reflected, tolerantly, 
half laughing at some of their clownish fun. Gower 
Woodseer and he had not quarrelled ? No, they had 
merely parted at one of the crossways. The plebeian 
could teach that son of the genuflexions, Lord Feltre, a 
lesson in manners. Woodseer was the better comrade 
and director of routes. Into the forest, up on the 
heights; and free, not locked; and not parroting day 
and night, but (piick for all that the world has learnt 
and can tell, though two-tlynls of it be composed of 
Ixionides: that way lies wisdom, and his index was cut 
that way. 

Arrived in town, he ran «>ver the headings of his 
letters, in no degree anxious for a communication from 
Wales. There was none. Why none 

She might as well have scrawled her announcement 
of an event pleasing to her, and, by the calculation, 
important to him, if not particularly interesting. The 
mother's wifeish lines w’ould, perhaj)s, have been tested 
in a furnace. He smarted at the blank of any, of even 
two or three formal words. She sulked ? * I am not a 
fallen lamb!' he said. Evidently one bad to be a 
sliivering beast in trouble, to excite her to move a 
hand. 

Through so slight a Assure as this piece of discontent 
cracked in him, the crowd of his grievances with the 
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woman rushed pell-mell, deluging young shoots of 
sweeter feelings. She sulked! If that woman could 
not get the command, he was to know her incapable of 
submission. After besinutting the name she had hlched 
from him, she let him understand that there was no 
intention to rc}>ent. Possibly she meant war. In which 
case a man must flv, or stand assailed hv the nwist in- 

• ^ •r 

tolerable of vulgar farces;—to be compared to a pelting 
of one on the stage. 

The time came for him to knock at doors and face 
his public. 


CHAPTER XXVIll 

hY COXCtSSIOS'S TO MISTRESS OOSSIl* A I TJJtTHElt 
INTRUhlON IS AVERTED 

Livia welcomed him, with commiserating inquiry 
behind her languid eyelids. ‘You have all the latcNstf''' 
it said. 

He struck on the burning matter. 

‘ You wish to know the part you have to play, 
ma'am.' 

‘ Tell me, Russett.'* 

‘ You will contradict nothing.’ 

Her eyebrows asked, ‘ It means ? ’ 

‘ You have authority from me to admit the facts.’ 

‘ They are facts ? ’ she remarked. 

* Women love teasing round certain facts, apparently; 
like the I.*aw courts over their pet cases.’ 

* But, Russett, will you listen ?’ 
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‘ Has the luck been civil of late ?' 

‘ I think of something else at present. No, it has not.’ 

* Abrane ?’ 

‘ Pray, attend to me. No, not Abrane.’ 

‘ I believe you ’vc all been cleared out in my absence. 
St. Ombre 

Her complexion varied. ‘ Mr. Ambrose Mallard has 
once or twice . . . But let me beg you—the town is 
raging with it. My dear Kussett, a bold front now; 
there’s the chance of your release in view.’ 

‘ A rascal in view ! Name the sum.’ 

" I must reckon. My head is—can you intend to 
submit 

‘So it’s Brosey Mallard now. You choose your 
deputy (|ueerly. lie’s as bad as Abrane, w'ith steam 
to it. Chummy Potts w^ould have done better.’ 

‘Me wins one night; loses every pound-note he has 
the next; and comes vaunting the “dry still Sillery” 
of the establishment,—a perpetual chorus to his 
losses!’ 

‘Ilis consolation to you for yours. That is the 
gentleman. Chummy doesn’t change. Say, why not 
St. Ombre? He's cool.’ 

‘ T'here are reasons.’ 

‘ Let thcn\ rest. And I have my reasons. Do the 
same for them.’ 

‘ Yours concerns the honour of the family.’ 

‘ Deeply: respect them.’ 

‘Your relatives have to be thought of, though they 
ai^ few and not too pleasant.’ 

‘If 1 had thought much of them, wliat would oul^ 
relations be ? They object fo dicing, and I to leading- 
strings.’ * 
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She turned to a brighter subject, of no visible con¬ 
nection with the preceding. 

‘ Henrietta comes in ^lay.’ 

‘The month of her colours.' 

** Her nionev troubles are terrible.' 

‘Both of you appear unlucky in your partners,—if 
winning was the object. She shall have all the distrac- 
ti«)ns we can offer.’ 

‘ Yoiir visit to the Cliartreiise alarmed her.’ 

‘She has rejoiced her husband.’ 

‘A girl. She feared the Jesuit in your friend.’ 

‘Feltre and she are about equally afl'ecled by music. 
They shall meet.’ 

‘Riissett, this once : 1 do entreat you to take counsel 
with your good sense, and remember that you stand 
where you are by going against my advice. It is a 
perfect storm over London. The world lias not to In,* 
informed of yt)ur generosity ; but a chivalry that invites 
the most horrible of sneers at a man ! And what can 
I say? I have said it was impossible.’ 

‘Add tlie j)ostscrij)t: you find it was perfectly 





‘ 1 have to learn more thaJi I care to hear.’ 

‘ Your knowledge is not in request; you will speak 
in iny name.’ , 

‘ Will you consult your lawyers, llusselt, before you 
con rnit yourself.^’ 

‘ I am on my w'ay to I.ady Ar[»ington.’ 

‘ You cannot be thinking how serious it is.’ 

‘1 rather value the opinion of a hard-headed woman 
of the world.’ 

‘ Why not listen to me ? ’ 

‘ You have your points, ma’am.’ 

u 
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‘ Slie's a torch.' 

* She serves iny purpose.' 

Livia shrugged sadly. ‘I suppose it serves your 
puq>osc to he unintelligible to me.' 

lie rendered himself intelligible immediately by say¬ 
ing, ‘liefore I go—a thousand 

‘ Oh, n»y dear Hussett!' she sighed. 

‘ State the amount.' 

She seemed to be easting unwieldy figures and he 
heljied her with, ‘ Mr. Isiuies.^’ 

‘ Not lc!ss than three, I fear.* 

‘ lias he been pressing ?' 

‘ ^”011 are always good to us, Ihisscit.' 

‘ You are ahvays considerate for the honour of the 
fainilvy ma'am. Order for the monev with you here 
t<»-morrow. And I thank you for your advice. 13o me 
the favour to follow' mine.' 

‘ (’ommands should be the word.' 

‘ I’hrase it as you please.' 

* Voii know' I hale responsibility.' 

‘The chorus in classical dramas had generally that 
’ sentiment, but the singing w'as the sweeter for it.' 

‘Whom do voii not win when you condescend to the 
mood, you dear boy.' 

He re-strained a bitter reply, touching the kind of 
persons he had won: a girl from the mountaiiis, a 
philosophical tramp of the roads, troops of the bought. 

Livia spelt at the problem he was. She put away 
the ta.sk of reading it. He departed to see Lady 
Arpington, and thereby rivet liis chains. 

As Livia had said, she was a torch. Lady Endor, 
I jidy Eldritch, Lady Cowry, kindled at her. Again, 
there were flights of the burning brands over London* 
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The very odd marriage; the no-marriage; the two- 
ends>of-thc-to>^ii marriage ; and the maiden marriage 
a fruitful marriage; the monstrous marriage'of the 
countess productive in banishment, and the unread¬ 
able earl accepting jMiternity; this Amazing Marriage 
was again the riddle in the cnicker for tattlers and 
gapers. It rattled upon the world's native wantonness, 
the world's acquired decorum : society's irrepressible 
original and its powerfully resisting second nature. 
All the rogues of the line sphere ran about w'ith it, 
male and female; and there was tlie narrative that 
suggestively skipped, and that wliieh trod the minuet 
measure, dropping a curtsy to ravenous curiosity; the 
apology surrendering its defensible cause in supplica¬ 
tions to benevolence; and the benevolence damnatory 
in a too eloquent urgency; followed by the devout 
objection to a breath of the subject, so blackening it 
as to call forth the ])rofanely circumstantial exposi¬ 
tion. Smirks, blushes, dead silences, and in the lower 
regions roars, hung round it. 

But the lady, thougli absent, did not ligure poorly 
at all. Granting Whitecliapel and tho shillelagh affair, 
certain whispers of her good looks, contested only to 
be the more violently asserted; and tliercwith Kose^ 
.Mockrelfs tale of her being a * young woman of birth,' 
havMig a ‘romantic story to tell of herself and her 
parentage,' made her latest performance the cham¬ 
pagne event of it hitherto. Men sparkled when they 
had it on their lips. 

How, then, London asked, would the Earl of Fleet- 
wood mcJ>'e his pieces in reply to his countess's par¬ 
ticularly clever indication of the check threatenincr 
mate ? 
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His move had no relation to the game, it was 
thought at first. 'The world could not suppose that 
he moved a simple pawn f>ti his marriage board. He 
purchased a shop in Piccadilly for the sale of fruit and 
flowers. 

Lady Arpiiigton was entreated to deal at the shop, 
Countess Livia had her ordcTs; his friends, his para¬ 
sites and wilellites, were to deal there. Intensely 
earnest as usual, he besought great ladies to let him 
liave the overflow of their hot-liouses ; and they class¬ 
ing it as another of the my!>tificiitions of a pui*se 
crazy for refdeleness, impiired ; ‘Hut is it you we are 
to deal with?’’ And he (piite seriously said: ‘With 
me, yes, at present.' Something was behind the cur¬ 
tain, of course. Ilis gravity had the eflect of the 
ultra-comical in concealing it. 

'I'he shop was opened. We have the .'issurancc of 
Hose Mackrell, that he entered and examined the piles 
and pans of fruits, and the boiu]nets cunningly arrangetl 
by a haiul smelling Prench. . 'J'he shop was roomy, 
splendid windows lighted the yellow, the golden, the 
green anil parti-coloured stores. Four doors off, a 
chemist's motley in bellied glasses crashed on the sight. 
Passengers along the pavement had presented to them 
such a contrast a.s might he shown if we ronld imagine 
the lA'thean ferry-boat load brought sharp against 
Ponioiiu's lapful. In aiidition to (iie plucked flowers 
and fruits of the sho{», Ilose Maekrell more attentively 
examined the liiiunples doing service at the counters. 
Tniey were thi*ee, under supervision of a watchful-eyed 
fourth. Dame Gossip is for ijuoting his wit. ’ But the 
conclusion he reached, after (piitiing the shop and 
pacing his dozen steps, is important; for it sent a wind 
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over the town to set the springs of tattle going ns 
w'ildly as when the herald's trumpet blew the announce’ 
ment for the world to hear out of Wales. 

lie had observed, tlint the young wcinian supervising 
was deficient in the ease of an established superior; 
her brows were troubled ; she was, therefore, a lieU’ 
tenant elevated from a lower grade ; and, to liis 
thinking, condiieted the business during tlie temporary 
retirement of the mistress of the sliop. 

And the mistress of the shop i* 

I'lie rpieslioit hardly needs be put. 

Hose Maekrell or his humour answered it in unfalter¬ 
ing terms. 

,l.,ondon heard, with the variety of feelings which are 
indistinguishable under a flooding amazement, that the 
beautiful new- fruit and flower shop had bi'en j>ur- 
ehased and stocked by the fabulously wealthy young 
Earl of Fleetwood, to give his Whitechapel Countess 
a taste for business, an occupation, and an honourable 
means of livelihood. 

There was. Dame Gossip thumps to say, a general 
l)clief in this r<*port, Oowds were on the pavement, 
peering through the shop-windows. C’arriages driving 
by stopped to look. My lord himself had been visible, 
displaying bis army of provisions to friends. Nor was 
credulity damped apjireciably when over the sliop, in 
gold letters, appeared the name of Sarah Winch. It 
might be the countess's maiden name, if she really wiis 
a married countess. 

But, in truth, the better informed of the town, having 
l)egim to think its Cra?sus capable of any emmtricity, 
chose to lielicve. They were at the pitcli of excitement 
whicli demands and will swallow a succession of wilder 
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extravagances. To tutcelerate the delirium of the fun, 
nothing was too much, because any al)$urdity was 
anticipated. And tijc earl's readiness to be compli> 
mented on the shop's particular merits, his gratified 
air at an allusion to it, whirled the fun faster. He 
seemed entirely unconscious that each step he now took 
wakened peals. 

For such is the fate of a man wdio Inis come to be 
dogged by the humorist for the provision he furnishes; 
and, as it happens, he is the more laughable if not in 
himself a laughable object. The earl's handsome figure, 
fine style, anil contrasting sobriety heiglitened the bur¬ 
lesque of his call to admiration of a shop where White¬ 
chapel would sit in state—according to the fiction so 

closely under the lee of fact that they were not strictly 
• * 

divisible. Moreover, Sarah Winch, whom Chumloy 
Potts drew into conversation, said, he vowed, she came 
up AVest from Whitechapel. She said it a little ner¬ 
vously, but without blushing. Always on the side of 
the joke, he could ask: ‘ AVho can doubt Indeed, 
scepticism poisoned the sport. 

I'ho Old Uucaneer has written : Friends mat/ huffh; 
I am not roused. My enemy’'s lau^h is a bu^c bloien 
in the niffhi. 

Our enemy's laugh at us rouses to wariness, he would 
say. He can barely mean, that a condition of drowsf- 
hcatl is other than providently warned by laughter of 
friends. An old warrior's tough fibre would, perhaps, 
be insensible to that small crackle. In civil life, how¬ 
ever, the friend's laugh at us is the loudest of the 
danger signals to stop our course: and tlie very wealthy 
nobleman, who is known for not a fool, is kept from 
hearing it. Unless he does hear it, he can have no 
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suspicion of its being aliout him: he cannot imagine 
such Ihe-majesU in the subservient courtiers too prudent 
to betray a sign. So Fleetwood was unwariie(i; and 
his child-like unconsciousni^ of the boiling sentiments 
around, seasoned, pricked, and maddened his parasites 
under compression to invent, for a faint relief. He 
had his title for them, they their tales of him. 

Dame Gossip would recount the tales. She is of the 
order of persons inclining to suspect the tittle of truth 
in prodigies of scandal. She is rustling and bustling 
to us of ‘(’arinthia .lane’s run up in London to see 
Siimh Winch’s grand new shop,’ an eclipse of all 
existing grand liondoii western shops; and of Host* 
Mackrell’s account t»f her dance of proud delight in 
the shop, ending with a ‘lovely cheese’ just as my 
lonl enters; and then a scene, wild l)eyoiid any con¬ 
ceivable ‘for pathos and humour’—her jH*t pair of 
the dissimilar twins, both biinging at us for tear-drops 
by diflerent roads, through a common aperture:—and 
the carl has the Whitechapel baby boy plumped into 
his arms; and the eoimtess fetches him a splendid 
bob-dip and rises out of a second cheese to twirl and 
fandango it; and, all serious on a sudden, request, 
whim|>cringly beseecli, his thanks to her for the crow¬ 
ing successor she has presented him with: my lord 
ultimately, but carefully, depositing the infant on a 
Imsket of the last oranges of the season, fresh from 
the Azores, by delivery olf my lord's own scJiooner* 
yacht in Southampton water; and esca[)iiig, leaving 
his gold-headed stick behind him, a trophy for the 
countess ? a ^a|>on, it may be. 

Quick she tucks up her skirts, she is after him. Dome 
Gossip speaks amusingly enough of the chase, and many 
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eye-witnesses to tlie earl’s at top speed down the 
right side of the way along by the GrcH*n Park ; and 
of a Prince of liu* ])1 (mk 1, a portly Royal Duke on foot, 
bumped l>y one or the other of them, she cannot pre¬ 
cisely say which, but ‘thinks it to have been Carinthia 
Jane,’ liecause the exalted personage, his shock of sur¬ 
prise abating, turned and watched the chase, in much 
merriment. And it was called, we are informed, ‘The 
Piccadilly Hare and lloiind’ fnnu that day. 

v • 

Some tradition of an (‘xtenuati'd nobleman pursued 
by a light-footed lady /unid gri^at excitement, there is; 
the Durnt* attaclies imporlanci' also to verses of one 
of the ballads btginning to gain currency at the time 
(issuing ostensibly from I^ondon's poetic centre, the 
Seven Dials, which had, we are t(» conjecture, got the 
•story liy discolouring filtration through footmen re¬ 
tailing in public-houses the stock of anecdotes they 
gathered when stationed behind Rose MaekreH's chair, 
or C’aptain Abrane’s, or f’humley Potts's), and would 
have the whole of it tpioied : — 

‘'rtio' fair I lie as a powrleivil penikts 
And oitre was a ^apiiit; silly, 

V«iur tt’hitorliapel (‘iiuntess niil prove, Duke, 

She h a re^uhir liirer-lily. 

She ’ll tlifht yon with I'old steel or she'll run you off yourlejfs* 
Down the ieni^lh «if ruradiliy ! ’ 

That will satisfy; and perhaps indicate tJie hand. 

‘ Po})idar sympathy, of course*, was all on the side 
of the Pair, as ever in thost* days wlu‘n w’omeii had 
iU)t forfeitinl it by stepping from their sanctuary 
seclusion.' 

ITte Dame shall exjmse her confusions. She really 
would sc*em to fancy tliat the ballad verihes the main 
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lines of the story, which is an inijKJssihk* one. Carin- 
thia had not the means to travel: she w'os moneyless. 
Every hill of lu*r c’stahlishment was paid without stint 
by Mr. Howell Edwards, the earl s manager of mines; 
but she had not even the means for a journey to the 
Gowerlantl nH’ks she longi'd to see. She had none 
since she foreul her brother to take the half of her 
share of their inheritance, 1‘14(X), and sent him the 
remainder. 

Accepted by C'hillon John as a loan, says Dame 
Gossip, and no sooner rt*ceivetl than consumed by the 
pressing nwessities of a husband with the Hose Heaiity 
of England t<» support in the c(nnforts and luxuries he 
deemed befilting. 

Still the Dana* leans to her opinion that H'arinthia 
Jane’niav ha\e beem seen about I/indon: for ‘where 
we have much sin(»ke there must be fire.’ And the 
countess never denying an iin{)utation not brought 
Against her in lu*r hearing, the ballad was unchal¬ 
lenged and Ixuidon’s wags Iwul it their own way. 
Among the reasons why they .so jK-rsistently hunted 
the earl, his air of a smart correctness shadowed by 
this new absurdity invited them, as when a spot of 
mud on the trimmest of countenance's anvsts obseTva- 
tion. Humour filiickiHl at him the iiiru’e for the good 
faith of his handsome look under the prolific little dis¬ 
figurement. Hesidi»s, a wealthy despot, with no con¬ 
ception of any htim mound him, will have the wags 
in his track a.s surely as the flexihles in front: they 
avenge his exactions. 

Fleetwood w’as honestly unaware of ridicule in the 
condition of invc'iitive mania at his htols. Scheming, 
and hesitating to do, onc<half of his mind was absorbctl 
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with the pmblciii of how now to treat Uie mother 
of hiH lioy. Her behaviour in Ixicoming a mother 
was oi^kiiowii'clged to be gO(Ki: the pi-odiiction of a 
boy Wiis good—considerate, he almost tliought. He 
grew so far rtTonciletl to her as to have intimations 
of a softness coining on; a wish to hear her s|H‘ak of 
the trifling kindness done to the sister of Madge in 
rewanl of kindness done to her; w'ishes for looks he 
rememliered, secret to him, more his own than any 
possi^sions. Dozens of men had wealth, some had 
beautiful wives; none could claim as his own that 
face of the look of sharp steel melting into the bridal 
flower, when she sprang from her la'd to defeiul her¬ 
self and recognized the intnidi'r at her window, stood 
smitten:—‘ It is my husband/ Moonlight gave the 
variation of her features. 

^Vnd that did not appease the resentment tearing 
him from her, so justifialile then, as he foiwd himself 
to think, now' hideous.^ Glimpses of the pictures his 
deeds painted of him since his first meeting with this 
woman had to be shunned. He threw'them off; they 
were set dowm to the mystery men are. The degrad¬ 
ing, nttc*rly different, back view of them teaclu's that 
Life is an irony. If the teaching is not accepted, and 
we are to take the blame, can we liear to live Tliere- 
foii’, either way the irony of Life is proved. Young 
men straining at thought, in the gnp of their sensa¬ 
tions, reach this logical conclusion. 'ITiey will not 
iM'gin by examining the ground they staiui on, and 
cjjuestioning whether th?y have consciences at peace 
w'lth the steps to i*eanvard. 

Having t^tablished Life as the coldly malignant 
element, w’hieh induces to w'hat it chastises, a loathing 
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of wonianhor>d, the deputinl Mother of Life, ensues, 
by natural st^tjaenee. And if there Im? one among 
women wlio disturbs the serenity we choose to think 
our due, she wears for us the sinister aspect of a con¬ 
fidential messenger lKrtwi*en Nemesis and the Tarea*. 
Fhvtwoml was thus eoin])e]UMi to rt'gard Carintliia 
as both originally and successively the cause of his 
internal as well as his exterior discoinfort; other¬ 
wise those glimpses would have burnt into fwrpetual 
stigmas. He had also to get his mind away from her. 
They pleaded against him volubly with the rising of 
her image into it. 

His manager at the mines had sent word of 
ominous discontent down there. His presence might 
be re(juired. Obviously, then, the threatened pLice 
w'lis unfitting for the ('ountess of I'leetwood. He 
despatched a kind of order thiDugh Mr. Howell 
Etlwnnls, tliat she should remove tt) Kssiemont to 
escape annoyances. Kssiemont was the pj*eferabh» 
residence. She could tljert‘ I'litertain her friends, could 
s|)end a jdeasfiiiter time tluTc. 

He waited for the reply; Edwards deferred it. 

Were they to be in a struggle with her obstinate 
will once, more f 

Henrietbi was jjR'f>aring to leave I^indon for her 
dismal, iiairow, and, after an alxsence, desired h>vc- 
n^^st. The earl callixl to say farvwell, cool as a loyal 
wife could wish him to Ik*, mhniring |K*rforcc. Mar¬ 
riage and maternity withdrew nothing—added to the 
fair young woman‘*s hlcmm. 

She had gone to her room to pack and dress. IJvia 
received him. In the midst of the casual commonplaces 
her memory was enlightened. 
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‘Oil,’ sfiid she, and idly drew a letter out of a 
bluttiii^’pad, ‘ we liave heard from Wales.’ She handed 
it to him. 

Before he knew tlie thinfif he did, he was muling:— 


‘Tlii-re is no rest for my brtitlier, and I cannot help; 
I am kept so ]»oor 1 have not the smallest of sums. I 
do not wish to leave Wales—the |K*opIe begin to love 
me; and can one he mistaken ? I know if I am loved 
or hated. But if my lord will pve me an allowance of 
money of some hundreds, I will do his bidding; I will 
leave I'^ngland or I will go to j'.sslemont; I coidd say— 
to IVIr. Woodseer, in that part of Eondon. He would 
not permit, lie thinks me blacked by it, like a sweep- 
Imy coming from a chimney; and that I have done 
injiirv to his Idle. No, Hiette, to be a true sister, I 
must bargain with my lord before I submit. lie has 
not caretl to come and sti* his little .son. His boy has 
not olfended him. There may be some of me in this 
dear. I know whose featuri's will soon show to defend 
the mothers good name. He is early my champion. 
He is not clirislentHl vet, and 1 hear it accuse me, and 
I am not to blame,—I still wait my lord s answer.’ 


‘ DonT he bothered to reuii the whole,’ Idvia had 
said, with her hand out, when his eves were halfwviv 
down the page. 

Fleetwood tiiniecl it, to reml the signature: ‘Janey.’ 

She seeiiHHl servile entaigh to home of her friends. 
W’arintliia’ would have had a pleasimter sound. He 
foldiH.1 the letter. 


‘ Why give me this ? Take it,’ said he. 
She laid it on the o)>en pad. 
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Henriettn oiiteivd and had it restored toiler, Li\ia 
remarking: ‘ I found it in the blotter after all.' 

She left tlieni together, h«%in^ to dress f<»r the drive 
to tlic coach oflice with Henrietta. 

* Poor ainusenient for you this time." Fleetwood 
bowed, gently smiling. 

‘Oil!’ criwl Henrietta, ‘balls, routs, dinners, imisie 
— as niucli imisie as I coidd desiix", even 1 ! What 
more could be asked ? I am eternidly gniteful." 

‘’File world savs, vou are more beautiful than ever." 

‘ Happiness does it, then,—hap[»iness owing i<» you, 
Lord Flei'lwood." 

‘ Colmnelli yileases you 't ' 

‘ His voice is heavenly ! He carries me away from 
earth." 

‘ He is a gentleman, too—rare with those fellows." 

*A pretty manner. He will speak his coiiijilimeiits 
in his English." 

‘ ’I'ou are s4»a.soned to endure them in all languages. 
Pitv another of your wounded :—llrailstoia* has been 


hard hit at the tables." 

*I cannot pity gamblers.—May I \enlureP—half u 
word ? ’ 

* Tomes! Hut just a little compassion for the ilevoied. 
He w'ouldn't play so madly—if, well, say^a timtli dilution 
of the rapt hearing Colunu‘llj gets." 

‘Signor Colmnelli sings divinely." 

‘ You dan"t dislike Brailstoiie r’ 

‘ He is one of the agreeable." 

‘ He must put his feelings into Italian song! ’ 

‘To put them /wide will do." 

‘W c are not to have our feelings ?" 

‘Yes, on the yiroviso that ours ore respected. But, 
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one instniit, l-.f»rd FloftwocHl, [imy. Slie is—I have to 
speak of her as niy sister. I am sure she regrets . . . 
She WTites very nicely." 

•f •- 

‘ You have a letter from her." 

Henrietta sighed that it would not bear exposure to 
him : ‘ Yes." 

‘ Nicely worded " 


‘ Well, yes, it is.’ 

He paused, not expecting that the letter would be 
shown, but silence fiivd shots, and he had stopped the 
petition. ‘We are b> have you for a week"s yachting. 
You prescribe your conipany. Only be merciful. Exclu¬ 
sion will mean <leath to some. C’oluinclli will be tour¬ 
ing ill Switzerland. You shall have him in the house 
when my new bit of ground Northwest of l.z)iidon is 
open: very handy, ten miles out. We"II have the 
0|H*ra troupe there, and you shall command the 
Opera." 

Her Ix'auty sweeteiitHl to thank him. 

If, as I.ivia said, his jiassion f»)r her was unchanged, 
the generosity manifested in the cronsidcrate screen 
it wore over any physical lu'trayal of it, de.served the 
liKstrc of her eyes. It cl well a moment, vivid with 
the heart elo.se behind and remorseful for misreading 
of old his line character. Here was a young man 
who wuld 1 h' the very kindest of friends to the 
woman rejecting him to wed another. Her smile 
wavered. How shall a loving wife express warmth 
of sentiment t‘lsewhere, %vii.hout the one Ix;am too 
nfuch, that plunges her on a tideway.?* His claim 
of nothing called for everything short of the proscrilied. 
She gave him her beauty in fullest flower. 

It had the appearance of a temptation; and he waa 
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not tempted* thouf^h he mimired; his thought 
Husband of the thing;! 

But he admired. That condition awakeiiiHl his iin- 
satistied past days to desire positive proof of her 
worthlessness. The past days writhed in him. 'The 
present were loveless, entirely cold. He had not even 
the wish to press her hand. The market held lu'Hutiful 
women (^f a like description. He wished simply to 
see her jiroved the thin" he i*ctid her to Ik‘ : and not 
proved as such by himself. He was unable to summon 
or imag;ine emotion enough for him to simulate the 
forms by which fair women are w'oocd to their perdition. 
For all he earetl, any man on earth might try, succeed 
or fail, fis long as he had visual assurance; that she 
coveted, a slave to the ]>leasiires commamU^l by the 
wealth once disdaiiiiHi by lier. Till that time, he could 
not feel hiins4*lf perfectly free. 

Dame Gossip prefers to ejaculate, Young men are 
mysteries ! and bowl us onward. No (»ne ever did coin- 
prehe»id the Earl of Fleetwood, she says : he was bad, 
he was good; he was whimsical and stejidfasi; a splendid 
figure, a mark for ridicule; romantic anti a close arith- 
metieiaii; often a tievil, sometimes the htimanest of 
creatures. 

In fine, he was a millionaire nobleninn, owning to 
a considerable infusion of Welsh blood in the com- 
positiun of him. Nowg to the f'yniry and to the pure 
Kelt, the past is at their elbt»wK continiialiy. The 
past of their lives has lost neither face nor voice 
behind the shroud; nor are the passions of the flesh, 
nor is the animate soul, wmiting to it Other races 
forfeit infancy', forfeit youth and inaiihoixl with their 
progression to the wi^om age may U'stow. Thc?»e 
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have each stage always alive, (]uick at a word, a scent, 
a sound, to conjure up scenes, in spirit and in flame. 
Historically, they still march with Cadwallader, with 
Llewellyn, M'ith Glendower; sing with Aneiirin, 
Taliesin, old Llywarch: iiidividiuilly, they are in 
the heart of the injury done them thirty years back, 
or thrilling to the glorious deed which strikes an 
empty buckler for most of the sons of Time. An 
old sea rises in them, rolling no phantom billows to 
break to spray against existing rocks of the shore. 
That is w'liv, and even if they have a dose of the 
Teuton in them, they have often to feel themselves 
exiles when still in amicable community among the 
preponderating Saxon ICnglish. 

Add to the single diflerentiation enormous wealtli 
—we convulse the excellent Dame by terming it a 
chained liurricaiie, to launch in foul blasts or benefi¬ 
cent showers, according to the moods during youth— 
and the composite Lord Fleetwood comes nearer into 
our focus. Dame Gossip, with her jigging t(» be at 
the butterwoman’s trot, when she is not violently inter- 
rupting, would suffer just punishment were we to digress 
upon the morality of a young marfs legal j)osse.ssion 
of enormous wealth os well. 

AMiolly C'ambrian Flet‘twood was not. But he had 
« 

,tt) the full the (lambrian’s reverential esteem for high 
qualities. His good-bye with Henrietbi, and estimate 
of her, left a dusky mental void reejuiring an orb of 
some sort for contemplation ; and an idea of the totally 
co^tmry Carinthin, the woman he had avowedly wedded, 
usurped her place. Qualities were admitted. She was 
thrust away because she had offended: still more be¬ 
cause he had offended. She bore the blame for forcing 
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him to an examination of his conduct at this point 
and that, where an ancestral savage in his lineaments 
cocked a strange eye. Yet at the moment of the act 
of the deed he had known himself the veritable Fleet- 
wood. He had now to vindicate himself by extinguish¬ 
ing her under the load of her unwomanlineSvS : she was 
like sun-dried linen matched beside oriental silk; she 
was rough, crisp, unyielding. That was now the 
capital charge. Henrietta could never be guilty of 
the unfeminine. Which did he prefer ? 

It is of all questions the one causing young men to 
screw wry faces when they are asked ; they do so love 
the feminine, the ultra-feminine, whom they hate for her 
inclination to the frail. His depths were sounded, and 
he answered indcjH'ndently of his will, that he must be 
up to the heroical pitch to decide. Carinthia stood near 
him then. The confession was a step, and fraught with 
consequences. Her unacknowledged influence expedited 
him to Sarah Winch’s shop, for sight of one of earth's 
honest souls; from whom he had the latest of the two 
others down in Wales, and of an infant there. 

He dined the host of his Ixionides, leaving them 
early for a drive at night Eastward, and a chat with 
old Mr. Woodseer over his punching and sewing of 
his boot-leather. Another honest soul. Mr. Woodseer 
^ankfully consented to mount his coach-box next day, 
and astonish Gower with a drop on his head from the 
skies about the time of the mid-day meal. 

There we have our peep into Dame CJossip’s young 
man mysterious. 


X 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

CAHINTHIA IN WALES 

An August of gales and rains drove Atlantic air over 
the Welsh highlands. Corinthia's old father had im> 
pressed on her tlie rapture of ^smelling salt' when by 
chance he stood and threw up his nostrils to sniff largely 
over a bed of bracken, that reminded him of his element, 
and her fancy would be at strain to catch his once proud 
riding of the seas. She felt herself an elder daughter of 
the beloved old father, os she breathed it in full volume 
from the billowy West one morning early after sunnse 
and walked sisterly with the far-seen inexperienced little 
maid, w'hom she saw' trotting beside him through the 
mountain forest, listening, storing his w'ords, picturing 
the magnetic, veined gi'cat gloom of an untasted w'orld. 

This elder daughter had undergone a shipwreck ; but 
clear proof that she had not been w'orsted was in the 
unclouded liveliness of the younger one gazing forward. 
Imaginative creatures w'ho are courageous will never be 
lopfied of the hopeful portion of their days by personal 
misfortune. Carinthia could animate both; it would 
have been a hurt done to a living human soul had she 
suffered the younger self to run overca.st. Only, the 
gazing forw'ard had become interdicted to her experi¬ 
enced self. Nor could she vision a future having any 
horizon for her child. She saw it in bleak squares, and 
snuggled him betw'een dangers weatliered and dangers 
apprehended. 

The conviction that her husband hated her had sunk 
into her nature. Hating the mother, he would not love 
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her boy. They were burdens, and the heir of liis House, 
child of a hated mother, was under per})etual nieiiac*e 
from an unscrupulous tyrannical man. llic dread and 
antagonism were first aroused by the birth of her child. 
She had not known while beoi'ing him her present acute 
sensation of the hunted flying and at bay. Previously, 
she could say : I did wrong here; I did wrong tliere. 
Distrust had brought the sbite of war, which allows not 
of the wasiting of our powers in confessions. 

Her hu.sband fed her and he clothed her; the limita¬ 
tion of his bounty was shaqdy outlined. Sure of her 
rectitude, a stranger to the world, she w'as not very 
sensible of dishonour done to her name. It happened at 
times that her father inquired of her how things were 
going with his little (’ariii; and then revolt sprang up 
and answered on his behalf rather fiercely. She was, 
however, pivpared for any treaty including forgivene.ss, 
if she could be at peace in regard to her boy, and luive 
an income of some help to her brother. Chillori was 
harassed on all sides; she stood incapable of aiding; so 
foolishly feeble in the .shadow of her immense longing to 
strive for him, that she could think her hu.sband had 
purpo.sely lamed her with an infant. Her love of her 
brother, now the one man she loved, laid her insuffi¬ 
ciency on the rack and tortured imlx.‘ciJte cries from it. 

On the contrary, her strange husband had blest her 
with an infant. Everything Vas pardonable to him if 
he left her boy untouched in the mothers charge. 
Much alone as she was, she raised the dead to j)et and 
cherish her boy. Chillon had .seen him and praised 
him. Mrs. Owain Wythan, her neighbour over a hill, 
praised him above all babcMs on earth, poor childless 
woman! 
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She was about to cross tlic hill and breakfast with 
Mrs. Wytlian. The time for the weaning of the babe 
approached, and had as prospect lieyond it her dull fear 
that her husband would say the mother’s work was done, 
and seize the pretext to separate them: and she could 
not claim a longer term to be giving milk, Ijccause her 
father had said : ‘ Not a quarter of a month more than 
nine for the milk of the mother’—or else the child 
would draw an unsiistaining nourishment from the 
strongest bn‘ast. She could have argued her excep¬ 
tional robustness against another than he. But the 
dead father wanting to build a great race of men and 
women ruled. 

Carinthia knelt at the cradle of a princeling gone from 
the rich repast to his alternative kingdom. 

‘You will bring him over when he wakes,’ she said to 
Madge. ‘Mrs. ^Vythan would like to see him every 
day. Martha can walk now.’ 

‘She can walk and hold a child in her two arms, my 
lady,’ said Madge. ‘She expects miners popping up 
out of the l)arc ground when she sees no goblins.’ 

‘ They !—they know him, they would not hurt him, 
they know- my son,' her mistress answered. 

Tlic population of the mines in revolt had no alarms 
for her. The works were empty down below. Men sat 
by the wayside brooding or stndled in groups, now and 
then loudly cxerci.sing their tongues; or they stood in 
circle to sing hymns: melancholy chants of a melancholy 
time for all. 

♦ How would her father have acted by these men? 
He would have been among them. Dissensions in hia 
mine were vapours of a day. Lords behaved differently. 
Carinthia fancied the people must regard their master 
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as a foreign wizard, whose power they felt, without the 
chance of making their cry to him heard. She, tcK), 
dealt with a lord. It was now his wish for her to leave 
the place where slie had found some shreds of a home in 
the thought of being useful. She was gathering the 
people’s language; many of their songs slie could sing, 
and please them by singing to them. U’hey were not 
suspicious of her; at least, their women liad ojjen doors 
for her; the men, if shy, WTre civil. She had only to 
go below, she >vas giwted in the quick tones of their 
s|)eech all along the street of the slate-roofs. 

But none loved the castle, and she as little, saving the 
one room in it where her boy lay. The grey of Welsh 
history knew a real castle beside the roaring brook 
frequently a torrent. This was an eighteenth century 
castellated habitation on the verge c»f a small wood 
midw'ay up the height, and it recjuired a survey of 
numberless happy recollections to illumine its walls or 
drape its chambers. The permanently lighted hearth 
of a dear home, as in that ft)rsaken unfavoured old 
white house of the wooded Austrian crags, it had not. 
Bather it seerntd a ])lacc waiting for an ill deed to be 
done in it and stop all lighting of hearths thereafter. 

Out on tlie turf of the shaven hills, her springy step 
dispersed any misty fancies. Her short-winged hive act 
to work in her head as usual, building scaff'oldings of 
great things to be done by Chi lion, present evils 
e8ca{)cd. The rolling big liare hills with the riding 
clouds excited her as she mounted, and she was a figure 
of gladness on the ridge licnding over to hospitable 
Plas Uwyn, where the Wythans lived, entertaining rich 
and poor alike. They had led the neighbourhood to 
call on the discarded Countess of Fleetwood. 
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A warm strain of arms about lier neck was Carinthia's 
welcome from Mi*s. Wythan lying along the couch in 
her boudoir; an established invalid, who yearned sanely 
to life, and caught a spark of it from the guest eyed 
tenderly by her as they convci*sed. 

‘ Our boy ?—our Chillon Kirby till he has his baptism 
names; he is well ? I am to see him ? ^ 

‘He follows me. He slet'ps almost through the 
night now.’’ 

‘Ah, my dear,’ Mrs. Wythan sighed, imagining: 
‘ It w'(»uld disappoint me if he did not wake me.’ 

‘ I wake at his old timt? and watch him.’ 

(krinthia })ut on the baby's face in the soft mould 
of slumber. 

‘ I see him ! ’ Mis. Wythan cried. ‘ He is part mine. 
He has taught Owain to love habies.' 

A tray of breakfast was placed before the countess. 
‘ Mr. Wythan is down among his men ? ’ she said. 

‘ Every moniing, as long as this agitation lasts. I 
need not say, good appetite to you after your walk. 
You have no fear of the men, I know. Owain's men 
are undisturbed; he has them in hand. Absentee 
masters can’t ex]iect continued harmony. Dear, he 
tells me Mr. Edwards awaits the earl.’ 

Drinking her tea, Carinthia’s eyelids .shut; she set 
down her cup, ‘ If he must come,’ she said. ‘ He 
wishes me to leave. I am to go again where I have no 
friends, and no language to learn, and can be of no use. 
It is not for me that I dread his coming. He speaks 
Ibo command. The men ask to be heard. He vrill 
have submission first. They do not trust him. His 
coming is a danger. For me, I should wish him to 
come. May I sav 
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‘ Your Rebecca bids you say, iny darling." 

^ It is, I am with the men because I am so like them. 
1 b^ to be heard. He commands obedience. He is 
a great nobleman, but I am the daughter of a greater 
man, and I have to say, that if those poor miners do 
harm, I will not stand by and see an anger against 
injustice punished. I wish his coming, for him to 
agree upon the Christian names of the boy, I feel his 
coming will do me iiijurv in making me offend him 
worse. I would avoid that. Oh, dear soul ! I may 
say it to you:—he cannot hurt me any more. I am 
spared loving him when I forgive him ; and I do. The 
loving is the pain. That is gone by." 

Mrs. Wythan fondled and ki.ssed Carinthia's hand. 

‘ lx>t me say in niy turn ; I may help you, dear. 
You know I have my husband's love, as he mine. Am 
I, have 1 ever been a wife to him Here I lie, a dead 
weight, to be carried up and down, all of a wife that 
Owain has had for years. I lie and pray to be taken, 
that my good man, my proved good man, may be fret* 
to choose a healthy young woman and be rewarded 
iHffore his end by learning what a true marriage is. 
The big .simpleton will othei’wise Ik* going to his grave, 
thinking he w'as married! I st*e him stepping about 
softly in my room, so contented if ho does not disturb 
me, and he crushes me with a desire to laugh at him 
while I worship. I tricked him into marrying the 
prostrate invalid I am, and he can't discover the trick, 
he will think it's a wife he has, instead of a doctor's 
doll. Oh ! you have a strange husband, it has l>een a 
strange marriage for you, but you have your invincible 
health, you have not to lie and feel the horror of being 
a deception to a guileless man, whose love blindfolds 
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him. The bitter ache to me is, that 1 can give nothing. 
You abound in power to give.’ 

Carinthia lifted her open hands for sign of their 
emptiness. 

‘ My brother would not want, if I could give. He 
may have to sell out of the army, he thinks, fears; and 
I must look on. Our mother used to say she had done 
something for her country in giving a son like Chillon 
to the British army. Poor mother! Our bright open¬ 
ing days all seem to end in rain. We should turn to 
Mr. Wythan for a guide.’ 

‘ He calls you Morgan le Fay christianized.’ 

‘ ^Vhat I am! ’ Carinthia raised and let fall her 
head. ‘An example makes dwarfs of us. When Mr. 
Wytlian does penance for temper by dc'seending into 
his mine and working among his men for a day with 
the pick, seated, as he showed me down below, that is 
an example. If I did like that, I should have no fire¬ 
damp in the breast, and not such a task to forgive, that 
when I succeed I kill my feelings.’ 

Tlie entry of Madge and Martha, the nurse-girl, with 
the overflowing armful of baby, changed their converse 
into melodious exclamations. 

‘ Kit Ines has arrived, my lady,’ Madge said. ‘ I 
saw liim on the road, and stopped a minute.’ 

Mrs. Wythan studied Carinthia. Her sharp invalid’s 
ears had caught the name. She lieckoned. ‘ The man 
wdio—the fighting man ? ’ 

‘It will be my child this time,’ said Carinthia; ‘I 
have no fear for m}wlf.’ She was trembling, though 
hw features were hard for the war her lord had 
declared, as it seemed. ‘ Did he tell you his business 
here ? ’ she asked of Madge. 
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‘ He says, to protect you, my liuly, since you won't 
leave.' 

* He stays at the castle ? ’ 

f 

‘He is to stay there, he says, as long as the Welsh 
are out.' 

‘The “Welsh” are misunderstood by Lord Fleet- 
wood,' Mrs. Wythan said to Carinthia. ‘He should 
live among them. They will not hurt their lady. 
Protecting may be his attention ; but wc will have 
our baby safe here. Not?* she ap|H*aled. ‘Anil baby’s 
mother. How otherwise ? ’ 

‘ You read my wishes,’ Carinthia rejoined. ‘ The man 
I do not think a bad man. He has a master. While 
I am bound to my child 1 must be restful, and with 
the man at the castle Martha's goblins would jum}) 
about me day and night. My boy makes a coward of 
his mother.' 

‘ We merely take a precaution, and I have the plea¬ 
sure of it,' said her hostess. ‘Give owlers to your 
maid: not k‘S8 than a fortnight. It will rejoice my 
husband so much.' 

As with the warmly hospitable, few were the words. 
Madge was promised by her mistress plenty of oppor¬ 
tunities daily for seeing Kit Ines, and her mouth 
screwed to one of women’s dimples at a corner. She 
went off in a cart to fetch boxes, thinking: We are 
a hunted lot! So she was not mildly disposed for the 
company of Mr. Kit on her return to the castle. 

England's champion light-weight thought it hard 
that his coming down to protect the castle against 
the gibbering heathen Welsh should cause a clearing 
out, and solitariness for his portion. 

‘What’s the good of innocence if you're always 
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going to suspect a man! '* he put it, like a true son 
of the pirates turned traders. ‘I’ve got a paytron, 
and a man in my profession must have a paytron, or 
where is he ? Where’s his monev for a trial of skill ? 
Say he saves and borrows and hnds tlie lump to clap 
it down, and he’s knocked out o’ time. There he is, 
bankrup’, and a devil of a licking into the bargain. 
That’s the cream of our profession, if a man has got 
no ])aytron. No pri/ve-ring can live without one. The 
odds arc too hard on us. My lady ought to take into 
account I behaved respcctfiil when I was obliged to 
do my lord’s orders and remove her from our haunts, 
which wasn’t to his taste. Here 1 'm like a cannon for 
defending the house, necnls be, and all inside flies ofl* 
scarifled.’ 

‘ It strikes me, Kit Ines, a man with a paytron is no 
better than a t(K)l of a man,’ said Madge. 

‘ And don’t you go to Ik? sneering at honest tools,’ 
Ines retorted. ‘ When will women learn a bit of the 
world before they’re made hags of by old Father 
Wear-and-Tear! A young woman in her prime, you 
Madge! be such a fool as not see I serve tool to stock 
our shop.’ 

‘ Voiir paytron bid you steal off with my lady’s child, 
Kit Inc*s, you’d do it to stock your shop.’ 

Ines puffed. ‘ If you ain’t a girl to wallop the wind! 
Fancy me at that game! Is that why my lady—^but 1 
can’t be suspected that far ? You make me break out 
at my pores. My paytn>n’s a gentleman: he wouldn’t 
^sk and I couldn’t act such a part. Dear Lord! it’d 
have to be stealiit^ off‘, for my lady can use a stick; 
and put it to the choice between my lady and her child 
and any paytron living, paytron he damned, I’d say, 
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rather'n go against my notions of honour. Have you 
forgot all our old talk about the prize-ring, the nursery 
of honour in Old England ?'' 

‘That was before you sold yourself to a paytron, 
Kit Ines.’ 

‘ Ah ! Women wants mast-heading oft* and on, for 
'em to have a bit of a look-out over life as it is. They 
go stewing over books of adventure and drop into 
f^rights about awful man. Take me, now; you had a 
no small admiration for my manly valour once*, and 
you trusted yourself to me, and did you ever repent it ? 
—owning youVe not the young woman to tempt to 
t’other way.’ 

‘You wouldn’t have found me talking to you here 
if I had.’ 

‘ And here I'm left to defend an empty castle, 
am I ? ’ 

‘Don't drink or you’ll have your paytron on you. 
He’s good use there.’ 

‘1 ask it, can I see my lady 

‘ Drunk nor sob<*r you won’t. Serve? a paytron, be? 
a leper, you'll find, with all honest folk.’ 

Ines shook out an execrating leg at the foul word. 
‘Leper, you say.'' You say that You say leper 
to me ’ 

‘ Strut your tallest. Kit Ines. Jt’s the money rattles 
in your pocket says it.’ 

‘ It’s my reputation for decent treatment of a woman 
lets you say it, Madge Winch.’ 

‘Stick to that as long as your |mytron consents. 
It’s the one thing you’ve got left.’ 

‘Benefit, you hussy, and mind you don’t pull too 
stiff.’ 
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‘ Be the woman and have the last word! ’ 

His tongue was checked. He swallowed the exceed¬ 
ing sourness of a retort undelivered, together with the 
feeling that she beat him in the w'rangle by dint of her 
l)cing an unreasonable wench. 

Madge huffed away to fill her boxes. 

He stood by the cart, hands deep do>vn his pockets, 
when she descended. She could have laughed at the 
specrtacle of a (iiampion prize-fighter out of employ, 
hulking idle, Wcause he was dog to a patron ; but her 
contempt of him declined passing in small change. 

‘ So you Ve off. What am I to tell my loixl when he 
conies ? ’ Kit growded. ‘ His yacht's fetching for a 
Welsh seaport.’ 

She MHinted it a piece of information gained, and 
jumped to her seat, bidding the driver start. To have 
pretty well lost her character for a liero (;hangcd into 
a patron’s dog, was a thought that outweighed the show' 
of incivility. Some little distance aw^ay, she reproached 
herself for not having been so civil as to inquire what 
day iny lord was exjiected, by his appointment. The 
girl reflected on the strangeness of a body of dis¬ 
contented miners bringing my lord and my lady close, 
perhaps to meet. 


CHAPTER XXX 

REBECCA WYTHAN 

The earl was looked for at the chief office of the mines, 
and each day an expectation of him closed in disappoint^ 
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ment, leaving it to be surmised that there were more 
serious reasons for his continued absence during a crisis 
than any discussed; whether indeed, as when a titnc> 
piece neglects to strike the hour w'hich is, by the reckon¬ 
ing of natural impatience, past, the capital charge of 
‘ crazy works * must not be brought against a nobleman 
hitherto precise upon business, of a just disposition, 
fairly humane. For though he was an absentee sucking 
the earth through a tube, in Ottoman case, he had never 
omitted the duty of personally attending on the s{)ot 
to grave crises under dispute. The son of the hard- 
headed father came out at a crisis; and iu»t too high¬ 
handedly : he could hear an oj)posite argument to the 
end. Therefore, since he refused to coin])ly witliout 
hearing, he was wanted on the spot imperatively now. 

Irony perusing History offers the l>eatcn and indolent 
a sugary acid in the indication of the spites and the 
pranks, the whims and the tastes, at tlie springs of 
main events. It is, taken by itself, destructive nourish¬ 
ment. But those who labour in the field to shovel the 
clods of earth to Histoiy, would be wiser of their 
fellows for a minor dose of it. Mr. Howell Fldwards 
consulting with Mr. Owain Wythan on the necessity, 
that the earl should instantly keep his promise to 
appear among the men and stop the fermentation, as in 
.* our younger days a lordly owner still might do by small 
concessions and the physical influence — the nerve- 
charm—could suppose him to be holding aloof for his 
pleasure or his pride; perhaps because of illness or 
inability to conceive the actual situation at a distance. 
He mentioned the presence of the countess, and Mr. 
Wythan mentioned it, neither of them thinking a 
Taldonal man would so play the lunatic as to let men 
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starve, and wreck precious mines, for the sake of avoid¬ 
ing her. 

Sullen days went by. On these days of the slate- 
cloud or the leaden-winged, Carinthia walked over the 
hills to her staring or down-eyed silent people, admitted 
without a welcome at some doors, rejected at some. 
Her baskets from the castle were for the most paurt 
received as graciously. She continued to dircet them 
for delivery whei*e they were needed, and understood 
why a charity that supplied the place of justice was 
not thanked. She and her people here were one regard¬ 
ing the master, as she had said. They could not hurt 
her sensitiveness, she felt too warmly with them. And 
here it was not the squalid, flat, bricked east-corner of 
London at the close of her daily pilgrimage. Up 
from the solitary street of the sJate-roofs, she mounted 
a big hill and had the life of high breathing. A per¬ 
petual escape out of the snnjky, grimy city mazes was 
trumpeted to her in the winds up there: a recollected 
contrast lightened the skyless brood spaces overhead 
almost to sunniness. Having air of the hills and acti¬ 
vity for her limbs, she made sunshine for herself. Regi'ets 
were at no time her nestlings. 

Look bcu'kward otily to comet an erroi' of condmt 
for the next attempt says one of her father s Maxims; 
as sharply bracing for w-omen as for men. She did not 
look back to moan. Now that her Imngcr for the safety 
of her infant was momentarily quieted, she could see 
Kit Ines hanging about the lower ground, near the ale- 
*liouse, and smile at IVfadgc's comparison of him to a 
drummed-out soldier, who would like to be taken for a 
holiday pensioner. 

He saluted; under the suspicion of his patron’s lady 
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his legs were hanipei’ed, he dared not approach her; 
though his innocence of a deed not proposed to him 
yet—and all to stock that girl Madge's shop, if done!— 
knocked at liis ribs witli fury to vindicate himself l)eforc 
the lady and her maid. A gentleman met them and 
conducted them across the hills. 

And two Taffy gentlemen would hardly be sufficient 
for the purpose, supposing an ilbused Englishman in¬ 
clined to block their way!—What, aiul play footpad, Kit 
Ines? No, it’s just a game in the head. But a true 
man hates to feel himself suspected. Ills refuge is the 
beer of the country. 

Next day there were the two gentlemen to conduct 
the lady and her maid; and Taffy the first walks l)eside 
the countess; and that girl Madge trudges along with 
no other tlian my lord’s Mr. Woodscer, chattering like 
a watering-can on a garden-bed : deuce a glance at Kit 
Ines. How can she keep it up and the gentleman no 
more than nodding.'* How does he enjoy playing 
second fiddle with the maid while Mr. tall brown-face 
Taffy >iolins it to her ladyship a stone’s throw in front i* 
—Ines had less curiosity to know the object of Mr. 
Woodsecr’s appearance on the scene. Idle, unhand¬ 
somely treated, and a cave of the yawms, he merely 
commented on his observations. 

* Yes, there he is, don’t look at him,’ Madge said to 
Gower; ‘and whatever he’s here for, he has a bod 
time of it, and rather more than it’s pleasant for him 
to think over, if a slave to a “ paytron ” thinks at aU. 
1 won’t judge him; my mistress is bitten with the fear 
for the child, worse than ever. And the earl, my lord, 
not coming, and he wanting her to move again, seems 
to her he durstn't do it here and intends to snap at 
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the child on the road. She’’s forced to believe any¬ 
thing of such a husband and father. And why does he 
behave so ? I can’t sfiell it. He’s kind to my Sally— 
you’ve seen the Piccadilly shop?—because she was 
. , . she did her best in love and duty for iny lady. 
And behaves like a husband hating his wife’s life on 
earth! When he went down with good Mr. Woodseer, 
and called on Sally, pretending to inquire, after she 
was kidnap|XHl by that Kit Ines acting to please his 
paytron, he must he shown up to the room where she 
slept, and stands at the door and peeps in, Sally’s letter 
says, and asks if he may enter the room. He went to 
the window looking on the chimneys she used to see, 
and touched an ornament over the fireplace, called 
grandfather’s pigtail case—he was a sailor; only a 
ridiculous piece of china, that made my lady laugh 
about the story of its holding a pigtail. But he turns 
it over because she did—Sally told him. He couldn’t 
luj pretending when he bought the beautiful shop and 
stocked it for Sally. He gets her lots of customers; 
and no rent to pay till next Michaelmas a year. She’s 
a made w'oman through him. He said to her, he had 
heard from Mr. Woodseer the Countess of Fleetwood* 
called her sister; he shook her hand.’ 

‘ The Countess of Fleetwood called both of you her 
sisters, I think,’ said Gower. 

‘ I’m her servant. 1 ’d rather serve her than have a 
fortune.’ 

*You were born with a fortune one would like to 
tiave a nibble at, Madge.’ 

‘ I can’t lay hand on it, then.’ 

‘ It’s the capacity for giving, my dear.’ 

* Please, Mr. Gower, don’t say ^t; you ’ll make me 
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cry. He keeps his wife so }K>or she liasn't a shilling 
of her own; slie wearies about her brother; she can'^t 
help. He can s];iend hundreds on iiiy Sally for having 
been good to her, in our small way—it’s a fairy tale; 
and he won’t hear of money for his wife, except that 
she’s never to want for anything it can buy.’ 

‘ You give what it can’t buy.’ 

‘ Me. I’m a pugilist’s wench ”—I’ve heard myself 
called. She was the first w’ho gave me a lift; never 
mind me. Have you come to take her away ? She’d 
trust herself and the child to you.’ 

‘ Take her if —reason with her os to the best we can 
do. He holds oft* from a meeting just now. 1 fancy 
he’s w'earing round to it. His keeping his wife w^ith- 
out money passes comprehension. After serving him 
for a few months, I had a store invested to support me 
for years—as much as I need before I join the ranks 
of the pen. I was at my reading and writing and 
drowsing, and down he rushes: 1 ’in in harness again. 
I can’t say it’s dciul waste of time ; besides I jiick up 
an independence for the days ahead. Hut I don’t 
respect myself for doing the work. Here’s the differ¬ 
ence betw'een us two servants, Madge: I think of myself, 
and you don’t.’ 

‘The difference is more like between’the master and 
mistress we serve, Mr. Gower.’ 

‘ Well, I’d rather be the w'oman in this cast*.’ 

‘ You know the reputation I’ve got. And can only 
just read, and can’t s[K*il. My mistress teaches me bits 
of German and French on her walks.’ 

Gower took a new* observation of this girl, w'hoiii 
he had not regarded as like bim.self, a pushing blade 
among the grasses. He proposed to continue her 

Y 
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lessons, if slie cared to learn; saying it could be done 
in letters. 

‘ I won't be ashamed of writing, if you mean it,' said 
she. ‘ My mistress will have a usefuller servant. She 
had a strange honeymoon of a marriage, if ever was: 
and told me t’other day she was glad because it brought 
us together—she a born lady! ’ 

‘A fling above born ladies. She’s quick as light to 
hit on a jewel where there is one, whether it shines or 
not She stands among the Verities of the world.’ 

‘ Yes,’ Madge said, panting for more. ‘ Do speak of 
her. When you ])raisc her, 1 feel .she’s not wasted. 
Mistress ; and friend and wife—if he’d let her lie; and 
mother; never mother like her. The boy ’ll lie a sturdy. 
She ’ll see he has every chance. He’s a lucky little one 
to have that mother.’ 

‘You think her handsome, Madge .S’’ 

Gower asked it, wishing to hear a devotee’s confusion 
of qualities and looks. 

The question was a drop on lower spheres, and it 
required definitions, to touch the exact nature of the 
form of beauty, and excuse a cooler tone on the com¬ 
moner plane. These demanded language. She rounded 
the difficult V, saying: ‘You see engravings of archery; 
that’s her figure—her i*eal figure. I think her face 
... I can't describe ... it flashes.' 

* That’s it,’ said Gower, delighted with his perception 
of a bare mind at work and hitting the mark peiforce 
of warmth. ‘ When it flashes, it’s unequalled. There’s 
the Supremacy of irregular lines. People talk of per¬ 
fect beauty: suitable for paintings and statues. Living 
faces, if they ’re to show the soul, which is the star 
on the peak of beauty, must lend themselves to com- 



REBECCA WYTHAN 


339 


motion. Nature does it in a breezy tree or over ruffled 
waters. Repose has never such splendid reach as 
animation—1 mean, in the living face. Artists prefer 
repose. Only Natiu*e can express the uttermost beauty 
with her gathering and tuning of discords. Well, 
your mistress has that beauty. I remember my im¬ 
pression when I saw her first on her mountains abroad. 
Other beautiful fiu*es of women go pale, grow stale. 
The diversified in the harmony of the flash are 
Nature's own, her radiant, made of her many notes, 
beyond our dreams to rcprcKluce. We can’t liope to 
have a true portrait of your mistress. Does Moflge 
understand ? ^ 

The literary dose was a strong one for lu*r; but she 
saw the index, and got a lift from the sound. Her 
bosom heaved. * Oh, I do try, Mr. Gower. I think 
I do n little. I do more while you Ve talking. You 
are good to talk so to me. You shoidd have seen her 
the night slie went to meet my lord at those beastly 
Gardens Kit Ines told me he was going to. She was 
defending him. I've no words. You teach me 
what’s meant by poetry. 1 couldn’t understand that 
once.’ 

Their eyes were on the countess and her escort in 
advance. Gower’s praises of her mistress's peculiar 
beauty set the girl compassionately musing. His 
elo(}uence upon the beauty w'os her due. 

Corinthia and Mr. Wythan started at a sharp trot 
in the direction of the pair of |)onies dnvqn by a 
groom along the curved decline of the narrow roadway. 
His whip was up for signal. 

It concerned the house and the master of it. His 
groom drove rapidly down, while he hurried on the 
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homeward way, as a man will do, with the dread upon 
him that his wifc^s last breath may have been yielded 
before lie can enfold her. 

Caritithia walked to be overtaken, not daring to fever 
her blood at a swifter pace; ‘lamed with an infant, 
the thought recurred. 

‘ She is very ill, she ha.s fainted, she lies insensible,'* 
Madge heard from her of Mrs. Wythan. ‘Wc were 
speaking of her when the groom appeared. It has 
happened twice. They fear the third. He fears it, 
though he laughs at a superstition. Now step, I know 
you like walking, Mr. Woodst^er. Once I left you 
behind.'' 

‘ I have the whole scene of the angel and the cripple,'* 
Chiwer replied. 

‘ O that day !' 

They were soon speculating on the unimpressionable 
house in its clump of wood midway below, which had 
no res|)onsc for anxieties. 

A iiiaitl-servant at the garden gate, by Mr. AVythan’s 
orders, informed Carinthia that her mistress had opened 
her eyes. There was a hope of weathering the ominous 
third time. But the hope was a bird of short flight 
from bush to bush until the doctor should speak to 
confirm it. Even the child was under the shadow of 
the house. Carinthia had him in her arms, trusting to 
life as she hugged him, and seeing innumerable darts 
out of all rt'gions assailing her treasure. 

‘ She^wishes to have you,'* Mr. 'i\"ythan came and said 
to her. ‘ Almost her first w'ord. The heart is quicken^ 
ing. She will live for me if she can.'* 

He whispered it. His features shot the sparkle. 

Rebecca Wythan had strength to press Caiinthia^a 
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hand faintly. She made herself heard: ‘No pain/ 
Her husband sat upright, quite still, attentive for any 
sign. His look of quiet pleasure ready to show spright¬ 
liness dwelt on her. She returned the look, unable to 
give it greeting. Post the sense of humour, she wanted 
to say : ‘ Sec the poor simple fellow who will think it a 
wife that he has! *' She did but look. 

Carinthia spoke his name, ‘ Mr. Wylhan,' by chance, 
and Rebecca breatlied heavily until she fonned the 
words: ‘ Owain to me.’ 

‘ To me,’ Owain added. 

The three formed a chain of clasped hands. 

It was in the mind of the sick liuly to disburden her¬ 
self of more than her weakness could utter, so far was 
she above earthly links. Tlie desire in her was to be 
quit of the flesh, beai’ing a picture of her huslmnd as 
havuig the dues of his merits. 

Her recovered strength next day brought her nearer 
to our laws. ‘You will call him Owain, Carinthia?’ 
she said. ‘He is not one to presume on familiarity. 
I must be going soon. I cannot leave him the wife I 
would choose. I can leave him the sister. lie is a sure 
friend. He is the knightly man women dream of. I 
harp on it because I long for testimony that 1 leave 
him to have some reward. And this may be, Ixjtween 
two so pure at heart as you two.’ 

‘ Dear soul! friend, yes, and Ow'ain, yes, I can say it,’ 
Carinthia rejoined. ‘ Brother ? I have only my Chilloii. 
My life is now for him. I am j)unished for s(»parating 
myself from the son of ray father. I have no heart for 
a second brother. What I can give to my friend I will. 
1 shall love you in him, if 1 am to lose you.’ 

‘ Not Owain—it was I was the wretch refused to coll 
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on the lonely lady at the castle until I heard she had 
done a romantic little bit of thing—hushed a lambkin's 
bleating. My loss ! my loss! And I could aflTord it so 
poorly. Since then Carintbia has filled my days. I 
shudder to leave you and think of your going back to 
the English. Their sneer withers. They sent you down 
among us as a young woman to be shunned.' 

‘I did w'ildly, I was ungovemed, I had one idea,' 
said Carintbia. One idea is a bullet, good for the day 
of battle to beat the foe, father tells us. It was a 
madness in me. Now it Iwis gone, I see all round. 

I see straight, too. With one idea, we see nothing— 
nothing but itself. Whizz! we go. I did. I shall 
no longer offend in that way. Mr. Gower Woodseer is 
here from my lord.' 

‘ With him the child will he safe.' 

‘I am not alarmed. It is to request—they would 
have me gone, to prepare the way for my lord.' 

‘You have done it; he has the castle to himself. 

I cannot spare you. A tyrant ordering you to go 
should be defied. My Lord Fleetwood j)uts lightning 
into my slow veins.’ 

‘ We have talked: we shall be reproved by the 
husband and the doctor,' said Carinthia. 

Sullen days continued and rolled over to night at th^ 

mines. Gower's mission was rendered absurd by the 

countess s withdrawal from the castle. He spoke of it 

to Mr. Wythan once, and the latter took a big breath 

and blew such a lord to the winds. ‘Persuade our 

guest to leave us, that the air may not be tainted for 

her husliand when he comesHe needn't call; he's 

* 

not obliged to see h^. She's offered Esslemont to live 
in? I believe her instinct's right—^he has designs on . 
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the child. A little more and we shall have a mad dog 
in the fellow. He doubles my work by keeping his 
men out. If she wen; away we should hear of black 
doings. Twenty do/eii of his pugilists wouldn't stop 
the burning.' 

They agreed that [)ersuasi«ns need not be addressed 
to the countess. She was and would n*main Mr. 
Wythan's guest. As for the carl, Gower inclined to 
plead hesitatingly, still to plead) on Ix'half a nobleman 
owning his influence and very susceptible to his wisdom, 
whose echo of a pointed saying nearly e(|ualled the 
satisfaction bestowed by print. The titled man aftwted 
the philosopher in that manner; or rather, the crude 
philosopher's relish of brilliant appreciation stripped 
him of his robe. For he w'as with Owain Wythaii at 
heart to scorn titles which did not distinguish practical 
offices. A nation bowing to them has gone to pith, 
for him; he had to shake himself, that he might not 
similarly stick; he hat! to do it often. Objects elevated 
even by a decayed world have their magnetism for us 
unless we nerve the mind to wakeful repulsion. He 
protested he had reason to think the earl w'as humaniz¬ 
ing, though he might lx; killing a woman in the 
process. ‘ Could she wish for Ijctier ?' he asked, with 
at least the gravity of the undermining humorist; and 
he started Owain to course an idea when he remarked 
of Lord Fleetw’ood: ‘ Imagine a devil on his back on a 
river, flying a cherub.' 

Owain sparkled from the vision of the thing to wrath 
with it 

* Ay, but while he's floating, his people arc edging 
on starvation. And 1 've a personal grievance. I keep, 
you know, open hall, bread and cheese and beer, for 
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poor mates. His men are favouring us with a call. 
We have to cart treble from the town. If I straighten 
the sticks he tries to bend, it 'll be a grievance against 
me—and a fig for it! But I like to be at peace with 
my neighbours, and waft them pemUion instead of 
dealing the vhddyjvi of Llewellyn.’ 

At last the tension ceased; they had intelligence of 
the earl’s arrival. 

His countess was little moved by it; and the reason 
for that lay in her imagination being absorbed. Hen¬ 
rietta had posted her a journal telling of a deed of 
Chi lion’s: no great feat, but precious for its ‘ likeness 
to him,* as they phrased it; that is, for the light it 
cast on their conception of the man. Hcjiding a squad¬ 
ron in a riotous Midland town, he stopped a charge, 
after fire of a shot from the mob, and galloped up the 
sti*eet to catch a staggering urchin to his saddle-lx>w, 
and place the mite in safety. Then it ^was a simple 
trot of the hussars ahead; way was made for him. 

Now, to see what banquet there is for the big of 
heart in the world's hot stress, take the view of Carin- 
thia, to whom her brother’s thoughtful little act of 
gentleness at the moment of the red-of-the-powder 
smoke w'as divinest bread and wine, when calamity 
hung around, with the future an unfitted wilderness, 
her powers untried, her husband her enemy. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

WE HAVE AGAIX TO DKAl. WITH THE EXAMPLES OF OUIl 

YOUNGEIl MAN 

4 

The most urgent of Dames is working herself iij) to 
a grey squall in her detesUtion of imagerial epigrams. 
Otherwise Gower Woodseer's dash at the quintessential 
young man of w'ealth would prompt to the carrying of 
it further, and telling how the tetluTcd flutten»r above 
a ‘devil on his buck on a river’ was beginning to pull 
if not drag his withholdcr and teaser. 

Fleetwood had almost a desire to see the small dot 

of humaniiv which drew the breath from him:—and 

•/ * 

was indistinguishably the bubbly grin and gurgle of 
the nurses, he could swear. He kicked at the bondage 
to our common fleshly nature imposed on him by the 
mother of the little animal. But there had bi^cn a 
mother to this father: (aid movements of a wanniah 
curiosity biiished him when the cynic was not mount' 
ing guard. They were, it seemed, external—no part of 
him: like blasts of a wayside furnace across wintry air. 
They were, as it chanced, Nature’s w’<jman in him 
plucking at her separated partner,’ Custom’s man; 
something of an oriental voluptuary on his isolated 
regal seat; and he would suck the pleasures without 
a descent into the stale old ruts where Life’s convict 
couple walk linked to one another, to their issue more. 

There was also a cold curiosity to see the male infant 
such a mother would have. The grandson of Old Law- 
less might turn out a rascal,—he would be no mean 
one, no coward. 
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That mother, too, who must have been a touch aston¬ 
ished to find herself a mother:—Fleetwood laughed a 
curt bark, and heard rebukes, and pleaded the marriage- 
trap to the man of his word ; devil and cherub were at 
the tug, or say, dog and gentleman, a survival of the 
schoolboy :—that mother, a girl of the mountains, per¬ 
haps wanted no more than smoothing by the world, 
‘It is my husband’ sounded foolish, sounded freshish, 
—a new note. Would she repeat it ? The bit of sim¬ 
plicity would Ijear rcjx'ating once. Gower Woodseer 
says the creature grows and studies to perfect herself. 
She’s a good way ofI‘ that, and may spoil herself in the 
process; but she has a certain ]K)wer. Her donkey 
obstinacy in refusing compliance, and her pursuit of 
‘ my husband,’ and ability to drench him with ridicule, 
do not exhibit the ordinary young female. She stamps 
her impression on the people she meets. Her husband 
is shaken to confess it likewiKse, despite a disagreement 
between them. 

He has owned he is her husband: he has not dis¬ 
avowed the const‘(juence. That fellow, Gower Wood- 
seer, might acciise the husband of virtually lying, if 
he by his conduct implied her distastefulness or worse. 
By heaven ! us felon a deed as could l)e done. Argue 
the case anyhow, it should be undone. I^et her but 
cease to madden. For w’hatever the rawni'ss of the 
woman, she has qualities ; and experience of the facile 
loves of London very sharply defines her qualities. 
Think of iicr as raw, she has the gift of raren^: 
forget the donkey obstinacy, her character grasps. In 
the grasp of her character, one inclines, and her hus¬ 
band inclines, to become her advocate. She has only 
to discontinue maddening. 
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The wealthy young noble prized any fonn of rare¬ 
ness wherever it was visible, having no thought of the 
purchase of it, except w'ith worship. He could listen 
pleased to the bdk of a Methodist minister sewing 
boot-leather. He picked up a roadside tramp and 
made a friend of him, and valued the fellow's honest}', 
submitted to his U*ctures, ])ardoned his insolence. The 
sight of Carintliia's narrow bc*droom and strip of bed 
over Sarah VVincli's Whitechapel shop had gone a step 
to drown the hr>bhing Whitechapel Countess. At least, 
he had not been hunted by that gaunt chalk-quarry 
ghost since his peep into the room. Own it! she like¬ 
wise has things to forgive. Women nurse their larva* 
of ideas about fair dealing. But observe the distinc¬ 
tion: and if w'oinen understood justice they would be 
the first to proclaim, that when two are tied together, 
the one who does the other serious injury is more 
naturally excused than the one who—tenfold abhorrent 
if a woman!—calls up the grotesque to extinguish 
both. 

With this apology for himself, I^>rd Fleetwood grew 
tolerant of the person honourably avowed as his wife. 
So, therefore, the barrier between him and his thoughts 
of her was broken. The thoughts carrying red roses 
W'ere selected. Finally, the taste to' meet her sprouted. 
If agreeable, she could be wo<»ed; if barely agreeable, 
tormented ; if disagreeable, left as before. 

Although it w'as the hazard of a die, he decided to 
follow his taste. Her stay at the castle had kept him 
long from the duties of his business; and he could 
imagine it a gric'vance if he pleased, but he put it 
aside. 

Alighting at his chief manager s office, he passed 
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through the heated atmosphere of black-browed, wiry 
little rebels, who withheld the salute as they lounged: 
a posture often prt'ceding the spring in compulsorily 
idle workers. He w'as aware of instinct abroad, an 
antagonism to the proprietor’s rights. They roused 
him to stand by them, and were his own form of 
instinct, hand.somely clothed. It behoved that he 
should examine them and the claims against them, to 
be sure of his ground. He and Mr. Howell Edwards 
debated the dispute for an hour; agreeing, partially 
differing. There was a weakness on the principle in 
Edwards. These fellows fixed to the spot arc for com¬ 
promise too much. An owner of mines has no steady 
reckoning of income if the rate of wage is perpetually 
to shift acconling to current, mostly ignorant, versions 
of the prosjH'rity of the times. Are we so prosperous r 
It is far from certain. And if the rate ascends, the 
question of easing it down to suit the discontinuance 
of pros[Jcrity agitating our excheejuer—whose demand 
is for fixity—perplexes us further. 

However, that was preliminary. He and Howell 
Edwards would dine and wrangle it out. The earl 
knew himself a hot disputant after dinner. Incident¬ 
ally he heard of Lady Fleetwood as a guest of Mrs, 
Wythan; and the circumstance was injurious to him 
liecause he stoixl against Mr. Wythan’s pampering 
system with his men. 

Ines up at the castle smelt of beer, and his eyelids 
^were sottish. Nothing to do tries the virtue of the 
best. He sought his excuse in a heavy lamentation 
over my lady’s unjust suspicion of him,—a known man 
of honour, though he did sen-e his paytron. 

The cause of Lady Fleetwood’s abkmce w^as exposed 
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to her outraged lord, who bad sent the man purely to 
protect her at this castle, where she insisted on staying, 
llie suspicion cost on the dreary lusher was the wife’s 
wild shot at her husband. One could understand a 
silly woman’s passing terror. Her acting under the 
dictate of it struck th(> husband’s ribbed breast a.s a 
positive clap of hostilities between them ac.niss a chasm. 

His previous placable mood was immediaU^ly con¬ 
ceived by him tt> have Iwen one of his fits of generosity; 
a step to a frightful, dutiful embrace of an almost 
repulsive object. He flung the thought of her buck on 
her Whitechapel. She ivtunied from that place with 
smiles, dres.sed in a laundry white with a sprinkle of 
smuts, ap|^K?aring to him as an adversary armed and 
able to strike. There w'as a blow', for he chewed resent¬ 
ments ; and the.se were goaded by a remembered shy¬ 
ness of meeting her eyes when he rounded up the slope 
of the hill, in view' of his castle, where he supposi'd she 
w'ould be awaiting ‘ my husband.’ The silence of her 
absence was lively mockery of that anticipation. 

Gower came on him .s^iuntcring about the grounds. 

‘You’re not very successful down here,’ Flcetw'ood 
said, without gri'cting. 

‘I’he countess likes the air of this countr}',’ said 
Gower, evasively, impertinently, and pbintlessly; offen- 
«vely to the despot employing him to be either sub¬ 
servient or smart. 

‘ I wish her to leave it.’ 

‘She wishes to see you first.' 

‘She takes queer measures. 1 start to-morrow for 
my yacht at Cardiff.’ 

There the matter ended; for Fleetwood fell to 
talking of the mines. At dinner and after dinner 
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it was the topic, and after Howell Edwards had 
departed. 

When the man who has a heart will talk of nothing 
but what concerns his interests, and the heart is hurt, it 
may be })erceived by a cognizant friend, that this is his 
proud, mute way of petitioning to have the tenderer 
subject broached. Gow^er was sure of the heart, 
armoured or bandaged though it was,—a haunt of evil 
spirits as well,—and he began : ‘ Now to speak of me 
half a minute. You cajoled me out of my Surrey room, 
where I was wTiting, in the vein. . . .’ 

‘I^e had the scene befoie me!’ the earl interposed. 
‘Juniper dells and that tree of the flashing leaf, and 
that dear old boy, your father, young as you and me, 
and saying love of Nature gives us eternal youth. On 
with you.’ 

‘ I doubted whether I should be of use to you. I told 
you the amount of alloy in my motives. A year with 
YOU, I liave subsistence for ten years assured to me.* 

‘ Don’t be a prosy dog, Gower Woodseer.’ 

‘ Will you come over to the AVythaiis before you go 

* I will not.’ 

‘ You would lengthen your stride across a wounded 
beast?’ 

‘ I see no w’ound to the Ixjast.’ 

‘You can jajrmit yourself to kick under cover of a 
metaphor.’ 

‘Tell me what you drive at, Gower.’ 

^‘The request is, for you to spare pain by taking 
one step—an extra strain on the muscles of the leg. 
It’s only the leg wants moving.’ 

‘ The lady has legs to run away, let them bring her 
back.’ 
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‘ Why have me with you, .then ? I'm useless. But 
you read us all, sc*e everything, and wait only for the 
mood to do the right. You retid me, and I'm not 
open to everybody. You read the ctux of a man like 
me in my novel position. You read my admiration of 
a beautiful woman and effort to keep honest. You 
read my downright preference of what most people 
would call poverty, and my enjoyment of good cookery 
and good cmnpany. You enlist among the crew below 
as one of our tempters. You find 1 come round to tlie 
thing I like best. Therefore, you have your liking 
for me; and that's why you turn to me again, after 
your natural infidelities. So much for me. You read 
this pricelesis lady quite as clearly. You choose to cloud 
her with your moods. She was at a disadvantage, arriving 
ill a strange country, next to friendless; and each new 
incident bred of a luckle.s.s beginning—I could say more.' 

Fleetwood nodded. ‘ You arc reatl without the 
words. You read in histoiy, too, I su[))m>sc, tliat there 
are two sides to mo.st case.s. The loudest is not often 
the strongest. However, now the lady' shows herself 
crazed. That's reading her charit&bJy. Klsc she has 
to be taken for a spiteful shrew, who pretends to su.s- 
pect anything that s villanous, because .she can hit on 
no other way of striking.’ 

‘Crazed, is a wide shot and hits half the world,' 
muttered Gower. ‘Lady Fleetwood had a troubled 
period after her marriage. She suffert*^! a sort of kid¬ 
napping when she was bearing her child. There’s a 
book by an Edinburgh doctor might lie serviceable to 
you. It enlightens me. She will have a distrust of 
you, aa regards the child, until she understands you 
by living with you under one roof.’ 
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‘Sucli animals these women are! GkK)d Lord!' 
Fleetwood ejaculated. * I marry one, and I'm to take 
to reading medical books !' He yawned. 

‘ You speak that of women and pretend to love 
Nature,’ said Gower. ‘You hate Nature unless you 
have it served on a dish by your own cook. That's the 
way to the madhouse or the monastery. There we 
expiate the sin of sins. A man finds the woman of all 
women fitted to stick him in the soil, and trim and 
point him to grow, and she's an animal for her pains! 
The secret of your malady is, you’ve not yet, though 
you ’ix* on a healthy leap for the practices of Nature, 
hopped to the primary conception of what Nature 
means. Women are in and of Nature. I've studied 
them here—had nothing to do but study them. That 
most noble of ladies’ whole mind was knotted to pre¬ 
serve her child during her time of endurance up to her 
moment of trial, 'i’hink it over. It's your one chance 
of keeping sane. And expect to hear flat stuff from me 
while you go on })laying tyrant.' 

* You certainly take liberties,' Fleetwood's mildest 
voice remarked. 

‘ I told you I should tr>' you, when you plucked me 
out of my Surrey nest,’ 

Fleetwood passed from a meditative look to a 
malicious half-laugh. ‘ You seem to have studied the 
‘ most noble of ladies * latterly rather like a barrister 
>vith a brief for the defendant—^})laintiff, if you like!’ 

‘ As to that, I ’ll help you to an insight of a par¬ 
ticular weakness of mine,' said Gower. ‘ I require to 
liave persons of even the highest value presented to me 
on a stagtN or else I don’t grasp them at all—they ’re 
axmply pictures. 1 saw the lady; admired, esteemed, 
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sufficiently, I supposed, until her image appeai-ed to me 
in the feelings of another. Then I saw fathoms. No 
doubt, it was from feeling warmer. I went through 
the blood of the other for my impression.'* 

* Name the other,' said the earl, and his features were 
shaip. 

‘ You can have the name,' Gower answered. ‘ It was 
the girl, Madge AVinch.' 

Fleetwood’s haixl stare melted to surprise and con¬ 
temptuous amusement. * You see the lady to be the 
“ most noble of ladies " through the warming you gt»t 
by passing into the feelings of Madge Winch Y ' 

' Sar«isni was in the tone, and beneath it a thrill of 
oompassionateuess traversed him and shot a rcmoi’sefui 
sting with the vision of those two young w'omcn on the 
coach at the scene of the fight. He had sentience of 
their voices, nigh to hearing them. The forlorn bride’s 
hand given to the anxious girl bt'hind her fiashcH^l an 
image of the sisterhood binding women under the pangs 
they suffer from men. He craved a scourging that he 
might not be cursing himself; and he provoked it, for 
Gower was very sensitive to a cold breath on the weak¬ 
ness he had laid bare; and when Fleetwood said : ‘ ou 
recommend a bath in the feelings of Madge Winch the 
retort came: ‘ It might stop you on the road to a cowl.’ 

Fleetwood put on the mask of cogitation to cover a 
shudder, ‘ How t ’ 

* A question of the man or the monk with you, tis I 
fancy I've told you more than once! ’ 

‘You may fancy committing any impertinence and 
be not much out.’ 

‘The saving of you is that you digest it when you've 
stewed it down.’ 

z 
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‘ You try me! ’ 

‘ I don’t impose the connection.’ 

‘ No, I take tlie blame for that.’ 

They sat in dumbness, fidgeted, sprang to their feet, 
and lighted bedroom candles. 

Mounting the stairs, Gower was moved to let fall a 
lienevolent look on the worried son of fortune. ‘I 
warned you I should try you. It ought to be done 
politely. If I liave to speak a truth I ’in boorish. The 
divinely damnable naked truth won’t wear ornaments. 
It's about the same as pitching a handful of 
earth.' 

‘ You dirt your hands, hit or miss. Out of this cor¬ 
ridor ! Into my room, and spout your worst,’ cried the 
earl. 

Gower entered his dressing-room and was bidden to 
smoke there. 

‘You’re a milder boor when you smoke. That day 
down in Sun*ey with the grand old bootmaker was one 
of our days, Gower Woodseer! There’s no smell of the 
boor in him. Perhaps his religion helps him, more than 
Nature-worship: not the l)est for manners. You won’t 
smoke your pipe ?—a cigar ? I^ay on, then, as hard as 
you like.' 

‘You're asking for the debauchee's last luxury—not 
a correction,’ said Gower, grimly thinking of how his 
whip might prove effective aiui punish the man who 
kept him fruitlessly out of his bed. 

‘ I want stuff for a place in the memory,’ said Fleet- 
wood ; and the late hour, with the profitless talk, made 
it a stinging taunt. 

‘ You want me to flick your indecision.’ . • 

‘ That's half a hit.’ 
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‘I’m to talk italics, for you to store a smart word 
or so/ 

‘ True, I swear! And, please, begin/ 

‘ You hang for the Fates to settle which is to be 
smothered in you, the man or the lord—and it ends 
in the monk, if you hang much longer/ 

‘A bit of a seoqnon in his intention,’ Fleetwcmd 
muttered on a stride. ‘ I ’ll tell you this, Gower Wood- 
seer ; when you lay oti in earnest, your dic^tion is not 
so choice. Do any of your remarks a[)ply to I.ady 
Fleetwood ? ’ 

‘All should. I don’t presume to allude to Lady 
Fleetwood.’ 

‘ She ha.s not charged you to com^dain ? ’ 

‘ Lady Fleetwood is not the person to complain or 
condescend to speak of injuries.’ 

* She insults me with her insane suspicion.’ 

A swollen vein on the young nobleman's forehead 
went to confirm the idea at the Wythans that he was 
capable of mischief. They were right; he was as 
capable of villany as of nobility. But he happened to 
be thanking Gower Woodsecr’s whip for the comfortable 
numbness he felt at Cariiithia’s behaviour, while detest¬ 
ing her for causing him to desire it and endure it, 
and exonerate his prosy costigator. 

He w^as ignorant of the revenge Ke had on Gower, 
whose diction had not been particularly estimable. 
In the feebleness of a man vainly courting sleep, the 
disarmed philosopher tossed from one .side to the 
other through the remaining hours of darkness, pol¬ 
ishing sentences that were natural spouts of choicest 
diction ^ and still the earl’s virulent small sneer rankled. 
He understood why, after a time. The fervour of ad- 
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vocacy, which inspires high diction, had been wanting. 
He hod sought more to lash the earl with his personal 
disgust—and partly to parade his contempt of a lucra*^ 
tive dependency—tlian he had felt for the countess. 
No wonder his diction was poor. It was a sample of 
limp thinness; a sort of tongue of a Master Slender: 
—flavourless, unsatisfactory, considering its object: 
measured to be condemned by its poor achicveuient. 
He had nevertheless a heai’t to feel for the dear ladv, 
and heat the pleading for her, especially when it ran 
to its object, as along a shaft of the sun-rays, from 
the passionate devotedness of that girl Madge. 

He brooded over it till it was like a fire Ixmcath 
him to dnve him from his bed and across the turfy 
roller of the hill to the Wythans’, in tlie front of an 
autumnal sunrise—grand where the country is sliorn 
of surface decoration, as here and there we And some 
unadorned human creature, whose bosom bears the 
ball of warmth. 


CHAPTER XXXII 

IN WHICH WK 8KK CARINTHIA PIT IX PBACTICE ONE 
OF HKU OLD FAI^HER's I^ISSOXS 

Seated at his breakfast-table, the earl saw Gower 
stride in, and could have wagered he knew the destina¬ 
tion of the fellow's morning walk. It concerned him 
little; he w'ould be leaving the castle in less than an 
hour. She mi^t choose to come or choose to keep 
away. The whims of animals do not affect men unkaa 
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they are professionally tamers. Petty domestic dissen¬ 
sions are besides poor webs to the man pulling single- 
handed at ropes with his revolted miners. On the topic 
of wages, too, he was Gower's master, and could hold 
forth: by which he taught himself to feel that practical 
affairs are the proper business of men, women and 
infants being remotely secondary; the picturesque and 
poetiy, consequently, sheer nonsense. 

‘I suppose your waiting here is usc>less, to quote 
you,’ he said. ‘The countess can dmde now to re¬ 
main, if she pleases. Drive with me to Cardiff—I . 
miss you if you Ve absent a week. Or is it legs ? 
Drop me a line of your stages on the road, and don't 
loiter much.' 

Gower spoke of starting his legs next day, if he had 
to do the jouniey alone: and he clouded the yacht for 
Fleetwood with talk of the Wyv and tlie l.^sk, Here¬ 
ford and the Malvem Hills elliptical over the plains. 

‘ Yes,' the earl acquiesced jealously; ‘ we ought to 

have seen—tramjied every foot of our own country. 

That yaclit of mine, there she is, and I said I would 

board her and have a fly with half a dozen fellows 

■ 

round the Scottish isles. We're never free to do as 
we like.' 

‘Legs are the only things that have a taste of 
freedom,’ said Gower. 

They strolled down to Howell Edwards' office at 
nine, Kit Ines beside the luggage cart to the rear. 

Around the office and along to the street of the 
cottages crowds were chattering, gesticulating; Ines 
fancied the foreign jabberers inclined to threaten. 
Howell Edwards at the door of his office watched 
them calculatingly. The lord of their destinies passed 
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in with him, leaving Gower to study the features of the 
men, and Ines to rc^ckon the chance of a fray. 

Fleetwood came put presently, saying to Edwards: 
‘ That concession goes far enough. Bemuse I have a 
neighbour who yields at every step ? No, stick to the 
principle. I’ve said my final word. And here’s the 
carriage. If the mines are closed, more’s the pity: but 
I’m not responsible. You can let them know if you 
like, before I drive off; it docvsn’t matter to me,’ 

The carriage was ready. Gower cast a glance up 
the hill. T’lirce female figurc?s and a pannier-donkey 
were visible on the descent. He nodded to Edwards, 
who took the words out of his mouth. ‘ Her ladyship, 
niy h>rd.’ 

She was distinctly st»en, and looked formidable in 
definition against tlie cloud. Madge and the nurse¬ 
maid Martha were the tw'o other young women. On 
they came, and the angry man seated in the carriage 
could not give the order to start. Nor could he quite 
sliape an idea of annoyance, though he hung to it and 
faced at Gower a battery of the promise to pay him 
for this. Tattling observers were estimated at their 
small important there, as everyw'hcrc, by one so high 
above them. But the apjiearance of the woman of the 
burletK^ue name and burlesque actions, and odd ascen¬ 
sion out of the ludicrous into a form to cast a spell, 
so that she commanded serious recollections of her, 
disturbed him. lie stepped from his carriage. Again 
he had his incomprehensible fit of shyness; and a 
«vision of the complacent, jowled, redundant, blue- 
coated monarch aswing in imbecile mcn*iment on the 
signboard of the Hoyal Sovereign inn; constitutionally 
his total opposite, yet instigating the sensation. 
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In that renpect his countess and he had shifted 
characters. Carinthia came on at her bold mountain 
stride to within hail of him. Met by Gower, she 
talked, smiled, patted her donkey, clutched his ear, 
lifted a silken covering to show the child asleep; en* 
tircly at her ease and unhurried. These women get an 
aid from their pride of maternity. And when they 
can boast a parson behind them, they are indecorous 
up to in.so1ent in their ostentation of it. 

She resumed her advance, with a slight abatement 
of her challenging match, sedately ; very collectedly 
erect; changed in the fulness of her figure and her 
poised, calm bearing. 

He heard her voice addressing Gower: ‘ Yes, they do; 
we noticed the slate-roofs, Uxiking down on them. Tlicy 
do look like a council of rooks in the hollow; a parlia¬ 
ment, you said. I’hey look exceedingly like, when a 
j)eep of sunshine falls. Oh, no, not clergymen !’ 

She laughed at the sugge.stion. 

She might l)e one of the actresst's by natiirt,*. 

Is the man unsympathetic with women a hater of 
Nature deductively .•* Most women are actresses. As 
to worshipping Nature, we go back to the state 
of heathen beast, Mr. Philosopher Gower could be 
answered. . . . 

Fleetwood drew in hi.s argument. *She stood before 
him. ITiere was on his part an insular representation 
of old French Court salute to the lady, and she re¬ 
plied to it in the exactest measure, as if an instructed 
proficient. 

She stood unshadow'cd. ‘ We have come to bid 
you adieu, iny lord,'* she said, and no trouble of the 
bosom shook her mellow tones. Her face was not the 
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chalk «quarry or the rosed rock; it was oddly individual, 
and, in a way, alluring, with some gentle contraction 
of her eyelids. But evidently she stood in full repose, 
mistress of herself. 

Upon him, it appeared, the whole sensibilty of the 
situation was to be thrown. He hardened. 

‘We have had to settle business here,’ he said, 
speaking resonantly, to cover his gazing discomposedly, 
all but furtively. 

•i* 

The child was shown, still asleep. A cunning infant: 
not a cry in him to excuse a father for preferring con¬ 
cord or silence <Jr the Iwichelor’s exemption. 

‘ lie is a strong boy,’ the mother said. ‘ Our doctor 
promises he will ride over all the illnesst*s.’ 

Fleetwood’s answer set off with an alarum of the 
throat, and dwindled to ‘We'll hope so. Seems to 
sleep well.’ 

She had her nicky brows. They were not barren 
crags, and her shape was Nature’s ripeness, it was 
acknowledged. She stood like a lance in air—rather 
like an Amazon schooled by Athene, one might imagine. 
Hues of some going or coming flush hinted the magical 
trick of her visage. She spoke in modest manner, or it 
might be indifferently, wiUiout a flaunting of either. 

‘ I wish to consult y<ui, my lord. He is not baptized. 
His Christian names r' ’ 

‘ I have no choice.' ^ 

‘I should wish him to bear one of my brother’s 
names.’ 

I have no knowledge of your brother s names.’ 

‘ Chi lion is one.’ 

‘ Ah! Is it, should you think, suitablje to our 
climate ? ’ 
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‘ Another name of ray brother’s is John.’ 

‘ Bull.’ The loutisli derision passed her and Re¬ 
bounded on him. ‘That would be quite at home.’ 

‘ You M'ill allow one of your own names, my lord 

‘ Oh, certainly, if you desire it, choose. There arc 
four names you will find in n book of the Peerage 
or Directory or so. Up at the eastk*—or you might 
have written :—la^ttcr than these ciuestions on the 
public road. I don't demur. I.et it be as you like.’ 

‘ I write empty lettem to tell what 1 much want,’ 
Carinthia said. 

‘ You have only to write your plain RHpiest.’ 

‘ If, now I see you, I may speak another request, my 
lord.’ 

‘Pray,’ he said, with courteous patience, and .step]:)ed 
forward down to the street of the ininem’ cottages. 
She could there speak out—Iwiwl the rcqui'st, if it 
suited her to do .so. 

On the point of speaking, she gazed round. 

‘Perfectly safe! no harm possible,’ said he, fretful 
under the burden of this her maniacal maternal 
anxiety. 

‘The men ai*e all light, they would not hurt a child. 
What can rationally lie susptH^ted I’ 

‘ I know the men; they love their children,’ she 
replied. ‘ I think my child would be precious to them. 
Mr. Woodseer and Mr. Edwards and Madge are there.’ 

‘ Is the one more request—I mean, a mother’s anxiety 
does not run to the extent of suspc'cting everybody ? ’ 

‘ Some of the children are very pretty,’ said Carinthia, 
and eyed the bands of them at their games in the road¬ 
way and at the cottage doors. * Children of the poor 
have happy mothers.’ 
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Her eyes were homely, though they were so much a 
morning over her face. They were open now to what 
that fellow Woodseer (who could speak to the point 
when he was not aiming at it) called the jmrlour, or 
social sitting-niom; where we may have converse with 
the tame woman's mind, seeing the door to the clawing 
recesses temporarily shut. 

‘ Forgive me if I say you talk like the bigger child,' 
Fleetwood said lightly, not ungonially; for the features 
he looked on were imiseful, a jneture in their one ex¬ 
pression. 

Her answer chilled him. ‘ It is true, mv lord. I will 
not detain you. I would beg to be supplied with money.' 

He was like the leaves of a frosted plant, in his crisp 
curling inward :—he had been so genial. 

‘ You have come to say good-bye, that you may have 
an op])ortunity to—*is you put it—beg for money. I 
am not sure of your having learnt yet the right disposal 
of money.’ 

‘ I beg, my lord, to have tw'o thousand jiouiids a year 
allowed me.’ 

‘ Ten—and it's a task to spend the sum on a single 
household—shall be allotted to your expenditure at 
Ksslernont;—stables, bills, et caetcra. You ciui enter¬ 
tain. My steward Leddings will undertake the 
management. You will not be troubled with payings.' 

Her head acknowledged the graciousness. ‘ I would 
have two thousand pounds and live where I please.' 

‘ Pardon me: the two, for a lady living where she 
,})leases, exceeds the required amount.' 

* I will accept a smaller sum, my lord.' 

‘ i^loney !—it seems a singular demand when all 
supplies are furnished.' 
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‘ I would have conti*ol of some money.’ 

* You are thinking of charities.’ 

‘ Not charities.’ 

^ Edwards here has a provision for the hospital needs 
of the people. Mr. WcHjdseer applies to me in cases 
he can certify. Lc^ddings will do the same at Kssle- 
iiiont,’ 

‘I am glad, I am tliankful. The money I would 
have is for my own use. It is for me.’ 

‘ Ah. Scarcely that, I fancy.’ 

The remark should have struck home. He had a 
thirst for the sign of her confessing to it. He looked. 
Something like a j>etnfaction of her wildest face was 
shown. 

Carinthia’s eyes were hard out on a scattered knot of 
children down the street. 

She gathered up her skirts. Without a word to him, 
she ran, aiul running shouted to the little oni^ around 
and ahead : * In ! in ! indoors, children ! Jikinty i’r ty ! 
Mothers, mothers, ho! get them in. See the dog! Ci! 
Ci! In with them ! Blant^ Vr tyt Tr tyT 

A big black mongrel ap})cai*cd worrying at one of 
two pctticoated lu'chins on the ground. 

She scurrietl her swiftest, with such warning Welsh 
as she had on the top of her mountain cry; and doors 
flew wide, there was a bang of di>ors when she darted 
by: first gast of terrible heavens that she seemed to the 
cottagers. 

Other shouts behind her rent the air, gathering to a 
roar, from the breasts of men and women. * Mad dog 
about’ had lieen for days the rumour, crossing the hills 
over the line of village, hamlet, fann, from Cardiff 
port. 
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Dead hush succeeded the burst. Men and womm 
stood off. The brute was at the lady. 

Her arms were straight above her head; her figure 
overhanging, on a bend of the knees. Right and left, 
the fur)' of the slavering fangs shook her loose droop 
of gown; and a dull, prolonged growl, like the clamour 
of a far body of insurrectionary marching men, told of 
the rage. 

Fleetwood hovered helpless as a leaf on a bough. 

* Back, I pray,' she said to him, and motioned it, her 
arms at higli stretch. 

lie held no weapon. Hie sweat of his forehead half 
blinded him. And she waved him behind her, beckoned 
to the crowd to keep wide way, used her lifted hands 
as fiap})ers; she had all her wits. There was not a 
w'rinkle of a grimace. Nothing but her locked lips 
betrayed her vision of imminent doom. The shaking 
of her gown and the snarl in the undergrowl sounded 
insatiate. 

The brute dropped hold. With a weariful jog of the 
head, it pursued its coui*se at an awful even swinging 
])ace: Death's own, Death’s doer, his reaper,—^he, the 
very Death of the Terroi*s. 

(Winthia’s cry rang for clear way to be kept on cither 
side, and that accursed went the path through a sharp- 
tnlgcd mob, as it poured pell-mell and shrank back, 
closing for the chase to rear of it. 

‘ Father taught me,’ she said to the earl, not more 
discomposc'd than if she had taken a jump. 

‘ It’s over!’ he groaned, savagely white, and bellowed 
for guns, any weapons. ‘Your father.5* pray?’ She 
was entreated to speak. 

‘ Yes, it must be shot; it will be merciful to kill it/ 
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she said. ^ They iiave carried the child indoors. The 
others are safe. Mr. Woodseer, run to my nurse-girl, 
Martha. He goes,' she murmured, and resumed to the 
earl: * Fallier told me women have a better chance 
than men with a biting dog. He put me before him 
and drilled me. He thought of everything. ITsuolly 
the })oor beast snaps—tme angry bite, not more. My 
dress teased it.’ 

Fleetweed grinned civilly in liis excitement; intend¬ 
ing to yield patient hearing, to be interested by any 
mortal thing she might choose t(» say. 

She was advised by recollection to let her father rest. 

‘ No, dear girl, not hurt, no scratch,—only my gown 
tom,' she said to Madge; and Madge heaved and whim¬ 
pered, and stoopeil to pin the frayed strips. ‘ Quite 
safe; you see it is easy for women to escape, Mr. 
Edwards.' 

Carinthia's voice hummed over the girl's liemi: 
‘ Father nnule me practise it, in <me. He forethought. 
Madge, you lieard of this dog. I told you how to act. 
I was not feverish. Our babe will not feel it.' 

She bade Madge open her hands. ‘ A scratch would 
kiU. Never mind the tearings; I will hold my dress. 
Oh! there is that one child bitten. Mr. Edwards, 
mount a man for the doctor. I will go in to the child. 
He was bitten. Lose not one minute, Mr. likhvards. 
I see you go.’ 

He bowed and hastened. 

The child’s mother w'as red eyes at her door for ease 
of her heart to the lady. Carinthia step{)ed into the 
room, where the little creature vras fetching sobs after 
the spout of screams. . 

.^God in heaven! she can't be going to suck the 
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bite?’ Fleetwood cried to Madge, whose answer was 
disquieting: ‘ If it’s to save life, my mistress won’t 
stop at anything.’ 

His heart sprang with a lighted comprehension of 
Gower Woodseer s meaning. 'I’liis girl’s fervour opened 
portals to new views of her mistress, or opened eyes. 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

A FRIttimaTL DKBATE 

Pushing through a swarm into the cot, Fleetwood saw 
Carinthia on a knee beside a girl's lap, where the 
stripped child lay. Its mother held a basin for the dab¬ 
bing at raw red spots. 

A sting of pain touched the memory of its fright, 
and brought further screams, then the sobs. Carinthia 
hummed a Styrian cradle-song as the wailing 
lulled. 

She glanced up; she said to tlie earl: ‘ The bite wa.s 
deep; it was in the blood. We may have time. Get 
me an interpreter. I must ask the mother. I know 
not many words.’ 

‘ What now ? ’ said he, at the looming of new vexa¬ 
tions. 

‘ We have no choice. Has a man gone ? Dr. Grif¬ 
fiths would hurry fast. An hour may be too late, 
^rhe poison travels. Father advised it :—Fifty years 
fw om have minute/ This child should be helped to 
live.’ 

‘ We ’ll do our best Why an interpreter ? ’ 
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‘ A poker in the fire. The interpreter—whether the 
mother will bear to have it done.' 

‘ Bum, do you mean ?'' 

‘ It should be burnt.’ 

‘ Not by you r ’ 

‘ Quick ! Quick ! ’ 

‘ But will you—could you ? No, 1 say ! ’ 

‘ If there is no one else.’ 

‘You forget your own child.’ 

‘ He is near the end of his mother.’ 

‘ The doctor will soon arrive.’ 

‘The poison travels. It cannot be overtaken unless 
we start nearly espial, fattier said,’ 

‘ Work like that wants an experienced hand.’ 

‘ A steady one. I would not (piake—not tremble.’ 

‘ I cannot jiermit it.’ 

‘ Mr. Wythan would know'!—he would know'! ’ 

‘Do ycai hear, I^dy Fleetwood—the dog may not 
be mad! ’ 

‘ Signs ! He ran heavy, he foamed.’ 

‘ Foam’s no sign.’ 

‘ Go; order to me a s|K*aker of English and 
Welsh.’ 

The earl spun round, sensible of tlie novelty of his 
being commanded, and submitting; but no sooner had 
he turned than he fell into her view of the urgency, 
and he went, much like the boy we see at school, with 
a strong hand on his collar running him in. 

Madge entered, and said: ‘ Mr. IVoodseer has seen 
baby and Martha and the donkey all safe.' 

‘He is kind,’ said Carinthia. ‘Do w'e right to 
bathe the w'ound } It seems right to wash it. Little 
things that seem right may be exactly wrong after all. 
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when we are ig^norant. I know bumitig the wound is 
right.’ 

Madge asked: ‘ But, my lady, who is to do it ?’ 

‘ You would do it, dear, if I shrank,' her misti'ess 
replied. 

‘ Oh, my lady, I don’t know, I can’t say. Burning a 
cliild ! And there's our baby.’ 

‘ He has liad me nearly his time.' 

‘ Oh, my dear lady ! Would the motiier consent ?’ 

‘My Madge! I have so few of their words yet. 
You would hold the child to save it from a dreadful 
end.’ 

‘ God help me, my lady—I would, as Jong tis I live 
I will. . . . Oh ! poor infant, we do need our courage 
now.’ 

Seeing that her mistress had not a tear or a tremor, 
the girl blinked and schooled her (quailing heart, still 
under the wicked hope that the mother would not con¬ 
sent ; in a wonderment at this lady, who was womanly, 
and who could hold the red iron at living flesh, to save 
the poor infant from a dretidful end. Her flow of love 
to this dear lady felt the slicing of a cut; was half 
revulsion, half w orship; uttermost worship in estrange¬ 
ment, with the further throbbing of her pulses. 

The cottage door was pushed open for Ixird Fleetwood 
and Howell Edwards, whom bis master had prejiared 
to stand against immediate operations. A mounted 
messenger had been despatched. But it was true, the 
doctor might not be at home. Assuming it to be a 
bite of rabies, minutes lost meant the terrible: Edwards 
bowed his head to that. On the other hand, he foresaw 
the closest of personal reasons for hesitating to be in 
agreement with the lady wholly. The countess was 
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not so much a pemuasive lady as she was, iii her breath 
and gaze, a sweeping and a ivafting power. After a 
short argument, he had a sense of hanging like a 
bank detached to fatality of motion by the oracle of 
a landslip, and that he w'oiild speedily be on his man¬ 
hood to volunteer for the terrible work. 

He addres.sed the mother. Her eyes w'hitened from 
their red at his first word of laying hot iron on the 
child: she ran out w ith the wild w'oinan's howl to her 
neighbours. 

‘ Poor motlier!' Carinthin sighed. ‘ It may last a 
year in the child’s body, and one day he shudders at 
water. Father saw a bitten man die. I could fear 
death with the thought of that poison in me. 1 pray 
Dr. Griffiths mav mine.'' 

Fleetwood shuffled a step. ‘ He will come, he w'ill 
come.’ 

The mother and some women now packed the room. 
A gabble arose between them and Edwards. They 
fired sharp snatches of s])cech, and they darted looks at 
the ladv and her lord. 

‘ They do not know ! ’ said Carinthia. 

Gower brought her news tliat the dog had been 
killed; Martha and her precious burden were outside, 
a mob of men, too. He was not alarmed ; Init she went 
to the door and took her babe in her arms, and when 
the women observed the lady liolding her own little 
one, their looks were softened. At a hint or explana¬ 
tion from Edwards, the guttural gabble rattled up to 
the shrill vowels. 

Fleetwood's endurance broke short. Tlie packed 
small room, the caged-inonkcy lingcj, the w'ailful child, 
and the past and apprehended debate upon the burning 

2 a 
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of flesh, composed an intolerable torture. He said to 
Edwards: ‘ Go to the men; settle it with them. We 
have to follow that man AVythan; no peace otherwise. 
TeW the men the body of the dog must be secured for 
analysis. Mad or not, it’s the same. These Welsh 
mothers and grandmothers won’t allow cautery at any 
price. Hark at them ! ’ 

He turned to Carinthia: ‘Your ladyship will let 
Mr. Edwards or Mr. Woodseer conduct you to the 
house where you are residing. You don't know these 
excitable people. I wish you to leave.’ 

She replied softly : ‘ I stay for the doctor's coming.’ 

‘ Impossible for me to wait, and I can’t |>ermit you 
to be here.’ 

‘ It is life and death, and I must not be commanded.’ 

‘ You may be proposing gratuitous agony.’ 

‘ I would do it to my own child.’ 

I'he earl attacked Gower : ‘ Add your voice to per¬ 
suade Lady Fleetwood.’ 

CJower said: ‘ What if I think with I^ady Fleet- 
wood ? ’ 

‘ You would set* her do it ? ’ 

‘ Do it myself, if there wiis no one else.’ 

‘Tliis dog—all of you have gone mad,' the earl 
cried. ‘Griftiths may keep his head; it’s the only 
chance. Take my word, these Welshwomen—-just listen 
to them—won't have it. You ’ll find yourself in a nest 
of Furies. It may be right to do, it’s folly to propose 
it, madness to attempt it. And I shall be bitten if I 
stop here a minute longer; I'm gone; I can neither 
command nor influence. I should have thought Gower 
Woodseer would have kept his wits.’ 

Fleetwood’s look fell on Madge amid the group. 
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Gower's }}erception of her mistress thi*ough the girl’s 
devotion to her moved him. He took Madge by the 
hand, and the sensation came that it was the next thing 
to pressing his wife’s. * You're a loyal girl. You have 
a mistress it’s an honour to ser\'e. You bind me. By 
the way, Ines shall run down for a minute before 1 

‘ I^t him sbiy w^here he is,’ Madge said, having 
bobl>ed her curtsy. 

‘ Oh, if he’s not to get a w clamie !' saiil the earl; 
and he could now fix a steadier Imtk on his countless, 
w'ho would have animated him with either a hostile face 
or a tender. Slie liad no cxjirt'ssion of a feeling. He 
bent to her formally. 

('arinthia’s wt)rds were: ‘ Adieu, my lord.’ 

‘ I have only to say, that Plsslemont is ready to receive 
you,’ he remarked, bowed more curtly, and walked 
out. 

Gower followed him. They might as well have been 
silent, for any effect from what W'as uttered betwt*en 
them. They sjmke opinions held by each of them— 
adverse mainly; speaking for no other purpose than to 
hold their positions. 

‘ Oh, she has courage, no doubt; no one doubted it,’ 
Fleetwood said, out of all relation to^the foregoing. 

Courage to grapple w ith his pride and open his heart 
was w'anting in him. 

Had that been done, even to tla; hint of it, instc'ad of 
the lordly indifference shown, Gower might have ven¬ 
tured on a suggestion, that the priceless woman he 
could call wife was fast slipping aw'ay from him and 
withering in her allegiance. He did allude to his 
personal sentiment. ^One takes aim at Philosophy; 
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Lady Fleetwood pulls us up to pay tribute to our debts/ 
But this was vague, and his hearer needed a present 
thunder and lightning to shake arid pierce him. 

‘ I pledged myself to that yacht,’ said Fleetwood, by 
way of reply, ‘ or you and I would tramp it, as we did 
once—jolly old days! I shall have you in mind. Now 
turn back. Do the l)est you can.’ 

They parted midway up the street, Gower bearing 
aw'ay a sharp contrast of the earl and his countess; for, 
until their senses arc dulled, impressionable young men, 
however precociously philosophical, are nuistered by 
appearances ; and they have to reflect under new lights 
before vision of the linked eye and mind is given 
them. 

Fleetwood jumped into his carnage and ordered the 
coachman to drive sinartlv. He coidd not have 
admitted the feeling small; he felt the having been 
dimini.shed, and his recpiiring a rapid transportation 
from these pai-ts for him to regain his proper stature. 
Had ho misconducted himself at the moment of danger ? 
It is a ghastly thought, that the craven impulse may 
oveix:ome us. But no, he coidd reassure his repute for 
manliness. He had done as much as a man could do in 
such a situation. 

At the same time he had done less than the woman. 
Needed she to have gone so far ? Wh}' precipitate her¬ 
self into the jaws of the betist ? 

Now she proposes to burn the child's wound. And 
she will do it if they let her. One secs her at the work, 
•—pale, flinty ; no faces; trebly the terrifle woman in her 
mild w'ay of doing the w'ork. All because her old father 
recommended it. Because she thinks it a duty, we will 
say; that is juster. This young woman is a very sword 
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in the hand of her idea of duty. She can be feminine, 
too,—there is one who knows. She can be particularly 
distant, too. If in timidity, she has a modest view of 
herself—or an enormous conception of the man that 
married her. Will she take the w'orld'^s polish a 
little ? 

Fleetwood asked with the simplicity of the superior 
being who will consequently perhaps bestow the debt 
he owes. 

But his was not the surface nature which can put a 
question of the sort and pass it. As soon as it had been 
formed, a vision of the elemental creature calling him 
husband smote to shivers the shell we walk on, and 
caught him down among the lower forces, up amid the 
higher; an infernal and a celestial contest for the 
extinction of the one or the other of them, if it was not 
for their union. She wrestled with him where the 

darknesses roll Iheir snake-eved torrents over between 

* 

jagged honis of the netherworld. She stood him in the 
white ray of the primal vital heat, to bear unwithcring 
beside her the test of light. 'J'hcy flew, tliey chasc*d, 
battled, embraced, disjoined, adventured a])art, brought 
back the count of their deeds, compared them,—and 
name the one crushed! It w^as the one weighted to 
.shame, thrust into the cellar-comer of his own disgust, 
by his having asked whether tliat starry warrior spirit 
ill the w'onian’s frame would ‘ take poli.sh a little.’ 

Why should it be a contention l>etween them For 
this reason : he was reduced to admire her act; and if 
he admired, hevcould not admire without respecting; 
if he respected, perforce he reverenced; if he rever¬ 
enced, he worshipped. Therefore she had him at her 
feet. At the feet of any woman, except for the trjiliiig 
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object! But at the feet of ‘ It is my husband! ’ That 
would be a reversal of things. 

Are not things reversed when the name Carintliia 
sounds in the thought of him who laughed at the name 
not less angelically martial than Feltrc’s adored silver 
trumpets of his papal procession; sweeter of the new 
morning for the husband of the woman, if he will but 
consent to the \vorshipj)er’s posture? Yes, and when 
Gower Woodseer’s ‘Malady of the.Wealthy,’ as he 
terms the jnvotting of the whole marching and wheel¬ 
ing w'orld upon the favoured of Fortune’s habits and 
tastes, promises to (juit its fell clutch on him ? 

Another voice in the young nobleman cried: Pooh, 
dolt and dupe! and surrounded her for half a league 
with reek of burnt flesh and shrieks of a tortui’ed child; 
giving her the aspect of a sister of the Parca?. But it 
was not the ascendant voice. It growled underneath, 
much like the deadly beast at C’arinthia’s gown while 
she stood:—an image of her tc» dominate the princelicst 
of men! 

The princeliest must have won his title to the place 
befoi'e he can yield other than complimentary station 
to a woman without violation of his dignity; and vast 
wealth is not the title; worldly honours are not; deeds 
only are the title. Fleetwood consented to tell himself 
that he hail not yet j^erformed the dc^s. 

Therefore, for him to be dominated was to be oIh 
scored, iHrlipscd. A man may outrun us; it is the 
fortune of war. Flclipsed behind the skirts of a woman 
waving her upraised hands, with, ‘ Back, pray ! ’—^no, 
that ignominy is too horribly abominable! Be sure, the 
situation will certainly recur in some form; will constantly^ 
reair. She will usurp the lead; she will play the man. 
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Let matters go on as they ai^». We know our 
personal worth. 

Arrived at this point in the perpetual round of the 
conflict Carintliia had iiuplantcHi, Fleetwood enteivd 
anew the ranks of the oixlinary men of wealth and a 
coronet, and he hugged himself. He enjoyed repose; 
knowing it might be but a truce. Matters might go 
on as they were. Still, he wished her away from those 

M, • 

Wythans, residing at Ksslemont. Thei*e she might 
come eventually to a better knowledge of his personal 
worth :—‘ the gold mine we carry in our bosoms till it 
is threshed out of us in sweat,’ that fellow Gower 
Woodseer says; tidding, that we are the richer for not 
exploring it. IMniosophical cynicism is inconclusive. 
Fleetwood knew his large capacities; lie liad proveil 
them and could again. In case a certain half foreseen 
calamity should liappeii:—imagine it a fiict, imagine 
him sei/.ed, besides admiring her chaiTicter, with a taste 
for her person! AVhy, then, he would liave to impress 
his owji mysteriously deep character on her portion of 
understanding. The battle for domination would then 
begin. 

Anticipation of the possibility of it hewed division 
between tJie young man’s pride of l)eing and his wanniT 
feelings. he lK?en free of the dvead of subjection, 

he would have sunk to kiss the feet of the siatuesijue 
young w'oraan, arms in air, Hrm-fronted over the hideous 
death that tore at her skirts. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 

A SirilVEY OF THE HIDE OF THE WET-SH CAVALIERS F^- 
COirnNCi THE COUNTESS OF Ff.EKTWOOl) TO KENTISH 
ESSLKMONT 

A FORMAL notification from the earl, addressed to the 
Countess of Fleetwood in the third person, that Essle- 
mont stood ready to receive her, autociratically concealed 
her lord’s impatience to have her there; and by the 
careful precision with which the stages of her jouniey 
were marked, as places where the servants despatched 
to convey their laiiy would find preparations for her 
comfort, again alarincsl the disordered mother’s mind 
on belialf of the child she deemed an object of the 
father’s hatml, second to his hatred of the mother. 
But the mother could defend herself, the child was 
prey. The child of a detested wife was heir to his 
title and estates. His look at the child, his hasty one 
look down at her innocent, was conjured before her as 
resembling a kick at a stone in his path. Ilis indiffer¬ 
ence to the child’s Christian names ])ointcd darkly over 
its future. ' 

I’lie tlistempered wilfulness of a bruisc*d young woman 
directed her thoughts. She spoke them in the tone of 
reason to her invalid friend Rebecca Wythan, who saw«r 
with her, felt with her, yearned to retain her till breath 
^was gone. Owaih Wythan had his doubts of the tyrant 
guilty of maltreating this woman of women. ‘But 
when you do leave Wales,’ he said, ‘you shall be 
guarded up to your haven.' 

Carinthia was not awake to his meaning then. She 
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sent a short letter of reply, imitating the style of her 
lord; very baldly stating, that she was unable to leave 
Wales l)ecaiise of her friend\s illness,and her part as 
nurse. Regrets were unmentioned. 

Meanwhile Rebecca Wythan was passing to death. 
Not cheerlessly, more and more faintly, her thread of 
life ran to pause, resembling a rill of the drought; 
and the thinner it grew, the shrewder were her murmurs 
for Carinthia's ears in commending ‘ the most real of 
husbands of an unreal wife’ to her friendly care of him 
when he would no longer see the sliadow he hati 
wedded. She had the privilege of a soul beyond our 
minor rules and restrain!ngs to speak her wishes to 
the true wife (»f a mock husband—no husband; less a 
husband than this shadow of a woman a wife, slie said ; 
and spoke them without adjuring the bowed head beside 
her to record a ])romisc or seem to show the far willing¬ 
ness, but merely that the wishes should be heard on 
eartli in her last breath, for a good mairs remaining 
one chance of happiness. On the theme touching her 
husband Owain, it was verily t<» hear a soul speak, and 
have knowlt*dge of the broader range, the rich inter¬ 
flowings of the tuned dis<‘ords, a spirit post the flesh 
can find. Her mind was at the same time alive to our 
worldly conventions when other people came under its 
light; she sk<*tched them and their views in her brief 
' words between the gasps or heaved on them, with per¬ 
spicuous, humorous bluntness, as vividly as her twitched 
eyebrows indicated the laugh. Gower Woodscer she 
read startlingly, if correctly. 

Carinthia could not leave her. Attendance upon this 
dying woman was a drinking at the springs of life. 

Rebecca Wythan under earth, the ewl was briefly 
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informed of Lady FJeetwood’s consent to quit Wales,—•* 
obedient to a summons two months old,—and that slie 
would be properly escorted; for the which her lord had 
mode provision. Consequently the tyrant swallowed 
his wrath, little conceiving the monstrous blow she was 
almut to strike. 

In |)eril of fresh floods from our Dame, who should 
be satisfied with the inspiring of Uiese pages, it is 
owned that her story of ‘ the four and twenty squires 
of Glamorgan and Caermarthen in their brass-buttoned 
green coats and buckskins, mounted and armed, an 
escort of the Countess of Fleetwootl across the sw'ollen 
Severn, along midwinter roads, up to the Kentish gates 
of lilssleinont,' has a foundation, though the story is not 
the more eretlible for her flourish of documentary old 
Imllad-sheets, printed when London’s wags had ears on 
cock- to any whisper of the doings of their favourite 
Whitechapel C\)untess; and indectl hardly depended on 
whispers. 

Enthusiasm suflicieiit to troop forth four and twenty 
and more hundreds of (’anibrian gentlemen, and still 
more of the cominon folk, as far as they could journey 
af(K)t, wi\s over the two halves of the Principality, to 
give the countess a reputable and gfillant body-guard. 
London bad intimations of kindling circumstances con¬ 
cerning her, and magnified them in the interests of the 
national humour: which is the English way of exalting 
^ to criticize, criticizing to depreciate, and depreciating 
to restore, ultimately to cherish, in reward for the 
amusement furnished by an eccentric person, not devoid 
of merit. 

lliesc little tales of her, pricking cool blood to some 
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activity, were furze-fires among the Welsh, But where 
the latter heard Bardic strings inviting a chorus, the 
former as unanimously obeyed the stroke of their 
humorous conductor's baton for an outburst from the 
ribs or below. And it was really funny to hear of 
Whitechapers titled heroine roaming Taffyland at her 
old pranks. Catching a maddened bull by the horns 
in the inarket-phuH', and hanging to the infuiiatc lx*ast, 
a wild whirl of clouts, till he is minced to be a subject 
for steaks,—that is no common feat. 

Her performances down mines were things of the 
underworld. England clapfwd hands, merely objecting 
to her not having changed her garb for the pictidor'A or 
matiidors, lx*forc she seized the bull. Wales adopted 
and was proud of her in any costume. Welshmen North 
and South, united for the nonce, now propose her gal¬ 
lantry as a theme to the rival Bards at the next 
Eisteddfod. She is to sit throned in full iissembly, oak 
leaves and mistletoe interwoven on her head, a white 
robe and grt*en sash to clothe her, and the vanquished 
beast’s horns on a gilded pole behind the dais; hearing 
the eulogies respectively interjireted to her by C*oloiicl 
Flucllen Wythan at one ear, and Ckjjtain Agincourt 
Gower at the other. A splendid scene; she might well 
insist to be present. 

There, however, we are at the pitch of l)urlcs(|uc 
beyond her illastrious lord’s capacity to stand. Per- 
emptoi’y orders from England arrive, commanding her 
return. She temporizes, }.K>stponcs, and supplicates to 
have the period extended up to the close of the Eistedd¬ 
fod. My lord’s orders are imperatively rej)eatcd, and 
very blunt. He will not liave her * continue playing 
the fool down there.’ b5he holds her ground from 
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August into February, and then sets forth, to undergo 
the further process of her taming at Esslemont in 
England; with Llewell 3 ni and Vaughan and Cadwall- 
ader, and Watkyn and Shenkyn and the remains of the 
race of Owen Tudor, attending her; vowed to extract 
a receipt from the earl her lord’s responsible servitors 
for the safe delivery of their heroine’s person at the 
gates of Esslemont; kh dkn their trumpeted motto. 

Counting the number at four and twenty, it w-ears 
the look of an invasion. But the said number is a 
ballad number, and has been since the antupie time. 
There was, at a lesser number, enough of a challenge 
about it for squires of England, never in those days 
backward to pick up a glove or give the ringing re¬ 
joinder for a thumb-bite, to ride out and tilt compli¬ 
ments with the Whitechapel Countess’s grwn cavaliers, 
rally their sj)rites and entertain them exactly according 
to their degrees of dignity, as exhibited by their’haviour 
under st)niething of a trial; and satisfy also such tem¬ 
porary appetites as might be excited in them by (among 
other matters left to the luck of events) a metropolitan 
play up(»n the Saxon tongue, hard of understanding to 
the leeky cocks until their ready store of native pepper 
seasons it; which may miuire a corresponding English 
condiment to rectify the flavour of the stew. 

Now the iiumlicr of Saxe-Normans riding out to 
meet and greet the Welshmen is declared to have not 
exceedcxl nine. So much pretends to be historic, in 
•ropposition to the poetic version, lliey would, we may 
l)e sure, have made it a ]K>int of honour to meet and 
greet their invading guests in precisely similar numbers: 
a larger would have overshot the mark of courtesy; and 
doubtless a smaller have fallen deplorably short of it. 
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Therefore, an acquaintance with her chivalrous, if less 
impulsive, countrymen compels to the dismissing of the 
Dame's ballad authorities. She lias every right to 
quote them for her own good pleasure, and may create 
in others an enjoyment of what lias been called ‘the 
Mackrell fry.’ 

Her notion of a ballad is, that it grows like mush¬ 
rooms from a scuffle of feet on gross overnight, and is a 
sort of forest mother of the jiied infant reared and 
trimmed by historians to show the world its fatherly 
antecedent steps. The hand of Hose Mackrell is at 
least suggested in more tlwin one of the ballmls. Here 
the Welsh irruption is a Chevy Chose; next we have 
the countess for a disputed Helen. 

The lady’s lord is not a shining figure. How can an 
undecided one be a dispenser of light ? Poetry could 
never allow him to say ivith her:— 

^ Where’er I I make a name, 

And leave a to follow.’ 

Yet he was the master of her fortunes at the time; all 
the material power was his. liven doggerel veme (it is 
worth while to Brood on the fact) denies a surviving 
pre-eminence to the potent in<K>dy, reverses the position 
between the driven and the driver. IVietry, however 
erratic, is less a servant of the bully Presinit, or pom¬ 
pous Past, than History. The Muse of History has 
neither the same divination of the intrinsic nor the 
devotion to it, though truly, she has possession of all the 
positive matter and holds us foster )iy the crediting 
senses. 

Nine English cavaliers, then, left I^rondon early on a 
January or February morning in a Southerly direction, 
beai-ing East; and they were the Earl of Fleetwood’s 
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intimates, of the half-dependent order; so we may 
suppose them to have gone at his bidding. That they 
met the procession of the Welsh, and claimed to take 
charge of the countess’s carriage, near the Kentish 
honler-line, is an assertion supjK)rted by testimony 
fairly acceptable. 

Intelligence of the advancing party had reached the 
earl by courier, from the date of the first gathering on 
the bridge of Pont-y-pridd; and from Gloucester, along 
to the Thames at Reading; thence away to the Mole, 
from Mickleham, wherc the Surrey chalk runs its final 
turfy spine North-eastward to the slope upon Kc'ntish 
soil. 

Greatly to the astonishment of the Welsh cavaliers, 
a mounted footman, clad in the green and scarlet fac¬ 
ings of Lord Fleetwood’s livery, rode up to them a mile 
outside the jirincipal towns and named the inn where 
the earl had ordered preparations for the reception of 
them. Kiigland’s hospitality was offered on a princely 
scale. Cleverer fencing could not be. 

The meeting, in no sense an encounter, occurred 
close by a thirty-acre meadow, famous''bver the county; 
and was remarkable for the punctilious exchange of 
ceivmonial speech, danger being present; as we see 
powder-magazines protected by their walls and fosses 
and covei-ed alleys. Notwithstanding which, there was 
a scintillation of sparks. 

liord Brailstone, s|iokt*sraan of the welcoming party, 
expressed comic regrets that they had not an inter- 
pixjter with them. 

Mr. Owain Wythan, in the name of the Cambrian 
chivalry, assured him of their comprehension and 
*appreciation of English slang. 
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Both gentlemen kept their heads uncovered in a sus¬ 
pense ; they might for a word or two more of that 
savour have tunied into the conveniently spacious 
meadow. They were induced, on the contrary, to enter 
the channel of English humour, by hearing Cluimley 
Potts exclaim : ^His nob !' and all of them laughed at 
the condensed description of a good hit back, at the 
English party’s cost. 

Laughter, let it be but genuine, is of a common 
nationality, indeed a common fireside; and profound 
disagret'ment is not easy after it. The Dame pro¬ 
fesses to believe that ‘ Carinthia Jane ’ had to inter¬ 
vene as peacemaker, before the united racies took the 
table in Essleniont’s dining-hall for n memorable night 
of it, and a contest nearer the mark of veracity than 
that shown in another of the ballads she would have 
us follow Whatever happened, they sat down at table 
together, and the point of honour for them each and 
every was, not to be first to rise from it. Onct* more 
the )>ure Briton and the mixed if not fused English 
engaged, Bacchus for instrument this time, Bace.hus 
for arbiter of the fray. 

You may imagine! says the Dame. She cites the 
old butler at Esslemont, ‘ os having been much ques¬ 
tioned on the subject by her faihily relative. Dr. 
Glossop, and others interested to know the smallest 
items of the facts,’—and he is her authority for the 
declaration that the Welsh gentlemen and the English 
gentlemen, ^ whatever their united numlier,’ consumed 
the number of nine dozen and a^ half of old Esslemont 
wine before they ros(s or as possibly sank, at the festive 
board at the hour of five of the morning. 

Years later, this butler, Joshua Queeney, ‘ a much 
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enfeebled old man,^ retold and enlarged the tale of the 
enormous consumption of his best wine ; with a sacred 
oath to confirm it, and a tear expressive of clegiacal 
feelings. 

‘They bled me twelve dozen, not a bottle less,’ 
she ({notes him, after a minute description of his coun¬ 
tenance and scrupulously brushed black suit, pensioner 
though he had become. He had grown, during the 
interval, to be more communicative as to |)articulars. 
The wines were four. Sherry led oft* the parade pace, 
llock the trot into the merry canter. Champagne the 
racing gallop, Burgundy the grand trial of constitu¬ 
tional endurance for the enforced finish. All these 
wines, excejit the sparkling, had their date of birth in 
the prec(*dent century. ‘They went like watt;r.* 

Questioned anxiously by Dr. Glossop, Qiieeney main¬ 
tained an impartial attitude, and said there was no 
victor, no vancpiished. They did not sit in blocks. 
The tactics for preserving peace intt'nniiigled them. 
Each English gentleman had a Welsh gentleman l)eside 
him; they botli sat firm; both fell together. The 
bottles or decanters were not stationary for the guest 
to fill his glass, they circulatal, returning to an empty 
glijus.s. All drank e<|ually. Ofteji the voi(;es were high, 
the talk was loud. The gentlemen w(*re too serious 
to sing. 

At one moment of the evening Qucency confidently 
anticipated a ‘ fracassy,’ he said. One of the foreign 
party—and they all spoke English, after five dozen 
Bottles had gone the round, as correct as the English 
themselves—remarked bn the seventy-years Old Brown 
Sherry, that ‘ it had a Madeira flavour.’ He spoke it 
approvingly. ITiereupon Lord Simon Pitscrew calls to 
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Queeney, asking him ‘ why Madeira had been supplied 
instead of Kssleinonts renowned old Sherry?’ A 
second Welsh gentleman gave his assurances that his 
friend had not siiid it icas Madeira. But Lord Brail- 
stone accused them of the worse unkindness to a ven¬ 
erable Old Brown Sherry, in attributing a Madeira 
flavour to it. Then another Welsh gentleman briskly 
and emphatically stated his opinion, that the attribution 
of Madeira flavour to it was a compliment. At this, 
which smelt strongly, he said, of insult, Captain Abranc 
called on tlic name of tht‘ir absent host to warrant the 
demand of an apology to the Old Brown Sherry, for 
the imputation denying it an individual distinction. 
Chiimley Potts oflered generally to bet that he would 
distinguish blindfold at a single sip any Madeira from 
any first-class Sherry, Old Brown or Pale. ‘ Single sip 
or smell 1 ’ Ambrose Mallard cried, either for himself 
or his comrade, Queeney could not say which. 

Of all Lord l^’leetwood’s following, Mr. Potts and Mr. 
Mallard w'cre, the Dame informs us, Qumiey’s favour¬ 
ites, because they were so genial; and he remembered 
most of w'hat they said and did, l)eiiig moved to it by 
‘poor young Mr. Mallard's melancholy end and Mr. 
Potts’s grief! ’ 

The Welsh gentlemen, after paying* their devoirs to 
the countess next morning, rode on in fresh health and 
spirits at midday to Barlings, the seat of Mr. Mason 
Fennell, a friend of Mr. Owain Wytban’s. They 
shouted, in an unseemly way, Queeney thought, at their 
breakfast-table, to hear that three of the English party, 
namely, Captain Abrane, Mr. Mallard, and Mr. Potts, 
had rung for tea and toast in bed. Lord Simon Pits- 
crew. Lord Brailstone, and the rest of the English 

2b 
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were sore about it; for it certainly wore a look of con¬ 
stitutional inferiority on the English side, which could 
boast of indubitably stouter muscles. The frenzied 
spirits of the Welsh gentlemen, when riding off, let it 
be known what their opinion was. Under the protec¬ 
tion of the countess's presence, they were so cheery as 
to seem triumphantly ironical; they sent messages of 
condolence to the three in bed. 

With an undisguised reluctance, the countess, hold¬ 
ing Mr. Owain Wythan’s hand longer than was publicly 
decent, calling him by his Christian name, consented to 
their departure. As tliey left, they defiled before her; 
the vow was uttered by each, that at the instant of 
her summons he w'oukl • mount and devote himself to 
lier service, individiwillY or collectively. She waved her 
hand to them. They ranged in line and saluted. She 
kissed her hand. Sweeping the cavaliers’ obeisance, 
gallantest of bows, they rode away. 

A striking scene. Dame Gossip says; but raises a 
wind over the clipped adventure, and is for re-counting 
what London believed about it. Enough has lieen con¬ 
ceded for the stoppage of her intrusion; she is left in 
the likeness of a full-charged pistol capless to the 
clapping trigger. 

That which l^ndon believt»d, or affected to believe 
about it, w'ould fill chapters. There wm during many 
months an impression of Lord Fleetwood's countess as 
of a tenacious, dread, prevailing young woman, both 
intrepid and astute, who had, by on exercise of various 
arts, legitimate in o()en war of husband and wife, 
gathered the pick of the IMiicipolity to storm and 
carry another of her husband’s houses. The certifica¬ 
tion that her cavaliers vrere Welsh gentlemen of wealth 
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and position required a broader sneer at tlie Welsh than 
was warranted by later and more intimate ac(]uaintance, 
if it could be made to redound to her discredit. So, 
therefore, added to the national liking for a plucky 
woman, she gained the respect for power. Whitecfcapel 
was round her like Londoifs one striML't's length exten¬ 
sion of smoky haze, reminder ol* the morning's fog 
under novel sunbeams. 

Simultaneously, strange to say, her connubial antag¬ 
onist, far from being overshiulowed, grew to be proj)or- 
tionately respected, and on the strength of liis descTts, 
apart from his title and his wealth. He defended him¬ 
self, as he was bound to do, by welcoming the })icked 
Welsh sfjuires with hospitable embrace, providing cei-e- 
inonies, rcc'eptions, and most comfortable arrangements 
for them, along the route. But in thus gravely entering 
into the kiiightly burlesque of the procession, and assist¬ 
ing to swell the same, he not only drew the venom from 
it, he stood forth as England’s de])utecl representative, 
•equal to her invasive, challenging guests at all points, 
comic, tragic, or cordial. He saw that it had to be 
treated as a national affair; and he parried the imputa¬ 
tion which would have injured his co\mtry’s name for 
courtly breeding, had they been ill-received, while he 
rescued his own good name from derision by joining the 
extravagance. 

He was well inspired. It was popularly felt to be 
the supreme of clever— nay, noble—^fencing, lieally 
noble, though the cleverne&s was conspicuous. A defen¬ 
sive stroke, protecting him against his fair one’s violent 
charge of horse, warded off an implied attack upon Old 
England, in Old England’s best-humoured, easy manner. 

Supposing the earl to have acted otherwise, his 
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countess would virtually have ridden ov^r him, and 
wild Wales have cast a shadow on the chivalry of 
magisterial England. He and his country stood to 
meet the issue together the moment the Countess of 
Fleetwood and her escort crossed the Welsh border; 
when it became a question between the hot-hcart6d, at 
their impetuous gallop, and the sedatively mindeef, in 
an unfortified camp of arm-chairs. The earl’s adrt'it- 
ness, averting a colli8if)n fatal or discomforting to bof!:h, 
disengaged him from an incumbent odium, of which, i!||^ 
need hardly be stated, neither the lady nor her attendant 
cavaliers had any notion at the hour of the assembly 
for the start for England on the bridge of Poiit-y-pridd. 
The hungry mother had the safety of her babe in 
thought. The hot-headed Welshmen were sworn to 
guard their hcToinc. 

That is the case presented by the Dame’s papers, 
when the incredible is excised. She claims the being 
a good friend to fiction in feeding popular voracity with 
all her stores. Hut the Old Buccaneer, no professed* 
friend to it, is a sounder guide in the maxim, where he 
says: Deliver yourself hy permit of your cheque on the 
Bank of Reason, and your account is increased instead 
of lessened. 

Our account with credulity, he would signify. 

The Dame docs not like the shaking for a sifting. 
Romance, however, is not a mountain made of gold, 
but a vein running some way through; and it must be 
engineered, else either we are filled with wrind from 
swallowing indigestible substance, or we consent to a 
debasing of tlie currency, which means her to-morrow^s 
bankruptcy; and the spectacle of Romance in the bank-: 
ruptcy court degrades us (who believe we are allied to 
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her) as cruelly as it appals. It gives tlie cynic licence 
to bark day and night for an entire generation. 

Surely the Countess of Fleetwood’s drive from the 
Welsh larders to Esslemont, accompanied by the chosen 
of tlie land, followed by tlie vivats of the whole Princi¬ 
pality, and England gaping to hear the stages of her 
progress, may be held sufficiently romantic without 
stuffing of surprises and conflicts, adventures at inns, 
alarms at midnight, windings of a horn over hilly verges 
of black heaths, and the rape of the child, the pursuit, 
the recovery of the child, after a new set of heroine per¬ 
formances on the part of a strung-wire mother, whose 
outcry in a waste country district, as she clasps her boy 
to her bosom again : ‘ There’s a farm I see for milk for 
him! ’ the Dame rej)cats, liaving lK*gun with on admis¬ 
sion that the tale has been contradicted, and is not pro¬ 
duced on authority. The end in design is to win the 
ear by making a fuss, and roll event ujjon event for 
the braining of coniinon intelligence, until her narra¬ 
tive resembles dusty tnxjpings along a road to the 
races. 

Carinthia and her babe reached Esslemont, no matter 
what impediments. There, like a stopped runner whose 
pantings lengthen to the longer brca^i, her alarms over 
the infant subsided, ceasing for as long as she clasped it 
or was in the room wdth it. Walking Ixdiind the pre¬ 
cious donkey-basket round the park, she went armed, and 
she soon won a fearful name at Kentish cottage-hearths, 
though she was not black to see, nor old. she was 
very young. But she did all the things that soldiers do, 
—was a bit of a foreigner;—she brought a reputation 
up from the Welsh land, and it had a raven’s croak and 
a glow-worm’s drapery and a goblin’s origin. 
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Somethin^ was hinted of her having agitated London 
once. Somebody dropped word of her and that old Lord 
I^vellier np at Croridge. She stalked park and countiy 
at night. Stories, one or two near tlie truth, were told 
of a restless and a very decided lady down these parts as 
w'cll; and the earl her husband daren’t come nigh in his 
dread of her, so that he runs as if to save his life out of 
eveiy place she cntoi*s. And he’s not one to run for a 
trifle. His pride is pretty w’ell a match for princes and 
princesses. 

All the same, he shakes in Ids slioes before her, durst 
hardly spy at Esslcinont again w'hile she’s in occufiation. 
His managing gentleman comes down from him, and 
goes up from her; that’s liow' they communicate. One 
w'cek she’s ejuite solilarv’; another wreck the house is 
brimful fus can Ik*. She's the great lady entertaining 
then. ^Vt they say it’s a fact, she has not a shilling of 
her own to fling at a Ijeggar. She ’ll stock a cottage 
wanting it witli provision for a fortnight or more, and 
slie'll order the doctor in, and she’ll call and see the 
right things done for ilhu'ss. But no money ; no one's 
to expt*ct money of her. The shots you hear in Esslemont 
grounds out of season are she and her maid, always 
alongside her, at it l)cfore a target on a liank, ti^ng 
that old Lord l>evellier’s gunpowder out of his mill; and 
he's got no moiw'y either; not for his workmen, they 
say, until they congregate, and a threatening to blow 
him up brings forth half their pay, on account. But 
he’s a known miser. She’s not that. She’s a pleasant* 
faced lady for the poor. She has the voice poor people 
like. It’s onlv her enemy, mavbe her husband, she can 
be terrible to. She’d drive a hole through a robber 
stopping her on the road, as soon as look at him. 
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This was Ksslemont^s atmosphere working its way to 
the earl, not so very long after the establishment of his 
countess there. She could lav hold of the English, too, 
it seemed. Did she call any gentleman of the district 
by his Christian name 'r Lord Simon Pitscrew reported 
her doing so in tlu‘ avse of one of the Welshnlen. 
'I'hose Welshmen! Ap|mrently they are making a 
push for im)>ortance in the kingdom ! 


CHAPTER XXXV 

1\ WHICH CERTAtX ClIAKCES MAY UK DISCKUKKU 

Bkhixo his w'hite plaster of coin)K>suri', Lord Pleei- 
wood had alternately raged and wondered during the 
passage of the Welsh cavalcade uj) Eastward:—a 
gigantic burlescpie, that would have swept any husband 
of their heroine off* the scene had he failed to encounter 
it deferentially, preserving his countenance and osten¬ 
sibly his tem])er. An idiot of a woman, incurable in 
her lunacy, suspects the father of the infant as guilty 
of designs done to death in romaoccs; and so she 
manages to set going solemnly a biggc^r blazing Tom 
PooTs show than any known or written romance gives 
word of I And that fellow, Gower Woodseer, pleads, 
in apology, for her husband’s confusion, physiologicaUy, 
that it comes of her having been carried off and kept a 
prisoner w’heii she was bearing the child and knitting 
her whole mind to ensure the child. But ivhat sheer 
animals these women are, if they take impressions in 
such a manner I And Mr. Philosopher argues that the 
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abusing of woman proves the hating of i ^aturo; names 
it ‘the commonest insanity,and the deadlie-tist,’ and men 
arc * planted in the bog of their unclean aninaioal condi- « 
tion until they do proper homage to the anima. vJ Nature 
makes the woman be.’ Oh, pisli, sir!—as ^ j^eeson 
Cofby has the habit of exclaiming when Abih rane’s 
‘fiddler’ argues him into a comer. Tlie fellow oucan 
fiddle fine things and occasionally clear sense:—‘ 41 Men 
hating Nature arc insane. Women and Nature tare 
close. If it is rather general to hate Nature and m» .il- 
treat women, we Ixjgin to sec why the world is a d> dmad 
world.’ That is the tune of the fiddler's fiddling. iatlAs 
for him, something j)rotects him. He was the sll, mve 
of Countess Livia; like Abrane, Mallard, Coro 0>y, 
St. Ombre, young Cressett, and the dozens. He is ncuse iw 
her master. Can a man like that be foolish, in sayiuining 
of the Countess Carinthia, she is ‘not only quick tngco 
understand, she is in the quick of understanding’|tta^ P 
Gower Woodseer said it of her in Wales, and again ti, at)n 
the day of his walk up to Ix>ndon from £ss1emon4 tH, 
after pedestrian exercise, which may heat the from onee, 
but cools the mind. She stamped that idea on Winona 
thoughtful fellow. lway\ 

He's a Welshman. They are all excitable,—have^^yin^ 
heads on hound’s legs for a flying figure in front Still, 'ltd 
they must have an objetrt, definitely seen by them— 
definite to them if dim to their neighbours; and it will 
run in the poetic direction: and the w'oinan to win 
them, win all classes of them, within so short a tenn, J8 
a ^088 above extraordinary. She is named Carinthia: 
suitable name for the Welsh pantomimic procession. 

Or cry out the i^ord in an amphitheatre of Alpine 
crags,—it sounds at home. 
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She ia a daughter of the inouutoina,—should never 
have left them. She is also a daughter of the Old 
Buccaneer—no poor s[H*cimen of the fighting English- 
man of his day. According to Rose Mackrell, he, this 
Old Buccaneer, it was, who, by strange adventures, 
brought the great Welsh mines into the family ! He 
would not be ashamed in spying through his nautical 
glass, up or down, at his daughter's doings. She has 
not yet developed a biste for tlie motberV tricks:—the 
mother, said to have been a kindler. 'Huit C'ountess of 
Cressett was a romantic little fly-away bird. Both 
parents were brave: the daughter would inherit gal¬ 
lantry. She inherits a kind of thwarted beauty. Or it 
needs the situation seen in Wak«: her arms up and her 
unaftrightcd eyes over the unapf)ea8al)le growl. She 
had then the beauty coming from the fathom depths, 
with the torch of Life in the jaw’s of Death to light 
her: beauty of the nether kingdom inouniing to an 
upper place in the higher. Her beauly recognized, the 
name of the man w'ho married her is not Ijongears— 
not to himself, is the main ]x>int; nor will it be to the 
world when he show's that it is not so to himself. 

Suppose he went to her, would she Ik* trying at 
domination ? The woman\s pitch above woman's beauty 
was perceived to be no intermittent beam, but so living 
as to take the stamp of permanence. More than to 
say it was hei’s, it was she. What a deadly peril 
brought into view was her character—soul, some call 
it: generally a thing rather distasteful in women, or 
chilling to the masculine tempei*ament. Here it 
attracts. Here, strange to say, it is the decided 
attraction, in a woman of a splendid figure and a 
known softness. By rights, she should have more 
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understanding than t<i suspect the husband as guilty 
of designs done to death in romances. However, she 
is not a craven who compliments him by fearing him, 
and he might prove that there is no need for fear. 
But she would be ex}>ecting explanations before the 
reconcilement. The Imsoni of these women will keep 
on at its ipiick heaving until they have heard certain 
fonnal words, oaths to boot. How speak them ? 

His old road of the latider apjwared to Fleetwood 
an excellent one for obviating explanations and effect' 
iiig the reconcilement without any temporary seeming 
forfeit of the native male superiority. For there she 
is at Faslemont now; any night the window could he 
Mraled. ‘ It is mv husband." I'hc soul was in her voice 

m 

when she said it 

lie rememlx'red that it had m>t ennobled her to him 
then; had not endeared ; was tak(‘n for a foivign example 
of the childish artless, imperfectly suited to our Fiig- 
lish clime. The tone of adorable utterances, how'ever 
much desired, is never for repetition ; nor is the cast of 
divine sweet looks; nor are the particular deeds—once 
[mrdonable, fitly pleaded. A second scaling of her 
window—no, night's black hills girdle the scene with 
hoars(> echoes; the moon rushes out of her clouds 
grimacing. Even Fleetwotnls devil, much addicted to 
cape and sw'ord and ladder, the vulpine and the gryphine, 
rejected it. 

For she had, by singular transformation since, and 
in spite of a deluging grotesque that w'a.s antecedently 
incredible, she had become a personage, counting her 
adherents; she could put half the world in motion on 
her side. Yell those ^^'^elshraen to scorn, they were 
on a plane finding native gnniiid ivith as laige a body 
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of thesie English. His liaser mind Imwed to the fact. 
Her aspect was entindy different; lier attitude toward 
him as well: insomuch that he had to chain her to her 
original features by the conjuring of rtH;ollected phrases 
memorable for the vivid ]>oi*traiturc of her foregone 
simplicity and her devotion to ‘ my husband.' 

Yes, there she was at Esslenioiit, stTurely there, near 
him, to 1 h* seen any day; worth claiming, too; a com¬ 
batant figure, provocative of the fight and the capture 
rather than repellent. 'J'he resiHHd enforcetl by her atti¬ 
tude awakeiKHl in him his inherited keen old relish for 
our intersexual strife and the indubitable victory of the 
stronger, with the pro.s|X‘ct of slavish charms, fawning 
submission, marrowy spoil. Gr perhaps, preferably, a 
sullen submission, reluctant charms; far more marrowy. 
Or who can snv ?—the creature is a rocket of the allot 
into the fi»'ry garland of stars; she may pei*a(mute any 
new inaiwel, Ih' an imimagined terror, an overwhelming 
bewitchment: for she carries the unexpected in her 
bosom. And does it look like .such indubitable victoiy% 
when the man, the woman's husband, divided from her, 
toothsome to the sex, acknowledges within him.self and 
lets the world know his utter dislike of other women's 
charms,* to the degree that herlial anchorites jiositively 
could not he colder, e^uhl not be ch<l.ster:—and he no 
forest bird, but having the garden of the variety of 
fairest flowers at nod and blush alxjut him ! 'J'hat was 
the truth. Even Henrietta's Ijeaiity hod the efftxjt of 
a princess's birtJiday doll admired cm show* by a con¬ 
temptuous boy. 

Wherefore, then, did the devil in him seek to pervert 
this loveliest of young women and feed on her humilia* 
tion for one flashing minute ? The taste had gone, the 
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desire of the vengc^ance was extinct, personal gratifica¬ 
tion could not exist. He spied into himself, and set it 
down to one among the many mysteries. 

Men uninslructed in analysis of motives amve at 
this dangerous conclusion, which spares their pride and 
caresses their indolence, while it flatters the sense of 
internal VfLstncss, and invites to headlong intoxication. 
It allows them to think they are of such a compound, 
and must necessarily act in that manner. They are not 
taught at the schools or by the books of the honoured 
places in the libraries, to examine aiul see the simplicity 
of these mysteries, which it would be here and then? 
a saving grace for them to see; as the minstrel, duti¬ 
fully inclining to the prosy in their behalf and moral- 
ityX should exhibit; he should arrest all the characters, 
of his drama to sj)ring it to vision and strike perchance 
the chord primarily if not continually moving them, 
that readers might learn the why and how of a germ 
of evil, its flourishing under rebuke, the [)ersistency of 
it after the fell creative energy has ex[»ired and pleasure 
sunk to be a phlegmatic dislike, almost a loathing. 

This w'ould here be done, but for signs of a barometric 
deoil fall in Dame Gossip’s chaps, already heavily pen¬ 
dent. She would l>e off* with us on one of her whirling 
cyclones or elemental mad waltzes, if a step were taken 
to the Iccturiiig-desk. We are so far in her hands that 
we have to keep her quiet. She will not hear of the 
reasons and the change of reasons for one thing and 
the other. Things were so: narrate them, and let 
fctulers do their reflections for themselves, she says, 
denouncing our conscientious method as the direct rc^ 
downward to the dreadful modern appeal to the senses , 
and assault on them for testimony to the veracity of, 
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everything described; to the extent that, at the men¬ 
tion of a vile smell, it shall be blown into the reader's 
nostrils, and corking-pins attaerk the comfortable seat 
of him simultaneously with a devclojiment of surprises. 
‘ Thither your conscientiousness leads.’ 

It is not perfectly visible. And she would gain in¬ 
formation of the singular nature of the young of the 
male sex in listening to the wrangle lu^t^veen Ix>rd 
Fleetw'ood and Gower Woodseer on the subject of 
jiocket-money for the needs of the Countess Carinthia. 
For it was a long and an angry one, and it brought 
out lK>th of them, exposing, of course, the more com¬ 
plex craiture the most. They were near a ru[)l nrt?, so 
scathing was Gower's tone of irate professor to shirky 
scholar—or it might be put, German professor to 
English sciilHe-shoe. 

She is for the .scene of ‘ Chillon John’s’ attempt to 
ieston» the respiration of his bank-book by wager; to 
wit, that he would walk a mile, run a mile, ride a mile, 
and jump tc‘n hunlles, then .score five rifle-shots at a 
three hundred yards’ divStant tfirget within a count of 
minutes; twenty-five, .sJic says; and vows it to have 
been one of tlie most exciting of .scenes ever witnessed 
on green turf in the land of wagers; and that he was 
accomplishing it quite certainly w'hcn; at the first of 
the hurdles, a treacherous unfolding and waving of a 
white flag caused his horse to swerve and the loss of one 
minute, seven and twenty seconds, before he cleared the 
hurdles; after which, he had to fire his shots hurriedly, 
and tile lost counted blank, for being outside the circle 
of the stated time. 

^So he was beaten. But a terrific uproar over the 
fidd proclaimed the popular dissatisfaction. Presently 
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there was a cleavaf^e of the mob, and behold a chase at 
the heels of a fellow to rival the vety captain himself 
for flectiiess. He escaped, leaving his pole with the 
sheet nailcHl to it, by way of flag, in proof of foul 
play; or a proof, as the other side declared, of an 
innocently premature signaliyjng of the captain’s victory. 
However that might la*, he ran. Seeing him spin his 
legs at a hound’s pact', half a mile away, four country¬ 
men atti'inpted to stop him. All four were laid on 
their backs in turn with stupefying celerity; and on 
rising to their fet*t, and for the ix'mainder of their 
natural lives, they swore that no man but a Champion 
could have floored them so. T’his ui^iun mav have 

O V 

been due to the sturdy island pride of four good 
men knocked over bv one. Wc are imalde to decide. 
AVicketlness there was, the Dame says; and she counsels 
the world to‘put luid put together,’for, at any rate, 
‘ a partial elucidation of a most mysterious incident.’ 
As to the »vagcr-money, the umpiri'S dissented; a 
famous ({uarrel, that does not concern us here, sprang 
out of the dispute; wdiich was eventually, after great 
disturbance of the country, referred to three leading 
sportsmen in the metropolibin spheix', who pronounced 
the w'ager ‘off,’ t)eing two to one. Flcnice arose the 
dissatislied thitxl party, and the letters of this minority 
to the newspapei-s, exciting, if not actually dividing, 
all England for several months. 

Now the month of DecemlK'r was the month of the 
Dame’s mysterious incident. Fnnn the date of January, 
as Madge Winch knew, Christopher Ines had ceas^ 
to be in the service of the Earl of Fleetwood. At 
Esslemont Park gates, one winter afternoon of a North¬ 
east wind blowing ‘rum-shrub into men for a staiid 



CERTAIN CHANGES MAY BE DISCERNED $99 


against rheumatics/ as he remarked, lues met the girl 
by appointment, and informing her that he had money, 
and that Lord Fh*etwood aas ^ a black nobleman,'* he 
proposed immediate marriage. The hymeneal invita¬ 
tion, wafted to her on the breath of rum-shrub, ob¬ 
tained no response from Madge until she had received 
evasive answers as to why the earl dismissed him, and 
whence the stock of monen* came. 

Lord Fleetwooil, he repeated, wtus a black nobleman. 
She brought him to say of his knowledge, that Ijord 
'Flcc'twood hated, tuid had reason to hate, Captain 
Levellier. ‘Shouldn't I hate the man took my sweet- 
heart from me and ]>o{)ped me into the noose with his 
sister instead r ' Madge was now advised to be over¬ 
come by the .smell of rum-shrub:—a nu*rc fancy drink 
tossed oft by Iktocs in their idle moments, before they 
^settle down to the serious business of real drinking, 
Kit protested. He simulated envious admiration of 
known heroes, who meant business, and scorned any 
of the weak stuft under brandy, and went at it till 
the bottles were the first to give in. For why ? They 
had to stomach an injury from the world or their 
young woman, and half-w7iy on they shoved that 
young person and all enemies aside, trampled 'em. 
That was what Old O'Devy signified; and many's the 
man driven to his consolation by a cat of a girl, who's 
like the elements in their pufts and spits at a gallant 
ship, that rides the tighter and the tighter for all they 
can do to capsuc. ‘ Tighter than ever I was tight 1 'll 
be to-niglit, if you can't behave.' 

They fell upon the smack of words. Kit hitched 
and hufted aw'ay, threatening bottles. Whatever he 
had done, it was to establish the petticoated hornet 
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in the dignity of matron of a champion light*wei|^t*s 
wholesome retreat of a public-house. A spell of hia 
larkish hilarity was for the punishment of the girl 
devoted to his heroical performances, as he still con¬ 
sidered her to lie, though women are notoriously 
volatile, and her language was mounting a stage above 
the kitchen. ^ 

Madge had little sorrow for him. She was the girl 
of the fiery heart, not the large heart; she could never 
be devoted to more than one at a time, and her mistress 
had all her heart. In relation to Kit, the thought of 
her having sacrificed her go<Kl name to him, flung her 
on her pride (»f chastity, without the reckoning of it 
as a merit. It was the inward assurance of her inde¬ 
pendence : the young .spinster s planting of the standard 
of her proud secret knowledge of what she is, let it be 
a thing of w'orth or what you will, or the world thinki>^ 
as it may. That was her thought. 

Her feeling, the much livelier animation, w’as bitter 
gnef, because her mistress, unlike herself, had been 
betrayed by her ignorance of the miui into calling him 
husband. Just some knowledge of the man! The 
warning to the re.scue might be there. For nothing 
did the dear lady weep except for her brother’s evil 
fortune. ITie day when she had intelligence from Mrs. 
Levellier of her brother’s defeat, she wept over the 
letter on her knees long hours. *Me, my child, my 
brother! ’ she cried more than once. She had her 
suspicion of the earl then, and instantly, as her loving 
servant had. The suspicion was now no dark light, 
but a clear day-beam to Madge. She adopted Kit’s . 
word of Lord Fleetwood. * A black nobleman he is 1 
he is!’ Her mistress had written like a creature. 
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begging him for money. He did not deign a reply. 
To her! When he had seen good proof slie was the 
bravest woman on earth; and she rushed at death to 
save a child, a common child, as pt>ople say. And 
who knows but she savtxl that husband of liers, too, 
from bites might have sent him out of the w'orld 
Imrking, and all his wealth not able* to stop him ! 

ITiey were in the month of March. Tier dear mis¬ 
tress had been begging niy lord through Mr. Woi»dseer 
constantly of late for an allowance i>f money ; on her 
knees to him, tis it seemed; and Mr, Woodsecr was 
expected at hLsslemont. Her mistress was looking for 
liim eagerly. Something her heart was in dcjieiided on 
it, and only her brother could be the object, for now 
she loved only him of these men; though a gentleman 
coming over from Barlings pretty often w'ould pour 
mines of money into her lap for half a word. 

Carinihia bad walked up to (-ixmdge in the morning^ 
to meet her brother at Lekkails. Madge was left 
guardian of the child. She liked a stroll any day round 
Esslemont Park, where hca* iuistn*ss was beginning to 
strike roots; as she .sot)n did wIutcvit she was planted, 
despite a tone of pity for artificial waters and gar¬ 
deners’ arts. Madge respected them. She knew nothing 
of the grandeur of w ildness. Her native English ven¬ 
eration for the smoothing hand of wealth Jed lier to 
think Esslemorit the home of all homes for a 1/idy w'ith 
her husband l)eside her. And without iiim, too, if he 
were wafted over st‘as and away; if there would hut 
come a wind to do that! 

The wild Northeaster tore the budded lx^;hcif. 
Master Johji Edward Hussett lay in the cradling-basket 
drawn by his docile donkey, Martha and Madge to 

2 c 
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right and left of liitn, a speechless rustic, graduating in 
fofjtman’s livery, to rear. 

At shiw inarch round by the wrinkled water, Madge 
saw the park gates flung wide. A coach drove up the 
road along on the farther rim of the circle, direct for 
the house. It stopped, the team turned leisurely and 
came at a smart pace toward the c’arriage-basket. Lonl 
Fleetwood ^^’a» m;ognized. 

lie alighted, bidding one of his grooms drive to 
stables. IMadge perfornK*d her reverence, aware that 
she did it in clumsy style; his jiresence luul startled 
her instincts and set them travelling. 

‘Coldish for the youngster,'' he said. ‘All well, 
Madge ? ’ 

‘ llaby sleeps in the nir, my lord," she ix'plied. ‘ My 
lady has gone to Croridge.’ 

‘ Sharp air for a child, isirt it ?*' 

‘My lady teaches him to breathe with his mouth 
shut, like her father taught her when she was little. 
Our baby never catches colds.'' 

Madge displayed the child's face. 

I'ho father droppetl a glance on it from the height of 
skies. 

* Croridge, you Siiid ? ' 

‘ Her imcle, I^ird Levellier's.' 

‘ You say, never ealches cold ?' 

* Not our bfihy, my lord.’ 

Probably gtmd management on the part of the 
mother. But the wife's absence disappointed the hus* 
bind strung to meet her, and lai obtrusion of her 
practical motherhood blurretl the prospect demanded 
by his prt*seiit step. 

‘ When do you expect her return, Madge ? ’ 
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‘ Before nightfall, my lord.’ 

* She walks ? ’ 

‘ Oh yes, my lady is fond of walking.' 

‘ I suppose she could defend herself?’ 

‘My lady walks with a good stick.' 

Fleetwood w'ciglied the chances; helield her figure 
attacked, Amazonian. 

‘ And tell me, niv dear—Kit r ’ 

‘ I don't see more of Kit Iiu^s.' 

‘ What has the fellow done 'f ’ 

‘1 'd like him to let me know why he Mas dismisscKl.' 

‘ Ah. He kept silent on that point.' 

‘ He let out enough.' 

‘Vou've ])unished him, if he's to lose a bonny 
swecdheart, poor devil! Voiir sister Sally sends you 
messages ?' 

‘ We're both of us grateful, my lord.’ 

He lifted the thin veil from John Kdwanl Jlussett's 
face with a loveless hand. 

‘ You remember the child bitten by a dog dowm in 
Wales. I have word from my manager tlu*re. Poor 
little wretch has died—died raving.' 

Madge's bosom went sliivc‘ring up and .sank, ‘ My 
lady was right. She's not often wrong.' 

‘ She's looking well f ' said the earl, jnipatient with 
her moral merits:—and this communication from Wales 
had been the decisive motive agent in hurrying him at 
last to Esslemont. The next mnineiit he heard coolly 
of the lady’s looking w'ell. He wanted fervid eulogy of 
his wife's looks, if he was to hear any. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 

IIELOW THE SUIIKACK AND ABOVE 

'J’liE girl was counselled by the tremor of lier instincts 
to forl)ear to speak of the minor circumstance, that her 
mistress had, Ix'sides a good stick, a gocxl companion 
on the road to Croridge: and she rejoiced to think her 
mistress had him, t^ecause it seemed an iiitiination of 
justice returning upon earth. She was combative, a 
born rebel against tyranny. She weiglied the powers, 
she felt to the worth, of the persons coming into her 
range of toucli: she set lier mistress and mv lord front- 
ing for a wrestle, and my lord's w'eulth went to thin 
vapour, and her mistress's character threw him. More 
dimly, my lord and the Welsh gentleman were put to 
the trial: a tough one for these two men. She did not 
proclaim the winner, but a momentary flutter of pity 
in the direction of Lord I'"leetwood did a.s much. She 
pitied him ; for his presence at Ivsslemont betrayed an 
inclination ; he w'as ignorant of his lady's character, of 
how' firm she could be to defy him and all the world, in 
her gratitude to the gentleman she thought of as her 
true friemi, smiled ut for his open nature, called by lus 
Christian name. \ 

The idea of a piece of information stinging Lord 
Fleetwood, the desire to sting, so to be an instrument 
of retribution (one of female human nature's ecstasies);. 
and her abstaining, that she might not pain the lord 
who had been generous to her sister Sally, made the 
force in Madge's breast which urges to the gambling 
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for the unflcveloped, entitled prophecy. She kept it 
low and felt it thrill. 

Lord Fleetwood chatted; Madge had him wincing. 
He might pull the cover of the child's face ciirelessly— 
he looked at the child. His look at the child was a 
thought of the mother. If he thought of the mother^ 
he would be wanting to .w her. If he heard her call a 
gentleman hy his (.’hristian name, and lu^ard the gentle¬ 
man say ‘ C-arinthia,’ inv lord would hegin to shiver at 
changes. Women have to do unusual things w hen they 
would bring that outer set to human behaviour. Per¬ 
haps my lord would mount the coach-box and whip bis 
horses away, adieu forever. His huiy would not wwp. 
He might, perhaps, command her to keep her mouth 
shut from gtmtlemeirs ('liHstian names, all except his 
own. His lady would not obey. He had to leani 
something of changes that had come to others os W'<‘1J 
as to hims'*lf. Aii, and then would he dure liiiit, us 
base men will 'r He inav blow foul smoke on her, she 
will shine out of it. He has to learn what she* is, 
that is his lesson ; and let him pray all night and w'ork 
hard all day for it not to Ik^ loo late, Ia'I him try 
to be a little like Mr. Woodseer, who worships the 
countess, and is hearty with the gentleman she treats 
as her best of friimds. Then* is the real nobleman. 

Fleetwood chatted on airily. His instincts wtre 
dttlle^than those of the black-hrow'ed girl, at w'hom he 
gazed for idle satisfac^tiou of eye from time to time 
while she replied demurely and maintain€*d her drama 
of the featimdess but well-distinguished actors within 
her bosom,—a round, plump bust, good wharfage and 
harbourage, he was thinking. Excellent harbourage, 
supposing the arms out in pure good-will. A girl to 
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hold her voyager fast and safe! Men of her class had 
really a caj)iial choice in a girl like this. Men of 
another class as well, possibly, for temporary anchorage 
out iiiid-chnnnel. No ?—possibly not. Here and there 
a girl is a 1 artnr. Ines talked of her as if she were] a 
kind of religious ediHce and a doubt were sacrilege. 
She could impress the rascal: girls have their arts for 
reaching the holy end, and still they may have a 
welcome for a foreign ship. 

The earl said humorously: ‘You will grant me 
permission to lunch at your mistress^s tabic in her 
absence ? ’ And she said: ‘ ^Iv lord ! ’ And he re- 
sumed, to waken her interest with a personal ciuestion : 
‘You like our (luiet country round Esslemont.^'* She 
said : ‘ I do,* and gave him plain look for look. Her 
eye was undefended: he went into it, finding neither 
shallow nor depth, simply the look, always the look; 
whereby he knew that ik> story of man was there, and 
not the shyest of rc‘m(»te responsive invitations from 
Nature’s w'akeiied and detected rogue. Tlie bed of an 
unmamed young woman’s eye yields her secret of past 
and present to the intrc*pid diver, if he cmi get his 
plunge ; he holds her for the tentli of a minute, that is 
the revealment. Jewel or ovster-shell, it is ours. She 
cannot withhold it, he knew right w'cll. This girl, 
then, was, he could believe, one of the rarely ex- 
ampled innocent in know'U^dge. He w’os practised to 
judge. 

Invitation or challenge or rcs[xnisc from the hand¬ 
somest he would have scorned just then. His native 
devilry suffered a stir at sight of an innocent in 
knowledge and spotless after experiences. By a si^^en 
singular twist, rather unfairly, naturally, as it happened, 
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he attributed it to an influence issuing from her mistress, 
to whom the girl was devoted, whom consequently she 
copied; might i>liysiciilly, and also morally, at a distance, 
resemble. 

‘ Well, you Ve been a faithful servant to your lady, 
my dear; I hojH* you'll be comfortable hen',’he said. 
‘ She likes the mountains.' 

‘ My lady would be ([uite contented if she could pass 
two months of the year in the mountains,' Maiige 
answered. 

‘ Ixiok at me. They say piH>ple living together get 
a likeness t(» one ain>ther. What's your opinion ? Upon 
my w'ord, your eyebrows remind me, though they 're not 
the colour—they have a bend . . .' 

‘ You've seen my lady in danger, my lord ?' 

‘Yes; well, there's no one to resemble her there, 
she has her mark—kind of siqierhiiman business. We 'it' 
none of us ‘ fifty feet high, with phosphorous head.s,' as 
your friend Mr. Ciower Woodseer siiys of the prodigio- 
sitics. I July Fleetwood is Inmk—when 

‘ Before dark, she should Ik*.' 

He ran up the steps to the house. 

At Lekkatts beneath Croridge a lean midday meal 
was being finished hard on the commencement by a 
silent company of three. When eating is chgking to 
the younger members of the repast„ bread and cold 
rautton>bone serve the turn as conclusively as the 
Frenchman's buflet'dishcs. Carinthia's fm-e of unshed 
tears dashed what siiiall appetite Chillon had. Lord 
Levellier plied his fork in his right hand ruminating, 
his back an arch across his plate. 

fiddles to the thw'arted young, these old people 
will not consent to be read by sensations. Carinthia 
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watched kis jaws at their work of eating under his 
victim’s eye—knowing Chi lion to be no longer an 
officer in the English service; knowing that her be¬ 
loved had sold out for the mere money to pay debts and 
support his Henrietta; knowing,os he must know,that 
Chillon’s act struck a knife to pierce his mother’s breast 
through her coffin-boards! This old man could eat, and 
he could withhold the means due to his dead sister’s 
son. Could he look on Chillon and not feel that the 
mother's heart was beating in her son's fortunes ? Half 
the money due to Chillon would have saved him from 
ruin. 

Iiord I^jvellier laid his fork on the plate. He 
munched his grievance with Ids hit of meat. The 
nephew and nim* here j)re8cnt feeding on him were 
not so considerate as the Welsh gentleman, a total 
stranger, who had walked up to Ix'kkatts with tlie 
('ountess of Fleetwood, and cxpressetl the preference 
to fec*d at an inn. Relatives aie connomnts. 

His fork on his jjlate released the couj)le. Barely 
half a do/en words, before the sitting to that niggard 
restoration, had informed Carinthia of the stej) t^en 
hy her lm>ther. She beckoned him to follow her. 

‘ The worst is done now, Chillon. I am silent. Uncle 
is a rock. You say we must not offend. I have given 
him my whole mind. Say where Riette is to live.’ 

* Her hcadipiarters will be here, at a furnished house. 
She's with her cousin, the How'agcr.' 

‘ Yes. She should lie with me.’ 

^ She wmits music. She wants—|H)or girl I let her 
have what conics to her.’ 

Their thoughts beneatli their speech were lika^fish 
darting imder shadow of the traffic bridge. 
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* She Joves music,' said Carinthia; Mt is almost life 
to her, like fresh air to me. Next month I am in 
London; Ijidy Arpin^irton is kind. She will give me 
as much of their ])olish as 1 can take. I dare say I 
should feel the need of it if I were an enlightenc<l 
person.'* 

‘ For instance, did I hear Owain,” when your Welsli 
friend w'as leaving?’ (’hilion asked, 

‘ It was his dying wife’s wish, broUier.' 

‘ Keep to the rules, dear.’ 

‘They have Ijeeii broken, ('billon.’ 

‘Mend them.' 

‘ That would lx? a step bac^kwartl.* 

‘ “ The riffht one for defence !" father says,' 

‘ Father savs, “ 7%r habit of the defemive paral^ru'n 

Womanhes,' he says, (.'arin. Voii quote him 
falsely, to shield the sex. (^uite right. But my sister 
must not lie tricky. Ket*p to the rules. You’re an 
exceptional woman, and it would 1 k^ a good argun^ent, 
if you were not in an exceptional ])osition.' 

‘ Owain is the exceptional man, brother.' 

‘ My dear, afU*r all, you have a husband.’ 

‘ 1 have a brother, I have a friend, I have no—1 am a 
man’s w*ife and the mother of his child ; I am free, or 
husband would mean dungeon, Doqs my brother watit 
an oath from me ? T’hat I can give him.’ 

‘ Conduct, ves; I couldn’t doubt vou,’ said Chiilon. 
‘ But “ file world ’a a flood at a dyke for women, and they 
must keep watch^ you've read.’ 

‘ But Owain is not our enemy,’ said Carinthia, in her 
deeper tones, expressive of conviction and not thereby 
assuring to hear. * He is a man with men, a child with 
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women. His Rcbccra could describe him; I laugh now 
at some of her sayings of him; 1 see her mouth, so 
tenderly comical over her big “simpleton,'” she called 
him, and loved him so.'' 

The gentleman appeared on the waste land above the 
house. His very loose black suit and a peculiar roll of 
his gait likened him to a mouniing boatswain who w'as 
jolly. In Lord I^evellier’s workshop his remarks were 
to the point. Chillon's powders for guns and blasting 
interested him, and he proposed to ride over from 
Barlings to witness a ti^t of them. 

‘You arc staying at Barlings?’ Chillon said. 

‘Yt»s; now ('arinthia is at Esslemont,'' he replied, 
astoundiiigly the siniplc'ton. 

His conversation was practical and shrewd on the 
walk W'lLh (liillon and (’arinthia down to Esslemont: 
evidently he was a man well armed to encounter the 
worhl; social usages might be taught him. Chillon 
gained a round view of the worthy simple fellow, unlikely 
to turn out impracticable, for he talked such good sense 
upiii matters of business. 

Carintliia saw ht'r brother tickled and interested. A 
feather moved her. Full of tears though she was, her 
heart lay open to the heavens and their kind, small, 
wholesome gifts. Her happiness in the walk with her 
brother and her friend—the pair of them united by 
her companionship, both of them showing they counted 
her their comrade—was the nearest to the radiant day 
before she landed on an island, and imagined happiness 
grew here, and found it to be gilt thorns, loud mockery. 

* A shaving Northeaster tore the scream from hedges 
and the roar from copses under a faceless breadth of 
sky, and she said, as they turned into Esslemont Par^ 
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lane: ‘We have had one of our old walks to-day* 
. ChiUon! * 

‘You used to walk together long walks over in your 
own country," said Mr. Wytlnui. 

‘Yes, Owaiii, wo did, and inv bwther never knew me 
tired." 

‘ Never knew yon cemfess tt» it," said ("hillon, as he 
swallowed the name cm her lips. 

‘ Walking was flying over there, brother." 

‘Say once or twice in Wales, to(»," Mr. Wythnn 
l>egged of hcT. 

‘Wales reininded. Yes, Owain, I shall not forget 
Wales, Welsh jieojjle. Mr. Wocwlseer says they have 
the three-.stringed harp in their breasts, and one string 
isjilw'ays humming, whether you ]»ull it or no." 

‘That"s love of c*ountry! that"s their love of wild 
Wales, Cariritliia." 

Thcrt» was a <juict interrogation in Chillon’s turn of 
the head at this fervent simpleton. 

‘ I love them for that hum," said she*. ‘It joins one 
in me," 

‘ Call to them any day, they are up, ready to inarch ! ’ 

‘ Oh, dear souls ! * C^rinlhia said. 

Her breath drew in. 

The thrcH? were dumb. I'hey saw I^rd FleetwcKKl 
standing in the park gateway. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII 

IIETWKKN <’AIiINTHIA AND IIEU LOUD 

The earl's easy grace of maimer was a cercmouial 
mantle on him as he gnusfied the situation in a look. 
He bent with deferential familiarity to his countess, 
exactly toning the degree of difference which befitted a 
salute to the two gentlemen, amiable or hostile. 

‘ There and back r*' he said, and conveyed a compli¬ 
ment to Carinthia's pedestrian vigour in the wary smile 
which can lie recalled for a snub. 

She replied: ‘ We have walked the distance, my lord.' 

Her smile was the braced one of an imlired stepper. 

‘ A cold wind for you.' 

‘ We walked fjist.' 

She com|;)eilcHi him to take her in the plural, though 
he addressed her separately, but her tones had their 
music. 

‘Your brother, ('aptain Kirby-Level lier, I believe,'*' 

‘ My brother is not of the anny now, niy lord.’ 

She waved hand for Madge to conduct donkey and 
baby to the house. He noticed. He was unrufHed. 

The form of amenity expected from her, in relation 
to her brother, was not exhibited. She might perhaps 
be f(‘eling herself awkward at introtiuctions, and hod 
to he excused. 

‘ 1 l>eg,' he siiid, and motioned to Chillon the way 
of welcome into the park, saw the fixed figure, and 
passed over the unspoken refusal, with a remark to 
Mr. Wy than : ‘ At Barlings, I presume ' 

‘My tent is pitched there,' was the answer. 
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* Grood-bye, my brother/ said C-arinthia. 

Chillon folded his arms round her. ‘ (iod ble.ss you, 
dear love. lx*t me see you sooii." He niunnured: 

‘ VTou can protect yoiirself.' 

* Fear nothiiit; for me, deaix^st.' 

Slie kissed her brother^ cheek. The strain of her 
spread finders on his shoulder si^iifunl no dread at her 
iKnng left Iwhind. 

Strangi'rs observing their embrace would have vowed 
that the pair were brother and sister, and of a nobible 
stock. 

‘I will walk with you to ('roridge again \\hen you 
send word you are willing to go; and so, good-bye, 
Owain,’ she said. 

She gfive her hand; frankly she pressed the Welsh- 
mai/s, he not a whit behind her in frankness. 

Fleetwood had a skiinining sense of a drop upon a 
funny, wliirly world. lie kept from giddiness, though 
the whirl had lasted since he beheld the form of a wild 
forest gii‘1, dancing, as it struck him now, over an 
abyss, on the plumed shoot of a stumpy tree. 

Ay, and she danced at the ducal sehloss;—she 
mounted his ciiach like a witch of the Aljis up crags; 
—she was beside him ])elting to the vale under a leaden 
Southw'ester;—she sat solitary by the lireside in the 
room of the inn. 

Veil it. He consented to the veil he could not lift. 
He had not even yniwer to try, and his Jieart thuin[jed. 

liondoifs Whitechapel Countess glided before him 
like a candle in the fog. 

He had Rccuseil her as the creature destrf>yiiig 
Romance. Wa.s it gold in ])lace of gilding, absolute 
upper human life that the ridiculous object at his heels 
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over London pro|)osed instead of delirious brilliancies, 
drunken gallojis, poison-si rups,—puffs of a young man's 
vapours ? 

There was Madge and the donkey baskct-lrap ahead 
on the road to the house, bearing pro(»f of the veiled 
had-becn: .signification of a inight-have-lnjen. Why 
not a possible niight-be? Still the inight-be might l)e. 
Iiooking on this shaven earth and sky of March with 
the wrathful wind at work, w^e know that it is not the 
end: a day follows for the world. But looking on 
those blown black funeral sprays, and the wrinkled chill 
waters, and the stare of the Kssleinont houst^windows, 
it has an appearance of the last liiii'S of our written 
volume: dead Finis. Not death ; fouler, tlu* man alive 
seeing himself stretched helple.ss for tlu* altering of his 
deeds; a eoflin cjirrying him; the fatal white-headed 
sacerdotal ofHcial intoning his aims on the march to 
front, the drear craped files of the liverit^l, salaried 
mouniers over his failure trooping at his heels. 

Front word w'us the small lake's grey water, rearward 
ail avenue of limes. 

But the man alive, if but an inch alive, can so take 
his life in his clutch, that he does alter, cleanse, recast 
his deeds;—it is known; priests proclaim it, philoso¬ 
phers admit it. 

Can he lay Ins clutch on aiiother's life, juid wring out 
the tears shed, the stains of the bruises, recollection of 
the wrongs ? 

Contemplate the woimdtHl eretiture tis a woman. 
Then, what sort of woman is she ? She wa.s once under 
a fascination—ludicrously, painfully, intensely like a 
sort of tipy poor puss, the trapped hare tossed to her 
serpent; and thoroughly reassured for a few caresses, 
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quite at home, caged and at home; and all abloom 
with pretty ways, modest pranks, innocent fondlings. 
Gobbled, mv dear! 

It is the doom of the innocimts, a natural fate. 
Smother the creature with kindness again, show we arc 
a point in the .scale above that old (toiler snake—which 
broke no bones, bit not so very «leep;—she will lx.% she 
ought to lx*, the woman she wa.s. That is, if she was 
then sincere, a dose of kindness should operate happily to 
restore the honeymoony fancies, hu])es, trusts, dreams, 
all back, as before the lioneymoon showed the silver 
crcK)k and shadowy hag's back of a ileeaying erescx*nt. 
And true enough, the poor girl's young ereseeiit of a 
honeymoon went down sickly-yellow rather early. It 
can be renewed. She really w'as at that time rather 
romantic. She became absurd. Itomance is in lier, 
nevertheless. She is a woman of nietth*: she is probably 
expecting to be \\ooed. One makes a hash of yesterday’s 
left dish, but she may know no better. ‘ Add a pickle,’ 
as Chummy Potts a.**ed to say. The dish is rendered 
savoury by a slight expenditure of attentions, just a dab 
of intimated .soft stuff. 

‘ Pleasant to see you establi.shcd bore, if you find the 
place agreeable,’ he said. 

She was kissing her hand to her broUier, all her eyes 
for him-~or for the couple; and they were liidden by 
the park lodge before she replied : *It is an admired, 
beautiful place.’ 

‘ I came,’ said he, ‘ to have your assurance tluit it 
suits YOU.’ 

‘ I thank you, my lord.’ 

‘“My lord” would like a short rest, Carin* 
thia.' 
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She seemed placidlv acquiescing. ‘ You have seen 
the boy 

‘ Twice to-day. We were having a convei*8ation just 
now.’ 

‘ We think him very intelligent.’ 

‘ Lady Arjiington tells me you do the honours here 
excellentlv.’ 

‘ She i.s good to me.’ 

‘ Praises tlu; mother’s mmiagement of the young one. 
John Edward: Edward for call-name. Madge boasts 
his power for slet‘ping.’ 

‘ He gives little trouble.’ 

‘ And babes repay us ! Wc learn from .small things. 
Out of the mouth of babes w isdom.^ Well, their habits 
show the ^visdom of the mother. A good mother! 
There’s mi higher title. A lady of my acquaintance 
bids fair to win it, thev sav.’ 

(’arinthia looked in simplicity, .saw herself, and said ; 
‘ If a mother may rear her boy till he must go to school, 
she is rewarded for all she does.' 

‘ Ah,’ said he, nodding over her mania of the per¬ 
petual su.spicion. ‘ Leddings, Queeney, the servants 
here, run smoothly.^’ 

‘ ’I’hey do : they are happy in serving.’ 

‘ You see, we English ai'c not such bad fellows w'hen 
we’re known. The climate to-day, for example, is 
rather trying.' 

* I miss colours most in England,’ said Carinthia. 
‘ 1 like the w’inds. Now- and then w'e luive a day to 
^ remember.' 

‘ We ’re to Ik? “ the artist of the day,” Gower Wood- 
secr says, and we get an attachment to the dreariest; 
we art' to study small variations of tlic commonplace” 
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—dear me! But he may be right. The “ sky t)f leaii 
and scraped lead"^ over those limes, he points out; and 
it *s not a bad trick for reconciling us to gloomy English 
weather. You taki; lessons from him ?' 

* I can always leani from him,' said Caiinthia. 

Fleetwood depicted his plodding Gower at the tussle 
with account-books. She was earnest in sympathy; 
not awake to the comical; dull as the clouds, dull as 
the discourse. Vet he throhlKHl for being near her: 
took im})ressiou of her Hgure, the play of her features, 
the carriage of her body. 

He was shut from her eye's, 'fhe clear brown eyes 
gave exchange of looks; less of admission than her 
honest maid's. 

Madge and the miracle infant awaited them on the 
terrace. For so foreign did tlio mother make lici’self 
to him, that the apjiearance of the child, their own 
child, here between them, was next to miraculous; and 
the mother, who might well have Ik'cii the most tiston- 
ished, had tran.sparently not an idea beyond the verified 
palpable lump of young life she lifted in her arms 
out of the arms of Madge, maternally at home wdih 
its presiaice on earth. 

Demoiistrai}ly a fine s])ecimen, a promising youngster. 
The father was allowed to insjwct him. 'i'his waa his 
heir: a little fellow of smiles, fe*ture.s, ‘puckered hrow's 
of inquiry ; si'eniing a thing mmle already, and active 
on his own account. 

‘Do people see likenesses.''’ he asked. 

‘ Some do,' sakl the mother.’ 

‘ You r 

She was constrained to give answer. * There is a 
likeness to my father, 1 have thought.’ 

211 
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There’s a dotage of idolatrous daughters, he could 
have retorted ; and his gaze was a polite offer to hum¬ 
drum reconcilement, if it pleased her. 

She sent the child up the steps. 

‘ Do you come in, my lord ? ’ 

‘ Tlie house is yours, my lady.’ 

‘ 1 cannot feel it mine.’ 

‘You are the mistress to invite or exclude.’ 

‘ I am ready to go in a few hours, for a small income 
of money, for my child and me.’ 

‘ Our child.’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ It is our child.’ 

‘ It is.’ 

‘ Any sum you choose to name. But M’here would 
you live ?’ 

‘ Near iny brother I would live.’ 

‘ Three thous*ind a year for pin-money, or more, are 
at your disposal. Stay here, I beg. You have only to 
notify your wants. And we’ll talk familiarly now, as 
we ’re together. Can I l)e of aid to your brother ? 
T'ell me, pray. I am disposed in every way to subscribe 
to your wishes. Pray, speak, speak out.’ 

So the earl said, lie had to force his familiar tone 
against the rebuke of her grandeur of stature; and he 
was for inducing hereto deliver her mind, that the 
mountain girl's feebleness in speech might reinstate 
him. 

She rejoined unhesitatingly ; ‘ My brother would not 
accept aid from you, my lord, I will take no money 
more than for iny needs.’ 

‘ You spoke of cerlaiii sums down in Wales.’ 

* I did then.’ Her voice was dead. 
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‘Ah! You must be feeling the cold Northwind 
here.* 

‘I do not. You may feel the cold, my lord. Will 
you ent(*r the house ? *' 

‘ Do you invite me ?' 

‘ The house is vour own.’ 

‘ Will the mistress of tlie housi* honour me so far 

* I am not the mistR*ss of the house, my lonl.' 

‘ You refuse, Carinthia 

‘ I would kcH'p from using those words. I have no 
right to R'fuse the entry of the houst' to you.' 

‘ If I come in ?’ 

‘ I guard my rcKims.’ 

She ha(i been awake, then, to the thrusting and 
jiarrying bidiind masked language. 

‘ Good. You are (|uite dt*cided, I may suppose.' 

‘I will leave them when I have a little money, or 
when I know of how I may earn some.' 

‘The Countess of Fleet w(K)d earning a little money.''' 

‘ I can put aside your title, my lonl,’ 

‘No, you ain't put it aside while the man with the 
title lives, not even if you're running off in caniest, 
under a dozen Welsh names. Why shoulil you desire to 
do it ? The title entitles you to the command of half 
my |)ossessions. As to the house, don't l>e alarmed; 
you will not have to guard your rooms.* ITie extraordi¬ 
nary wild animal you—the impression may have been 
producetl; I see, I see. If I were in the house, I should 
not be raging at your doors ; and it is not my iJiten- 
tion to enter the house. I'hat is, not by right of 
ownership. You have my w'ord.' 

He bowed to her, and walked to the stables. 

She had the art of extracting his word from him. 
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'ITie word given, she went off* with it, disengaged mis¬ 
tress of Essloinont. And she might have the place for 
residence?, but a decent courtesy required that she 
should reiiinin at the portico until he was out of sight. 
She was the firat out of sight, rather insolently. 

She returned him w'ithout comment the spell he had 
cast on her, and he Wius left to estimate the value of a 
dinted piece of metal not in the currency, stanqted false 
coin. An odd sense of im|)Overishmeiit chilled him. 
C^iilly weather was afflicting the whole country, he was 
reminded, anti he paced about hurriedly until his horses 
were in the shafts. After all, his driving away would 
Ik? much more expeeled of him than a stay at the house 
wdiore the Whileehapel Gountess resitled, chill, dry, 
talking the language of early Exercise's in English, 
suitahle to her ^\Vlshnlen. Did she ‘Owaiu’ them 
every one ? 

As he whij)ped along the drive and left that glassy 
sbu'e'of Esslemont behind him, Iheit* came a slap of 
a reflection:—here, on the box of this coach, the bride 
just bursting her sheath sat, and was like wurni wax to 
take impressions. She wtis like hard stone to retaui 
them, jiretty evidently. Like women the world over, 
she thinks only of her side of the case. Men disdain to 
plead theirs. Now money is t)ft'ered her, she declines it. 
Formerly, she made it the principal subject of her con¬ 
versation. 

Turn the mind to something brighter. Fleetwood 
strung liimself to do so, and Waine agitated by the 
i|uestion whether the bride sat to left or to right of him 
* when the Southwester blew—a wind altogether prefer¬ 
able to the chill Northeast. Women, when they are no 
longer warm, are colder than the deadliest catarrh wind 
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scything across these islands. Of course she sat to left 
of him. In the line of the main road, he remembered 
a look lie dropped on her, a look over his left shoulder. 

She never had a wexiing : she wantcxl it, had a kind 
of right to it, or the show of it. How to begin P But 
w'as she worth an effort ? Turn to something brighter. 
Religion is the one refuge fnmi women. Feltn* says:~ 
his Homan Catholic recipe. The old shoemaker, Mr. 
Woodseer, hauls women into his religion, and purifies 
them bv the process,—fancies he does. He gets them 
to wear an air. Old Gtiwer, too, has his Religion of 
Nature, with free admission for women, whom he w'or- 
ships in similes, running away from them, hiring sheep¬ 
ishly. No, Feltiv's rigid monastic system is the sole 
liaven. And what a world, where we have no safety 
exci’pt in renomunng it! The two sexes cri'ated to 
devour one another must abjure* their sex before they 
gain ‘The JVaee,' as Feltre says, impressively, if 
absurdly. He will end a monk if he has the courage of 
his logic. A cpieer sjH'etaele—an JCnglish nobleman a 
sliaven monk ! 

Fleetwood shuddered. \V\* are twisted face alwmt to 
discover our luiiig saved by women from that horror— 
the joining the ranks of the nasal friars. By wliat 
w'omen P Bacchante, clearly, if the wife wu* have is a 
Northeaster to wither us, blood, lame, and soul. 

He was hungry; he w'axcxl furious with the woman 
who hail dung him out upon the roads, lie w'os thirsty 
as well, '^rhe brighter something to refresh his thoughts 
grew and glow'cd in the fonn of a shiny table, hearing 
tasty dishes, old winces; at an inn or anywhere. But, 
out of Ixmdon, an English inn to furnish the dishes 
and the w'ines for a civilized and self-respecting man is 
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hard to seek, as difficult to find as a perfect skeleton of 
an extinct sjK^cies. The carfs breast howled derision of 
his pursuit when he drew up at the sign of the Royal 
Sovereign, in the dusky hour, and handed himself des¬ 
perately to Mrs. Rundles’ mercy. 

lie could not wait for a dinner, so his eating was 
cold meat. Warned by a si}), that his drinking, if he 
drank, was to be an excursion in chemical acids, the 
virtues of an abstainer served for his consolation. 
Tolerant of tobacco, althougli he did not smoke, he 
fronted the fire, envying Gower Woinlseer the con- 
tem})lative |)i}>c, which for half a dozen })ufls wafted 
him to bracing disserts, or iirimeval forests, or old high¬ 
ways with the sw'allow thoughts alnivc him, down the 
Past, into the Future. A j)ipe is j)leasnnt dreams at 
command. A jiipe is the concrete fonn of philosophy. 
Why, then, a jiipe is the alternative of a friar’s frock 
for on escape from wcanen. Rut if one docs not 
smoke! . . . Here and there a man is visibly in the 
evt»s of all men cursed: let him be blest by Fortune; 
let him be handsome, healthy, wealthy, courted, he is 
cursed. 

Fleetwood lay that night beneath the roof of the 
Koval Sovereign. Sleep is life's legitimate mate. It 
will treat us at times as tlic faithless wife, who becomes 
a harrying beast, lichaves to her lord. He had no sleep. 
Having })ut out his candle, an idea took hold of him, 
and he juiii})ed u}) to light it again and verify the idea 
that thi.s room ... He left the bed and strode round 
*it, going in Uic guise of an urgent somnambulist, or 
ghost bearing burden of an im})erfectly remembered 
mission. This was the room. 

Reason and cold tog€^ther overcame his illogical 



A DIP INTO THE SPRING’S WATERS 423 


scruples to lie down on that bed soliciting the sleep 
desired, ilc lay and groomed, lay and rolled. All 
night the Naval ^lonarch with the loose chw*ks and 
jelly smile of the swinging sign-lioard creaked. Flaw's 
of the Northeaster sw'ung and banged him. He 
creaked high, in complaint,—low, in some {mrtial con¬ 
tentment. There was piping of his boatswain, shrill 
piping—shrieks of the whistle. How many nights hod 
that most ill-fated of brides lain listening to the idiotic 
uproar! It excused a touch of craziness. Hut how 
many? Not one, not two, ten, twenty :—count, (.nnint 
to the exiU't number of nights the unhajipy girl must 
have heard those mad colhxpiies of the hurricane 
boatswain and the chirpy king. Hy heaven! White- 
cha):)el, after one night of it, Ix^ckons as a haven of 
grace. 


CHAPTER XXXVIll 

DIP IS’l’O THK SPUIXo's WATKKS 

TiiK night I.A)rd Flcetw'ood had j)assed cured him of 
the wound C^rinthia dealt, with her^ blunt, defensive 
phrase and her Welshman. Seated on his coach-l)ox, 
he turned for a hxik the back way Icmliiig to Ksslc- 
mont, and saw rosc'd crag and mountain forc^st rather 
than the soft undulations of parkland pushing green 
meadows or hrcjw'n copse up the slojxjs under his eye, 
She had never been a>urted : she desc*rved a siege. She 
was a daughter of the racy highlands. And she, who 
could say to her husband, * I guard my rooms,' without 
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sign of the Ktage>face of scom or defiance or flinging of 
the glove, she would liave to be captured by si^, it 
was clear. She w'ore an asjiect of the confident fortress, 
which neither challenges nor cries to treat, but com* 
niands respect. How did she accomplish this miracle 
of commanding respect after such a string of somersaults 
before the London world ? 

He hiid to drive Northwestward : his word was 
pledgc'd to one of his donkey Ixionides—Abrane, he 
recollected—to Ik‘ a witness at s^nne contemptible 
exhibition of the fellow’s iniisctilar skill: a match to 
punt against a Thaiiu*s waterman this time. Odd how 
it should come about that the giving of his word forced 
him now to drive away from the woman once causing 
him to curse his luck as the prisoner of his word ! 
However, there was to l)e an end of it soon—a change ; 
changt* as remnrkahle as Harry Moiimouth'*s at the 
touching of his crown. Though in these days, ni our 
jog-trot Old Eughuul, half a step on the road to great¬ 
ness is the utmost we can hop ; and all England jeers 
at the man attempting it. He c^ps himself witli this 
or that one of their titles. For it is not the popular 
thing among Knglishnien. TTieir hero, when they have 
done their fighting, is the wealthy patron of S|xirt. 
What sort of creatures are his comrades.^ But he 
cannot have comrades unless he is on the level of them. 
Yvt let him be never so high alcove them, tliey chaige 
him and }K>itit him as a piece of cannon ; assenting to 
the flatteries they puff into him, he is their engine. 
The idol of the hour i.H the mob's wooden puppet, and 
^ the doing of the popular thing seed of no harvesV 
(.lower Woodseer says, moderately well, snuffing incense 
of his happy dcltveiy% Not to be the idol, to have an 
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aim of our own, there lies the truer pride, if we intend 
respect of ourselves. 

The Mr. Pulpit young men have in them, until their 
habits have fretted him out, was directing Ix)rd Fleet- 
wooers ineditiitions ujioii the errors of the geiieml man, 
as a cover for lateral references to his hitherto erratic 
career: not much worse than a swerving fnim the right 
line, which now' seemed the desirable roatl for him, and 
had previously seemed so stale, h<» repulsive. He was, 
of coursi% only half-conscious of his piiljntiring; he 
fancied the serious vein of his thoughts attributable 
to a tumbled night. Nevertheless, he hml the quc*stion 
whether tliat woman—poor girl!—was induenciiig his 
thoughts. For in a moment, the very word ‘ respect ’ 
pitched him upon her character; to 8<*e it a eharacter 
that emerged lK*iieath obstacles, and ov(*rciime ridicule, 
w'on suffrages, won a relucbint hiisbfind's admiration, 
pricked him from distaste to wliat might really he taste 
for her coinpanionslup, or something more alarming to 
contemplate in the ];K>ssihi]itie.s,—thirst for it. He 
W'as driving away, and h(‘ longed to turn bock. He 
did respect lier character: a clmrocter angular as her 
features were, and similarly hanuonious, splendid in 
action. 

Respect seems a coolish form of tribute from n iriaii 
who admires. He had to say tlrnt he did not vastly 
respect beautiful women. Have they all tlie poetry,^ 
Know them well, and where is it ? 

The pupil of Gower Woodseer «isked himself to 
sfiecify the poetry of woman. She is weak and inferior, 
but has it; civilized men acknowledge it; and it is 
independent, or may be lieside her gift of beauty. She 
has more of it than we have. Tlieii name it. 
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Well, the flowers of the field are frail things. Pluck 
one, and you have in your hand the frailest of things. 
Hut reach through the charm of colour and the tale of 
its beneficencx* in frailty to the poetry of the flower, 
and secret of the iiiynad stars will fail to tell you 
more than does that poetry t>f your little flower. Ix>rd 
rVltre, at the heels of St. Francis, agrees in that. 

Well, then, much so with the flowers of the two 
hmids and feet. We do homage to those ungathered, 
and reserve our supremacy; the gathereil, no longer 
courted, arc the test of men. When the embraced 
woman breathes respect into us, she wings a beast. 
We have from her the poetry of the tasted life; excel¬ 
ling any garden-gate or threshold lyrics eallc‘d forth 
by jnirest early bloom. Uespect for her |K*rMon, for her 
be/iring, for her character: that is in the sum a beauty 
phistic to the civilized young man's needs and cravings, 
as ((ueeiily physiml loveliness has never so fully been 
to him along the walks of life, and os ideal worsliips 
ciiniiot be for our nerving contentment. She brings us 
to the union of body and soul; os good as to suiy, earth 
and heaven. Secret of all human tispirations, the ripe¬ 
ness of the creeds, is there; and the {passion for the 
woman desired has no poetry eipialling that or the 
embraced res|H*ctetl woman. 

Something of this went rtx’ling through Fleetwood; 
positively to this end; accompanied the while with 
flashes of Carinthia, her figure ttcn»ss the varied scenes. 
Hidicide vanished. Could it ever have exi.stcd? If 
London had witnesscnl the scene down in Wales, London 
never again would laugh at the Wliitechapel Countess. 

He laughed amicably at himself for the citizen 
sobriety of these views, on the part of a nobleman whose 
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aiiy pleasure it had been to flout your sober citizens, 
with their iood-at-the-hop notions, their walled concep¬ 
tions, their drab propriety; and felt a petted familiar 
within him dub all pulpitizing, poetizing drivellers 
with one of those detested titles, invented by the 
English as a corrective of their maladies or the excesses 
of their higher moods. But, reflection telling him that 
he had done injury to Carinthia—had inflictid the 
soi*est of the wounds a young woman a new bride can 
endure, he nodded ac(|uiescence to the charge of mis¬ 
behaviour, and muzzled the cynic. 

As a conseipience, the truisms flooded him and he 
lost his guard against our native prosiness. Must we 
be prosy if we are profoundly, iincynically sincere? 
Do but listen to the stuff we are maundering! Kxtnicts 
of poetry, if one could hit upon the right, would serve 
for a relief and a lift when we are in this ditch of the 
serious vein. Gowct Woodseer w’oultl have any num¬ 
ber handy to spout. Or Feltre:—your ironvinced and 
fervent Catholic has quotations of images and l^tin 
hymns to his Madonna or one of his (alherines, by the 
dozen, to suit an enthusiastic fit of the worship of some 
fair woman, and elude the prosy in coitnneniling her. 
Feltre is enviable there. As he says, it is natural to 
worship, and only the Catholics car^ prostrate them¬ 
selves with dignity. That is matter for thought. Stir 
us to the depths, it will la* found that w'e arti jHwr 
soupy stuff*. For estimable language, and tlie preserva¬ 
tion of self-respect in prostration, we w^ant ritual, cere¬ 
monial elevation of the visible object for the scjuls 
adoring through the eye. So may we crscape our foul 
or empty selves. 

Lord Feltre seemed to Fleetwood at the moment a 
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more sen'iccable friend than Gower Woodseor preaching 
‘ Natui*e ’—an abstraction, not inspiring to the devout 
poetic or giving us the tongue al)ove our native prosy. 
He was raised and refreshed bv recollected lines of a 
Gregorian chant be and Feltre had heard together under 
the roof of that Aljiinc monastery. 

—Tile Dame collapses. There is little doubt of her 
having tlie world to back her in pn)test against all 
line, filmy work of the exploration of a young man's 
intricacies or cavities. I^et her not forget the fact 
she has frequently impressed upon us, that he wa.s 
‘ the very wealthiest nobleman of his time' instructive 

•f ^ 

to touch inside as well as out. He had liis shai'e of 
brains, too. And also she should bo mindful of an 
alteration of English tfisto likely of occurrence in the 
remote posterity she vows slit* is for addressing after 
she has exhausted our present hungry generation. The 
|K)sterity signified will, it is ealeulahle, it is next to 
eerlain, have studied a developcrl human nature so far 
as to know the composition of it a not unetjual mixture 
of the philosophic and the romantic, and that credible 
realism is to Ik‘ pradueed solely by an involvement of 
those two elements. Or else, she may be sure, her 
story once out of the mouth, gfxjs ofl dead as the spirits 
of a vapour that has performed the stroke of energy. 
She holds a 8uq»rising event in the history of ‘the 
wealthiest nobleman of his time,' and she would launch 
it u|K)n readers unprepared, with the reference to our 
mysterious and unfathomable nature* for an explanation 
^of the stunning crack on thc’skull. This may do now. 
It will not do ten centuries hence. For the Englishy 
teK>, are a changeable }HH>ple in the sight of ulterior 
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One of the good pieces of work Lord Fleetwood could 
suppose he had ^KTforined was I'ecalled to him near 
the turning to his mews by the handsonic Fieeadilly 
fruit-shop. He jumped to the pavement, merely to 
gratify Sarah Winch with a word of Madge; and lieing 
emotional just then, he spoke of l^idy Fleetwood's 
attachment to Madge; and he looked at Sarah straight, 
he dropjKjd his voice: ‘ She said, you rehiember, you 
were sisters to her/ 

Sarah rcmeml>ered that he luul spoken of it before. 
Two brilliant drops from the deepest of womai/s ready 
well stood in Ijer eyes. 

•r 

He carried the light of them away. They were such 
pure jewels of tribute to the Carinthia Jiow seen by 
him as worshipping souls of devotees oiler to their 
Madonna for her most glorious adornment. 


CHAPTER XXXlX 

rilJ', KEl) WAIlXINt; I IlOM A SON OK VAl’Ol R 

Desikixg loneliness or else Lord Felire's company, 
Fleetwood had to grant a deferred audience at home 
to various tradesmen, absurdly fussy about having the 
house of his leased estate of Calesford furnished com¬ 
plete and habitable on the very day .stipulated ])y his 
peremptoiy orders that the [ilace should l)c both liabit- 
ablc cmd hospitable. They were right, they were 
excused; grand entertainments of London hod been 
projected, and he fell into the weariful business with 
them, thinking of Henrietta's insatiable appetite for 
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the pleasures. He had taken the lease of this burden- 
some Calcsford, at an eif^ht-miles drive from the North¬ 
west of town, to ijratify the devouring woman’s histe: 
whicli was, to have all the luxuries of the town in a 
framework of country sceneiy. 

Gower Woodseer and he were dining together in the 
evening. The circumstance was just endurable, but 
Gower w'ould play the secretary, and doggedly sub¬ 
jected him to liear a stateiueiit of the woeful plight 
of Counters Livia’s affaii's. Gower, commissioned to 
examine them, remarked : ‘If wx have all the figures !’ 

‘ If we could stop the blcetling!’ Fleetwood replied. 
‘ Come to the Opera to-night; I promised. I promised 
Abrane for to-morrow'. There's no end to it, I'his 
gambling mania's a flux. Not one of them except 
your old enemy, ('orby, keeps clear of it; and they 're 
nt him for subsidies, iis they are at me, and would lx? 
at you or any jiassenger on the road suspected of a 
purse. Corby shines among them.' 

That was heavy judgment enough, Gower thought. 
No allusion to Fssleinont ensued. The earl ate sparely, 
and silently for the most part. 

He was warmed a little at the Opera by hearing 
Henrietta's honest raptures over her Columeili in the 
Piraia. But Lord Bniilstone sat liehind her, and their 
exchange of ecstasies upon the tattered pathu.s of 

t' U Hi 10 trariito amort 
was not moderately offensive. 

^ His countenance in Henrietta's presence had to be 
studied and interpreted by Livia. Why did it darken ? 
The demurest of fuliginous intriguers aigued that Brail- 
stone was but doing Uie spiriting required of him, and 
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would have to pay the penalty iinrewardi*d, let him 
Italiani'/e as much as he pleased. Not many months 
longer, and there would be the bit of an outl)urst, the 
whiff of scandal, ]>erhaps a shot, and the ruptim* of an 
improvident alliance, followed by Henrietta''s free hand 
to the moody young earl, wdio w’ould then have jwsses- 
sion of the only woman he could ever love: and at no 
cost. Jealousy of a man like Ilniilstone, however in¬ 
fatuated the man, was too foolish. lie must perceive 
how matters were tending ? The die-away and eye- 
l»alls-at-the-ceiling of a pair of fanatics /;er la wufnca 
might irritate a husband, but the lover should read 
and know. Giddy os the beautiful creature deprived 
of her natural aliment seems in her excusable hunger 
for it, she has learnt her lesson, she is not a reeling 
libertine. 

Brailstone jieercd through his eyelashes at the .same 
shadow of a fn)W'n where no frown sal, on his frieiurs 
b^ow^s. Displeasure was manifi^t, and why ? Fleet- 
wood had given him the dispossessing shi'iig of tin* man 
out of the run, and the hint of the liji for winnij)g, 
with the aid of operatic arias; and though he was in 
Fleetwood’s iKMiks ever since the prize-fight, neither 
Fleetwood nor the husband nor any skittishness of a 
timorous wdfe could stop the pursuer .bent to capture 
the fairest and most inflaming w^oman of her day. 

‘I prefer your stage Columelli,' Fleetwood said. 

‘ I come from exile! ’ said Henrietta; and her plea 
in excuse of ecstatics wTote her down as confcntsedly 
treasonable to the place quitted. 

Ambrose Mallard entered the box, liehohling only 
his goddess Livia. Their eyebrows and inaudible lips 
conversed eloquently. He retired like a trumped card 
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on the apiiearance of M. dc St, Ombre. ITie courtly 
Frenchman won the ladies to join him in whipping the 
cream of the world for five minutes, and passed out 
before liis flavour was exhausted. Brailstone took his 
lesson and departed, to sf»y at them from other boxes 
and heave an infiatt^d sliirt-front. Young Cressett, the 
l)ottle of effervescence, dashed in, and for him Livia’s 
face was motherly. He rattled a talc of the highway 
roblx?ry of Sir Mecsoii Corby on one of his Yorkshire 
moors. The picture of the little baronet arose upon 
the nan’ation, and it amused. Chiimley Potts came 
to * confirm every item,'' as he said. ‘Plucked Corby 
clean. Pistol at his head. Quite old style. Time, 
ten r.Ai. J?ii.spi‘cts Great Britain, King, Lords luid 
CVnninons, and buttons twenty times tighter. Brosey 
Mallard down on him for a few fighting men. Perfect 
answer to Brosev.' 

‘ Mr. Mallard did not inentitm the robbery,'' Henrietta 
reinarkc'd. 

‘ Feared to shock : Corby such a favoured swain,’ 
l\)tts accountiHl for the omission. 

‘ Brosey spilling last night ?'' Fleetwtmd asked. 

* At the pala/zo, we were,'' said l\>tts. ‘ Luck pretty 
fair lirst oft. Brosey did his trick, and away and away 
and away went he! More old Brosey wins, the wiser 
begets. I stayed.'' lie swung to Gower: ‘Don't drink 
dry Sillerv after two a.m. You read me?' 

* Flgyptian, liut decipherable,' said Gower. 

The rising of the curtain drew his habitual groan 
•from Potts, and he fled to collogue with the goodly 
number of honest fellows in the house of music who 
detested ‘squallery.’ Must of tliese afflicted pilgrims 
to the London conserv'atory were engaged, upon the 
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business of the Goddess richly inspiring the HeliconiHn 
choir, but rendering the fountain-waters heady. Here 
they hod to be, if tliey would enjoy the sjMJctacle of 
London's biggest and choicest iKmcpiet: and in them, 
too, there was an unattached air during Potts' cooling 
discourse of turf and tables, except when he tossed 
them a morsel of tragedy, or the latest joke, not yet 
past the full gallop on its course, 'riieir sparkle was 
transient; woman had them fast. Conipelled to think 
of them as not serious members of our group, he 
assisted at the crush-room exit, and ilie happy riddance 
of the l>cautiful cousins dedicated It) the merry I^ndon 
midnights' further pastures. 

Fleetwood's word was extracUnl, that be wt)idd visit 
the * palazzo' within a couple of hours. 

Potts exclaimed : Hb>od. You promise. Hang me, 
if I don't think it’s the only certain thing a man can 
depend upon in this world.' 

He left the earl and Gower Woodscer to their lunatic 
talk. He still bad his ideas about the association of 
the pair. ‘ Hard-hetuled player of his own grime, that 
Woodseer, spite of his Mundm-Jumbo-onurle kind of 
talk.' 

Mallard's turn of luck downward to the deadly dro)> 
had come under Potts' first inspection of the tabic. 
Admiring his friend's audacity, de[>loring his rashness, 
reproving his persistency, Potts allowed his verdict 
to go by results; for it w'as clear that Mallard and 
Fortune were in opf>osition. Something like real awe 
of the tremendous encx)uuter kept him from a plunge 
or a bet. Mallard had got the vertigo, he reported 
the gambler's launch on dementedness to the earl. 
Gowers less experienced optics perceived it. 'ilie 

2 K 
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plainly doomed duellist with the insensible Black God¬ 
dess oflered her all tlie advantages of the Immortals 
challenged by flesh. His effort to smile was a line 
cut aw ry in wood ; his big eyes were those of a cat for 
sociabilitv; he looked cursed, and still he wore the 
smile. In this coiidilion, the gambler runs to empti¬ 
ness of everything ho has, his money, his heart, his 
brains, like a coal-truck on the incline of the rails to a 
collier. 

Mallard applied to the earl for a loan of fifty 
guineas. He had them and lost them, and he came, 
not begging, blustering for a second supply; (juitc in 
the wrong tone, Potts knew'. Fleetwotul said : ‘ Ihick 
it with pistols, Brosey ; ^ and, as l\»tts related subse- 
ipiently, ‘Old Hrosey had the look of a staked hoi'se.' 

Fortune and he having now- closed the struggle, per¬ 
force of his total disarmament, he regained the wits 
w'e forfeit wdien we engage her. He .said to his friend 
Ohunimy: ‘Abram* to-morrow'.^ Ah, yfs, punts a 
Thanle.^ waterman. Start of—how manv yards t Sun- 

ft « 

bury-AValton: good reach. (.’oiirse of two inilt.‘s: 
Braney in good training. Straight busines.s.^ I mayn’t 
be there, lint Chuinmv, yon mind, old Chums, 
all cases of the kind, safest back the ]>rofes.sional. 
Unless —you understand !' 

Fleetwood could not }K*rsuade Gower to join the 
jwirty. 'rbe philosopher’s pretext of miieli oc-ciipatioii 
miLsked a huvshfidb sentimental dislike of the flooding 
of (piiet country {daces by the city's hordes. ‘You *re 
right, right,’ said FltH.'twood, in .sympathy, resigned to 
*tbe jirospeet of des{)i.sing his asscK-intes without a handy 
hel{)er. He named Ks.slemfiiit once, shot up a look at 
the sky, and glanced it Eastw'ai'd. 
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Three cooehcs were bound for Sunburv from a com- 

mon startinp^-|H)int at nine of the morning. Loni 

Fleetwood, Lord Brailstone, and I^ord Simon Pitscrew 

were the wliips. 'Fwo hours in tidvance of them, the 

earl’s famous purveyors of picnic feasts laswled along to 

pitch the riverside tent and spreotl the tables. Our 

iij)per and lower l^ondon world reported the earl as out 

on another of Ids expaliiions: and, wiv what we will, 

we must think kindly of a wealthy nol)leinan ever to 

the front to enliven llie town’s diisly eyes and increase 

• • 

Old Ki]gland\ reputation for pre>eminence in the 
lijmrLs. He is the liushand of the Whitechapel 
Countess—^got Idniself into that mess; but whatever he 
does, he puts the stamp «»f style on it. He and the 
thing he .sets his hand to, they‘re neat, they're finished, 
tJieyVe fittest to trot together, and they’ve a shining 
polish, natural, like a lily of the fields; or say Nature 
and Art, like the eoat of a thorough I )red led into the 
ptuidoek by his groom, if you’re of that mind. 

Present at tlie start in J’ieendilly, (Itiwer toj>k note 
of Lord I’leelwood's ndlilary pnmiptitude to do the 
w’ork he had no taste for, and envied tin* self-efnnprCH- 
.sion which could as.siiiMe so pleasant an air. He heard 
here and there crisp eonunents on Ids lordship’s coach 
and horses and personal smartness; the w ord ‘ style,’ 
which reflects handsomely on the connoisseur conferring 
it, and the cpiestion whether one of the ladies up there 
M'as the couiih'ss. His task of imearlhiiig and disen¬ 
tangling tlie monetary affairs of ‘one* of the ladies’ 
com|)e11ed the wi.sh to belojig to the j>arty soon to Ije 
towering out of the grasp of bricks, and delightfully 
gay, spiritctl, <|uick for fun. A fellow, he thought, may 
brood upon Nature, but the real children of nature—or 
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she loves them best—arc those who have the careless 
chatter, the ready laugli, bright welcome for a holiday. 
In catching the hour, wc are surely the bloom of the 
hour ? Why, yes, and no need to lose the rosy wisdom 
of the children when wc wrap ourselves in tlie jmtched 
old cloak of the man s. 

On he went to his conclusions; but the Dame will 
have none of them, though here was a creature lieiit on 
masonry-work in his act of thinking, to build a travel- 
Icr's-rest for thinkers behind him ; ivhile the volatile 
were simply breaking their bubbles. 

He was discontented all day, both with himself and 
the sentences he coined. A small street-boy at his nin 
along the pavement no whither, distanced him altogether 
in the race for the great Secret; prt*ci pita ting the 
thought, that the conscious are too heavily handicapped. 
Tile unburdened unconscious win the goal. Ay, but 
they leave no legacy. So we must fret and stew, and 
look into ourselves, and seize the brute and scourge 
him, just to make one serviceable step forward: that 
is, utter a single sentence worth the pondering for 
guidance. 

Gower imagined the fun upon middle Tliaines: the 
vulcan faec of Captain Abrane; the cries of his backers, 
the smiles of the ladies, Lord Fleetwood’s happy style 
in the tcvtli of tattle—an Aurora’s chariot for over- 
liding it. One might hope, might almost see, that he 
was coming to his better senses on a certain subject. 
As for style overriding the worst of indignities, has not 
^Scotia given her poet to the slack dependant of the 
gallows-trt'e, %vho so rantiugly played his jig and 
wheeled it round in tlie shadow of that institution.^ 
Style was his, he hit on the right style to top the situa- 
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tion, anti ix^rpt^tually will he slip liis head out of the 
noose to dance the poet's vei’se. 

In fact, style is the mantle of /sfreatness; and say 
that the |rrentncss is beyond our reach, we may at least 
pray to have the mantle. 

Strang<*st of fancies, m«)st nnjdiilosophically Gower 
conceived a woman's love as that which would lw»stow 
the gift upon a man so bare' of it ns he. Wheie wa« 
the woman ? He einbract'd the idea of the sex, and 
found it resolving It) a form of one. He st</od humbly 
before the one, and slie waned into swarms of her 
sisters. So did slic charge him with the loving of her 
sex, not her. And could it be denied, if he wanted a 
woman's love just to give him a slyU? ? No, not that, 
but to inake him fix'l proud of himself. I'hat was Uie 
heart's way of telling him a st'cret in owning to a 
weakness. Within it the one he had thought of forth¬ 
with obtf lined her lodgement. He discovered this truth, 
in this roundabout way, and knew it a truth by the 
warm fireside glow the contemplation of her cast over 
him. 

Dining alone, as he usually had to do, he was a.ston- 
ished to see the earl enter his room. 

‘ Ah, you always make the right choice!' Fleetwood 
.said, and rc'quested him to come to the library when he 
had done eating. 

Gower imagined an accident. A metallic ring was 
in the carl'-s voice. 

One further mouthful finished dinner, for Gower was 
anxious concerning the ladies. He joined the earl and 
asked. 

* Safe. Oh yes. We managed to keep it from them,' 
said Fleetwood. ^Nothing particular, perhaps you'll 
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think. Poor devil of a fellow! Father and mother 
alive, too ! He did it out of hearing, that's one merit. 
Mallard : Ambrose Mallard. He has blown his brains 
out.’ 

Seated plunge<l in the armchair, with stretched legs 
and eyes at the black fire-grate, Fleetwood told of the 
gathering under the tent, and Mallard seen, seen drink¬ 
ing champagne; Mallard no longer seen, not missed. 

‘ He killed himself three fields off. He must have 
been careful to deaden the sound. Small pocket-pistol 
hardly big enough to—but anything serves. Couple 
of brats came running up to Chummy Potts;—‘ Gentle¬ 
man’s body blootly in a ditch.’ C'hunimy came to me, 
and we went. CMean dead ;—in the mouth, pointed up; 
hole through the top of the skull. ^Ve’rc crochery! 
crockery ! I had to keep Chummy standing. I couldn’t 
bring him back to our |Mirty. We got help at a farm ; 
the body lies there. And that’s not the worst. We 
found a letter to me in his ]K>cket pencilled—his last 
five minutes. I don't see what he could have done 
except to go. I can’t tell 3*011 more. I had to keep 
iny face, rowing and driving back. “ But where is Mr. 
Potts ? Where can Mr, ]Mailard Im? ? ” Queer sensation, 
to hear the ladies a.sk ! Give me your hand.’ 

The earl squee7.ed Gower's hand an instant; and it 
was an act unknown for him to touch or bear a touch; 
it said a great deal. 

Late at night he mounted to Gower’s room. The 
funeral of the day’s impressions had not been shaken 
^oif. He kicked at it and sunk under it as his talk 
rambled. * Add five thousand,’ he commented, on the 
spread of Livia’s papers over the table. *I’ve been 
having an hour wiGi her. Tivo thousand more, she says^ 
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Better multiply by two and a half for a woinairs con¬ 
fession. We have tt> trust to her for some of tlie debts 
of honour. See her in the morning. No one masters 
her but you. ]\Iind, the first to lie clear of must be 
St. Ombre. I like tlie fellow ; but these Frenchmen— 
they don‘*t spare women. Aml)rf>se,'’—the earl's eye¬ 
lids quivered.—‘ Jealousy firwl that shot. Quite ground¬ 
less. She's cool as a marble Venus, as you said. Go 
straight fnnn her house to Fsslemont. I don't plead 
a case. Make the best account you can of it. Say— 
you may say uiy eyes are opened. I respect her. If 
you think that says little, say more. It can't mean 
more. Whatever the Countess of Fleetwood may think 
due to her, let her name it. Say my view of life, way 
of life, everything in me, has change<l. I shall follow 
you. I don't expiH:t to march over the gi’ound. She 
has a heap to forgive. Her father owns or Imasts, in 
that b<M>k of his Hose Mackrell lent me, be never for¬ 
gave an injury.' 

Gower helped the (piotation, ruhhiiig his hands over 
it, for cover of his gUv at the words he had been hearing. 
‘Never forgave an injury without a return blow for it. 
The blow forgives. GikkI for the enemy to get it. He 
called his hearty old Fagan custom “ an aettion of the 
lungs " with him. And it's not in iij^ture for injuries to 
digest in us. lliey ])oison the blood, if we try. But 
then, there's a manner of hitting back. It is not to 
go an inch beyond the eimct measure, Captain Kirby 
warns us.' 

Fleetwood sighed down to a low groan. 

* Lord Feltre would have an answer for you. She *b 
a wife; and a wife hitting back is not a pleasant— 
wdl, petticoats make the dificreni.*e. If she's for 
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amends, she slmlJ exact them; and she may be hard 
to satisfy, she shall have her full revenge. Call it by 
any other term you like. I did her a wrong. I don^t 
defend myself; it’s not yet in the I^w Courts. I beg to 
wipe it out, rectify it—choose your phrase—to the 
very fullest. I look for the alliance with her to . . 

He sprang up and traversed the room: ‘WcVeall 
guilty of misbikes at starting: I speak of men. Women 
are protected; and if they “re not, there “s the convent 
for them, Feltrc says. But a man has to live it on 
before the world; and this life, with these flies of 
fellows ... I fell into it in some way. Absolutely 
like the lirst bird I shot as a youngster, and stood over 
the battered head and bloody feathers, wondering! 
There was Ambi*()se Mallard—the same splintered bones 
—blood—come to his eml; and for a woman; that 
w'oman the lady bearing the title of half-mother to me. 
God help me! What are my sins r She feels nothing, 
or about as much iis the mortuary paragraph of the 
newhpa})ers, for the dead man; and I have Ambrose 
Mallnnrs look at her and St. Ombre talking together, 
before he left the tent to cross the fields. Borrow, 
beg, or steal for money to ]day for her! and not a 
glimpse of the winning |)ost. St. Ombre's a cool 
player; that "s at the liottom of the story. lie s cool 
because play doesn't bite him, as it did Ambrose. I 
should say the other passion has never bitten him. 
And he's olive and pa'seiitable; Ambrose under a 
sheet, with Chummy Potts to watch. Chummy cried 
Jike a brat in the street for his lost mammy. I left 
him crying and sobbing. They liave their feelings, 
these “ children of vajHiur," as you call them. But how 
did 1 fall into the line with a set I despised ? She had 



RED WARNING FROM A SON OF VAPOUR 441 

my opinion of her gamblers, and retorted that young 
Cressett’s turn for the fling is my doing. I can’t swear 
it’s not. There’s one of my sins. What’s to wipe 
them out! She has a tender feeling for the boy ; con¬ 
fessed she wanted governing. Why, she’s young, in a 
w^ay. She has that particular vice of play. She might 
be manag(Kl. Here's a lesson for her! Don’t you 
think she might ? 'I’he right man,—the man she can 
resjHH'.t, fancy incorruptible! He must let her see he 
has an eye hir tricks. She's not responsible for—his 
mad passion vas the aiiist*, cause of everything he did. 
'^The kind of woman to send the shaft. You calliHl her 
“Diana Seated." You said, “She diwsn't hunt, she 
sits and lets fly her arrow." Well, she showed feeling 
for young Cressett, and her hit at me was an answer. 
It struck me on the iiioiith. Hut she's an eternal 
anxiety. A man she respeetj*! A man to govern her! ’ 
Fleetw'oiKl hurried his jiaces. ‘ I couldn't have allowed 
poor Ainimise. lk*sides, he had not a chance—never 
had in anything. It wants a head, wants the man who 
can say n<» to her. “'I'he Reveller's Aumro," you 
called her. She ha.s her lK‘autv, yc's. She resfKxrts you. 
I shouhl be relieved—a load off me! Tell her, all debts 
paid; fifty thousand invested, in her name and her 
hiisliand's. Tell her, speak it, there ’« my consent—if 
only the man to govern her! She has it from me, but 
lepeat it, asj'rom me. That sum and her jiortion w’ould 
make a fair income for the two. Relieved P Hy heaven, 
what a relief! Go early. Coach to Esslemmit at eleven. 
Do my work there. I haven't to rejieat my directions. 
1 shall present myself two days a^tr. I wish Lady 
Fleetwood to do the part of hostess at Calesford. Tell 
her 1 depute you to kiss my son for me. Now I leave 
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you. Good night. I shan't slcKjp. I remember your 
saying, bad visions come w}de;r the eyelids.'” I shall 
keep mine ofien and read—read her father's book of 
the Maxims; I generally find two or three at a dip to 
stimulate. No wonder she venerates him. That sort 
of progenitor is your “ permanent aristocracy.'* Hard 
enemy. She must have some of her mother in her, too. 
Abuse me to her, admit the justice of ixiproaches, but 
say, reason, good feeling—I needn't grind at it. Say I 
respect her. Ailvise her to swallow the injury—^not 
intended for insult. I don't Ixdieve anything higher 
than resjiect can lx* offered to a woman. N<i defence of 
me to her, but I 'll tell yon^ that when I underUMik to 
keep my word with her, I plainly said—never mind; 
g(H>d night. If we meet in the inoniing, let this business 
n‘st until it's done. I must drive to lielp poor Chums 
and see alH>ut tlie Iinpicst.' 

Fleetwo<Kl nodded from the doorway. Gower was 

* 

left with humming ears. 


CHAPTER XL 

A RECORD OF .\11K0K INClDEN'l'S 

They went to their Ixds doomed to lie and roam Iks 
tlie solitaries of a sleepk^ss night. They met next day 
like a couple emerging from sircxco deserts, indisposed 
for conversation or even short companionship, much of 
the night's dry turmoil in their heads. Each would 
have preferred the sight of an enemy; and it waa^ 
hardly concealed by them^ for they inclined to 



A RECORD OP MIXOR INCIDENTS UH 

one another as the author of their infernal jHissagc 
through the drear night s wilderness. 

Fleetwood was the dviller; his iinincdiate prospective 
duties l)cing clear, however abhoiTent. Hut he had 
inflicted a inoiistmiis distiirlmnce on the man he meant 
in his rash, decisive way to elevate, if not Imiefit. 
Gower's imagination, foreign to his desires and his 
projects, was playing juggler's tricks w'ith him, drama¬ 
tizing u|H)n hypotheses, which mounted in stages and 
could preti^nd to he soIhtIv contvivahle, assuming that 
the earl's wild hints overniglit were a credible basis. 
He transported himself to his flrst view of t he C^)untess 
Livia, the fountain of similes horn of his prostrate 
adoration, close upon the invasion and capture of him 
by the combined liqueurs in the giddy Hadcii lights; 
and joining the Arabian magic in his breast at the 
time with the more magical reality now proposed as a 
sequel to it, he entered the land where dri'iinis confess 
they are outstripped by revelations. 

Yet it startled him to hear the earl sav: ‘V<ni'll 
get audience at ten ; 1 've arranged ; make the most of 
the situation to her. I refuse to helj). I foresee it's 
th^only w’ay of solving this pixxrioiw puzzle. You do 
me and every one <jf us a servittf past paying. Not a 
man of her set worth . . . She—hujt you '11 stop it; 
no one else can. Of course, you've had your breakfast. 

V «> 

Ofl, and walk yourself into a talkative mood, as you 
.tell me you do.' 

‘ One of the things I do when 1 've nobody to hear,' 
said Gower, speculating whether the black sprite in 
this young nobleman was for sending him as a rod to 
scourge the lady: an ingenious device, that smelt of 
mediasvfd Courts and tickled his humour. 
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* Will slu* listen ? ’ he said gravely. 

‘She will listen; she has not to learn you admire. 
Vou admit she has helped to trim and })olish, and the 
rt‘8t. She dechu’cs you ’rc incorruptible. There’s the 
ground open. I fling no single sovereign more into that 
(]uicksand, and I want not one word further on the 
suliject. I follow you to Essleniont. Pray, go.’ 

Fleetwood pushed into the hall. A footman was 
ordered to pack and deposit Mr. Woodscer’s port¬ 
manteau at the eoach-offici*. 

‘ The principal point is to make sure we have all the 
obligations,’ (iower said. 

‘You know the principal poinl,’ said the carl. 
‘ Uelieve me.’ 

He fixced to the opening street door. I-.ord Feltrc 
stood in the framing of it—a welcome sight. I’he 
* monfistic man of fashion,’ of Gower’s phrase for him, 
entered, crooning condolences, with a stretched waxen 
hand for his friend, a poi'tial nod for nature’s wor- 
ship))er—inefficient at any serious issue of our human 
affairs, as the earl would now discover. 

Gower left the two young noblemen to their greetings. 
Happily for him, philosophy, in the present instapee, 
after a round of profundities, turned her lantern upon 
the comic as]KH;t of his errand. Considering the Coun¬ 
tess Li via, and himself, and the tyrwit, who benevo¬ 
lently and pnividentially, or sardonically, hurled them 
to their interview, the situation w’as comic, certainly, in 
the sense of its being an illumination of this life’s od^ 
developments. For thus had things come about, that 
if it were possible even to think of the lady’s con¬ 
descending, he, thanks to the fair one he would see 
before evening, ivas armed and proof against his old 
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iufatuation or any iviiewal of it. And he luul been 
taught to read through the lieatitiful twilighted woman, 
as if she were burnt paper held at the fire consuming 
her. His hopes hung elsewhert*. NevertheUnss, an in¬ 
tellectual denion-iinp very lively in his head urged him 
to s])cculate on such a contest lietween them, and weigh 
the engaging forc*es. Difliculties were perceived, the 
scornful laughter on her side wtis plainly heard; but 
his feeling of savage mastery, far from beaten down, 
swelled so as to become irritable for the trial; and when 
he was near her house he held a review of every personal 
disadvantage he could Mimnion, incited by an array 
of limping deficiencies that flattered their arrogant 
leader with ideas of the power he hml in spite of 
them. 

In fact, his emancipation from seiitiineiit inspired the 
genial mood to tease. Women, having to eneoimter a 
male adept at the weapon for the purpose, must Ik* 
either voluble or supportingly proud to keep the skin 
from shrinking: which is a commencement of the retro- 
gressitm; and that has frecpiently lK*en the beginning 
of a rout. Now tlie (’ounless Livia was a Imly of 
< 4 ueenly |M>se and the servitorial eonveniioiial speech 
likely at a push to prove beggarly. When once on a 
common platform with a man of agile tongue instigated 
by his intellectual demon to pursue itiquirics into her 
moral resources,after a ruthless exposure of the wrecked 
material, .she would have to lx*, after the various 
fashions, defiant, if she w'os to hold her own against 
pressure; and seeing, a.s .she must, the road of pi-udencc 
point to conciliation, it was calculable that she would 
take it. Hence a string of possible c\ents, astounding 
to mankind, but equally calculable, should one care to 
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give imagination headway. Gower looked signally 
Captain Abmne's ‘fiddler’ while he waited at Livia’s 
house door. A studious intimacy witli such a lady 
was rather like the exposure of the silver moon to the 
nstroMoiner’s telesco|>e. 

I'lie Dame will have nought of an interview and 
eollocjuy ni»t found mentioned in her collection of 
ballads, eoneeming a jktsoii quite secondary in Dr. 
Glossop's voluminoiiK papers. She as vehemently pro¬ 
hibits a narration of Gower Wocxlsccr s pro])osal some 
hours later, for the hand of the (\)untess of Fleetwood’s 
tmiisfixod maid Madge, bifause of the insignilicance of 
the couple; and though it was a (puiint idyll of an 
afleelion .slo\ily formed, rationally i)a.sed while seeming 
preposterous, tending to bluntly funny utterances on 
both sides. 'J’lie girl was a creature of the enthusiasms, 
ami had lifted that passion of her constitution into 
higher than the worship of slieer )>hy.sical braveiy. 
She had pitied ]\fr. (Jowxt Woodseer for his apparently 
extreme, alladl reverential, devoti<»n to her mistress. 
'J'he plainly worded terms of his asking a young woman 
of her j)osition and her rt'putation to marry him came 
on her like an instrument of dax/liiig day u|Km the 
closed eyelids of the night, recpiiring time, and her 
mistress's consent, and his fathers expri'ssed appmval^ 
ladbiv she could yield him an answer that might ap- 
jK*ar a forgetfulness of her station, her ignoriuicc, her 
damaged character. Gower protwted hiiiuself, with 
truth, a sjHitted }>anl, an ignoramus, and an outcast 
of all established classt's, as the worshipper of Nature 
cannot well avoid ladiig. 

‘But what is it you like me for, Mr. Gower?’ 
Madge longed to know, that she might see a way 
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in the strange land whera he had planted her after 
a whirl; and ho replied : ‘ I Ve thought of yoi* till I 
can say 1 love 3*011 because you Iwxve naturally every¬ 
thing 1 shoot at.' 

The vastness of the eoiiipliineut drove her to tliink 
herself empty of anything. 

He named courage, and its offspring, honesty, and 
devotedness, constancy. Her bosom rose at the M ord. 

‘ Yes, conslancy,' he repeated ; and growing girls 
have to “ turn corners,'^ as von told me onct*.' 

‘ I did ?' said she, retldening under a ineinorv, and 
aluished by* his recollection of a nioineiit she knew to 
have l>ecn weak with her, or noisy of herself. 

Madge went straightway to her mistress and relaUni 
her great event, in the* tone of a eonfessi<m of crime. 
Her mistri'ss's approbation was timidly suggested rather 
than besought. 

It came on a flood. (Wintliia's eves filled ; she ex- 
clninuHi: ‘Oh, that gocxl man !—he eliooses my Madge 
for wife. She stiid it, Heheeca said it. Mrs. AVvtlmn 
8 iiw and said Mr. WiXKlseer Io\*ed my Madge. I hear 
her .saying it Then yes, and yes, from me for Imth 
3 'our siikes, di'ar girl. He will have the faithful lest, 
he w'ill have the kindest—Oh ! and I shall know there 
can Im? a liappy marriage in England.' , 

She sumnumed Gower; she chu!i|X'd his hand, to thank 
I'.iin for appreciating her servant and sisttT, and for the 
happiness she had in hearing it; and she ga/ed at him 
and the laden brow*s of her Madge alternately, encour¬ 
aging him to rcpi*at his recital c»f his [wcuniary means, 
for the poetry of the fttet it verified, feasting on the 
sketch of a fonr-roomcHi cottage and an agricultural 
labourer's widow for crM)k and housemaid; Madge to 
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Jisten to hiH compositions of the day in the evening; 
Madge to praise him, Madge to correct his vanity. 

Love was out of the count, but Carinthia^s leaping 
sympathy decorated the baldness of the sketch and 
spied his features through the daubed mask he chose 
to wear us a member of the order of huslmnds, without 
taking it for his fun. Dry material statements pi^e- 
sented the reality she doted to think of. Moreover, 
the marriage of these two renewed her belief in true 
marriages, and their intention to unite was evidence of 
love. 

* My j<»urney to England was worth all troubles for 
the meeting Madge,’ she said. ‘1 can look with plea¬ 
sure to that day of iny meeting her lii>t—the day, it 
was then! ’ 

She slopjX'd. Madge felt the (piiveriiig upward of a 
whimpiT t<» a sob in her breast. She slipped away. 

‘ It’s a day that has come round to be repairetl, l^dy 
Eleetwood,’said Gower. ‘If you will. Will von not.^ 
He has luw! a blow'—the death of a friend, violent 
death. It luus broken him. lie w'ants a month or so 
in your mountains. 1 have thought him hard to deal 
with; he is humane. His enormou.s wealth has been 
his tempter. Madge and I w ill owe him our means of 
liveliho4>d, enough for cottagers, until I carve my way. 
His hvlings are much more indejieinleiit of his rank 
than those of most noblemen. He w ill rejx*at your kmd 
words to Madge tuid me; I am sure of it. He has had 
heavy burden.s; he is young, luudly formed yet. He 
needs a helper; 1 mean, one allied to him. You forgive 
me ^ I left him with a C’atholic lord for comforter, who 
regards my prescript of tJie study of Nature, when we’re 
in grief, as about the same as an offer of a dish of cold 
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boiled greens. Silver aud ivory image's are mui'e con¬ 
soling. Neither he nor I can otter the right thing for 
Lord Fleetwood. It will be found here. And then your 
mountains. More than 1, nearly as much ns you, he 
has a poeCs ardour for mountain land. He and Mr. 
Wythan would soon learn to underslmid <»ne another 
on that head, if not as to management of mines. 

TTie pleading was erailv, and it wits penetrative in 
the avoidance of stress. ( arinthia shook herself to feel 
moved. Tlie endeavour chilled her to a notion that 
she was but half ali\e. She let the cjueslioii approach 
her, whether C'liillon a)uld pardon Lord Fleetwood. 
She, with no idea of henignness, might speak pardon's 
woixl to him, on a late autumn evening years hence, 
})erhaps, or to his friends to-nnuTow, if he would con¬ 
siderately ket'p distant. She was upheld by the thought 
of her brother's mi»re honourable likeness to tlieir father, 
in the certainty of his refusal to speak panlon's eiiij>ty 
word or touch an offending hand, vilhout their father’s 
warrant for the injury wiped <iul; and as she hail no 
wish for that to he doiif, she could anticipate his with¬ 
holding of the word. 

For her brother at wrestle with his fallen fortunes 
was now the l>cating heart of Carinthias mind. Her 
husband was a shadow there. He did ohseure it, and 
he might annoy, he was unable to set it in motion. 
He sat there somewhat like Youth’s af)prebension of 
Death:—the dark .spot seen mistily at times through 
people’s tears, or visioned as in an ambush beyond tlie 
hills; occasionally challengcHl to stimulate recklessness; 
oftener overlooked, acknowledged for the undesired 
remote of life’s conditions, life’s evil, fatal, ill-assorted 
yokdeUow; and if it was in his fmwer to burst out 
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of his corner and be tenible to her, she could bring 
up a force uiinained and unmeasured, that being the 
blood of iier fatlier in her veins. Having done her 
utmost to guard her babe, she said her prayers; she 
stood for peaire or the struggle. 

‘Does Lord FleetwotHl speak of coining here.^'' she 
said. 

‘ To-morrow 

‘ I go to Croridge to-morrow.'' 

‘ Your ladyship returns?' 

* Yes, I return. Air. Gower, }ou hii\e tifty minutes 
before you dress for dinner.’ 

He thought only of the exceeding charity of the 
intimation; and he may be excused for his not seeing 
the feminine full answer it wils, in an imj)lied, unniedi- 
tated contrusl. He went gladly to liiid his new conu’ade, 
his fluw'CT among grus.>-blade.s, the wonderful ci'eature 
astoni.shing him and surcharging his world by setting 
her face at him, opening her breiist to him, breathing 
a young man's word oi‘ words from a woman's mouth. 
His flower among grass-blades for a head looking studi¬ 
ously down, she was his fountain of wisdom as well, 
in the assurance she gave liiin of the wisdom of his 
choice. 

But Aladge had put up the ^ prize-fighter's lass,' by 
way of dolly defence, to cover her amazed confusimi 
when the proposal of this welMiked gentleman to a 
girl such os she soundetl cliurchy. He knocked it over 
easily; it left, however, u bee at his ear and an itch 
to transfer the buzzer's attentions and tease his darling; 
for she had betrayed heiwclf as right good game* Nor 
is there Iiappier promise of life-long domestic enliven^ 
meiit for a prt^ttcMent man of l.<etterK than he has in the 
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contemplation of a prettv face showing the sensitiveness 
to the sting, wliich is not allowed to poison her temper, 
and is short of fetching tears. The dear innocent girl 
gai'c this pleasing promise; moivover, she could Ik* 
twisted to laugh at hei-self, just a little. Now, the 
young woman wlio can do that has alremly jumjKHi the 
hedge into the highroad of philosophy, and may become 
a philosopher's mate in its by-ways, where the inijiute 
discoveries are the notable treasures. 


They had tlu'ir ramble, agri.t’able to ImiIIi, despite the 
admonitorv dose administered to one of them. "I'hev 
might have been espied at a point or two frenn across 
the park-})alings; their laughter would have caught an 
outside pedcstriaifs hearing. \\'luitever the wise, Owain 
Wythan, riding down <»ff C'roridge, big with luwvs of 
her brother for the countess, dined at her tKble, and 
walking up the lane to the Ksslemont Arms on a moon¬ 
less night, to mount his horse, ])ilehed against an acU\e 
and, as it was deemed by (iower's observation of his 
eyes, a scientific fist. The design to black them finely 
wiis attrilnitabic to the dyeing accuracy of the stroke. 
A single blow had done it. Mr. Wythaii's watch and 
purse were untoucluHl; and a seamd look at the sw'ollen 
blind jHK’pers led Gower to surmise tliat they were, in 
the calculation of the striker, his own.. 


He walked next day to the lloyal Sovereign inn. 
There he came upon the earl driving his phaeton. 
Fleetwood jumped down, and Gower told of the mys¬ 
terious incident, as the chief thing he laid to tell, not 
rendering it so mysterious in his narrative style. He 
had the art of indicating darkly. 

* Incs, you mean r' Fleetw'ood cried, and he appeared 
m nauseated and per|jlcxed as he felt. W^hy should 



4-52 


THE AMAZING MARRIA(iE 


lues asstiult Mr. Wytliaii r It Impjwned that the pugi¬ 
list’s patron had, within the last fifteen minutes, driven 
post a certain thirly-acre meadow, sight of which on 
hi.s wav to (^urinthia had stirred him. lie had even 
then an idea of his old deeds dogging him to bind him, 
every one of them, the smallest. 

‘ Ihit you’ve nothing to go by,' he said. ‘ Why 
guess at this rascal mort‘ than another.' 


Gower <jiu)ted Mrs. Uundles and the ostler fi»r wit¬ 
nesses to Kit's visit yesterday to the lioyal Sovereign, 
though Kit shunned the bar of the I'ssleniont Arms, 

‘ 1 guess pretty eleaiiy, because I suspect he was 
hanging about ami saw' me and Madge tt)gether.' 

‘ (’onsolalions for failures in town r—by the way, 
you are eom))limenteil, and I don't think you deserved it. 
However, there was just tlie etiance to stop a run to pi*r- 
dilion. Ihit, Madge r Madge 1 1 'd swear to the girl! ’ 
‘ Not so bard as 1,’ said Gower, and spoke of the 
oath to come between the girl and him. 

FleetwoiHl's dive inti> the girl's eyes drew her Indbiv 
him. He checked a spirt of exelamations. 

* You fancy the brute had a crack for revenge and 
mistook bis man r ’ 

Thai's what 1 want her ladyship to know,’ said 


Gow’er. 

* How eould yon let her hear of it t ' 

‘ Nothing can he concealed from her.’ 

The earl was impressionable to the remark, in hi* 
disgust at the incident. It added a touch of a new 
kind of jK)wer to her image. 

‘She's aware of my coming 

* To-day or to-morrow/ 

They scaled the phaeton and drove. 
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‘ You undervalue IxJrd Feltrt‘. You avoid vuur ad- 
versarics,’ Flet‘two(Kl now rebuketl Ids hearer. ‘ It's an 
easy way to have the ]»ull of them in your own mind. 
You ini^ht learn from him. lie’s willing for contro¬ 
versy. Nature-worship—or ^‘ahoriginal genuflexion," he 
calls it; Anglicanism, MeihcKiism ; he stands to engage 

them. It can't he doubted, that in <!avs of trouble he 

* 

has a faith “ stout as a rock, with an oracle in it," as he 

.says ; and he's right,—“men who go int<» battle veipdiv 

a r<»ck to Kack them or a staff tti l<‘an on." You have 

your secret," N oil think; as far as I can see, it's to 

keep you from going into any form of battle.' 

"File new influence at work on the young noldeman 

was evident, if only in the language used. 

Gower answered miidiv: ‘That eaii liardlv he saiil of 

« • 

a man who's going to marry.' 

‘ Perhajis not. Lady T'leclwood is aware 't ' 

‘I^ly Fleetwood iloes me tin* honour to approve 

mv choice.' 

•> 

‘You mean, you're di-ad on to it with this girl r' 

* For a year and more.' 

‘ Fond of hi*r ?' 

‘ All my lienrt.' 

* In love !' 

‘YT^h, ill love. The ]>roof of it I'vi* asked her 
now I can .mip|)ort her a.s a cottager leaning on the 
Three Per Cents.* 

‘Well, it helps you to a human kind of talk. If 
carries out your thf*ories. I nei er disbelieved in your 
honesty. The wisdom’s another matter. Did you ever 
tell any one, that there's not an act of a man’s life lies 
dead behind him, but it is blessing or cursing him every 
step he takes i ' 
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‘fly tlmt,’ rcjoiried Gower, ‘ I can say Lord Feltre 
proves tbore's wisdom in the truisms of devoutness.’ 

He thoiin^lit ihe Catholic lord had gone a step or two 
to catch arj eel. 

Fleetwood was looking on the backward of his days^ 
beholding a inelanchcily sunset, with a grimace in it. 

‘ Lord Feltre might sh<»w you the “ leanness of 
Philosophy'”;—you would learn from hearing him 
“ an old gnawed bone for the dog that chooses to \ye no 
better than a dog.'’ ’ 

‘ 'J’he vertiginous i*oa«t haunch is recommended,’ 
Gower said. 

‘ See a higher than your own hejul, g<iod sir. But, 
hang the man! he manages to hit on the thing he 
wants.’ I^’leetwood set his face at Gower witli cutting 
heartiness. ‘ In love, you say, and Madge ; and mean 
it to be the holy business! Well, poor old Chummy 
always gave you crwlit for knowing how to play your 
game. She has given proof she’s a good girl. I don't 
see why it shouldn't end well. That attack on the 
Welshman's tlie bad lookout. Explained, if you like, 
but women's impressions .won't get explained away. 
We must di)wn on our knees or they. Her lailyship 
attentive at all to affairs of the b<»use f ' 

‘ Every day with Queeney; at intervals with la¬ 
dings,' 

‘ Excellent! You speak like a fellow* recording the 
devout obserA’anc(*s of a great dame with her minor 
and su|H*rior ecclesiastical comforters. Regular at 
church ?' 

‘ Her ladyship goes.' 

* A woman without religion, Gower Woodseer, b a 
w'ced on the water, or she's hard as nails. We shall 
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we. Generally, Modf^c and the younjitster parade the 
park at this liour. I drive round to the sttibles. Go 
in and ofler ytiur version f)f that niscally dog s triek. 
It seems the nearest we can come at. He's a sot, an<l 
drunken dogs'll do any thing. I've hiid him on my 
hands, and I've got the slain of him.' 

'rhey trotted througli I\ssli'inonl Park gjites. * I *ve 
got that place, C’alesford, on my hands, too,' the earl 
said, suddenly moved to a liking for his Kentish home. 

He and Gower were struck by a common thought of 
the extraordinary bur<lens his indulgence in impulseH 
drew upon him. Present circumstances pictured* to 
Gower the opposing weighetl and matured good reason 
for his choosing Madge, and he complimented hiinwlf 
in his pity for the carl. Ihit Fleelw'o<Ml, as he reviewed 
a lM>dy of acquaintances perfectly frci- from the wrelcheil 
run in harius<.s, thougli tiiey had tiicir tits and their 
whims, was pushed to the conciusion that fatalism 
mArkisl his particular course' through life. He could 
not hint at such an idea to the unsympathetic fellow, 
or rather, the burly antagonist to anything of the sort, 
beside him. Lord Feltre wnuhl have ululet^tood and 
appreciated it instantly. Where is aid to be had if we 
^^ave the Fates against us Feltre knew the Power, he 
said ; w'tig an example of ‘ the etKeacy^of supplicaiioiis'; 
hebacl been ‘fatally driven to find the Powder,' and liad 
found it—on the roacl to Home, of comw: not n 
delectable road for an English nobleman, except that 
the noise of another convert in pilgrimage on it would 
deal our English world a lively sinac^k, the very stroke 
that heavy body wants. But the figure of a ‘ monastic 
man of fashion' was antipathetic to the earl, and he 
flouted an English Protestant mass merely because of 
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luH Iwing highly individual, and therefore revolutionary 
for the ndnorilv. 

He east his l)itter cud aside. ‘My man should have 
arri ved. J^d v hMce tw ood at h oin c ? ’ 

Gower spoke of her having gone to Cn>ridge in the 
morning. 

‘ Has she taken the child 

' She has, yes. For the air of the heights.’ 

‘ I’or gi’cater security. I^dy Arpington praises the 
thoughtful mother. I rather exj)ected to see the 
child.’ 

''T’hey can’t he much later/ (iower supptised. 

‘ You don’t feel your long separation from “ the 
objeet. ”' 

Letting him have his cushion for pins, Gower said : 

‘ It needs all my philosophy.' 

He was pricked and probed for the next five minutes; 
not had rallying, the earl could he smart when he 
smarted. 'I’lien they ilescended the terrace to meet 
J.ady Fleetw<Mal driving her j>ony-trap. She gave a 
brief single nod to the salute of her lord, ijuite in the 
tciwn-lady’s manner, surprisingly. 


(HAPTER XT.I 

IS' WHICH TiiK I’A’rKs auk skks and a < hoick of thk 

UKFrOKS KRO>r THKM 

The home of husliand and wife was under one roof at 
lost. Fleetwood went, like one deported, to his wing 
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of the hoiLse, physicallv sensible, in the back turned to 
his wife's along the eorridor, tljat our tinlinary com¬ 
parison for the division of a wedde<i twain is correct; 
She was Arctic, and Antarctic he had to be, perforce 
of the distance she put betwet'ii them, A removal of 
either of them from lift*—or from Mlu' act of breath¬ 
ing,'as Gower Wotnlseer's contempt of the talk about 
death would call it.—was an imaginnblt' way of making 
it a wider division. Ambrose IVlallard was far enougli 

frt)m his fatal ladv now—faiiher than the IVIes 

« 

asunder. Ambrost*, if the clergy will allow him, has 
found his peace. But the road and the means he chose 
were a madman's. 

The blotting of our character, to close our troubles, 
is the final proof of our being ‘ sons of vapour,’ acctird- 
ing to Gower Woodseer's heartless terra for poor 
Ambrose anti the lt>t. lliey have their souls ; and 
above philosophy, ‘ natural ’ or unnatural, they may 
find a shelter. They can shtiw in their desperation 
that they arc made of blood, ns philosf)(»hers rather fail 
of doing. An insignilicant, brainless creature like 
Feltrc had wits, by the aid of his religion, tt> help or Ik? 
charitable to his fellows, particularly the siimcrs, in the 
crises of life, surpassing any philosopher's. 

Information of her ladyship's having inspected the 
apartments, to see to the minutest of his customary 
luxuries, cut at him all round. His valet had it from 
the footmen and maids; and their speaking of it meant 
a liking for their mistress; and that liking, added to 
her official solicitude on his lK?lmlf, touched a soft place 
in him and blew an ic}* wind ; he was frozen where he 
was wanned. Here w'os evidence of her intending the 
division to he a fixed gap. She had entered this room 
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and looked alxuit her. He was here to feel her presence 
in her absence. 

Some one or something had schooled her, too. Her 
largC'Cyed directness of ga/.e was the same as at that 
inn and in \Vale8, but her easy sedateness was novel, 
her English almost the tone of the English world : 
he gathered it, at legist, from the few remarks below 
stairs. 

His desire to be with her was the desire to escape 
the phantasm of the woman haunting to subjugatt* him 
when they were separate. He could kill illusion by 
magnifying and clawing at her visible angles and audible 
false notes; and he diil it until his rc'collections joined 
to the sight of her, when a clash of the thought of 
what she had been and the thought of wdiat she was 
had the effect of conjuring a bitter sweet image that 
was a more seductive illusion. Strange to think, this 
woman once loved the man who was not half the value 
of the man she no longer loved. He took a shot at 
cynicism, hut hit no mark. This woman protected her 
whole sex. 

Thev sat at the dinner-table alone, thanks to a liand- 
some wench’s attractions for a philosopher. Married* 
and jmrents of a lusty son, this was their first sitting 
at table together. The mouth that said ‘ I guard my 
rcxmis’ w^as not obtnKUN:l; she talked pas.singly of her 
brother, much of lAdy Arpington and of old Mri 
^Voodsecr; and, though she rcser\'ed a smile, there was 
no look of a lock on her face. She seemed pleased to. 
lie treated very courteously; she returned the stately 
politeness in exactest measure; very simply, as WelL 
Her face had now an air of homeliness, well suited to 
an English household interior. She could chat. Any; 
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pAu^ occurring, ho was the one guilty of tht*in; she 
did not allow them to l)c harrier chasms, or ‘ strids ’ for 
the leap with ctFort; she cwwschI them like the mountain 
maid over a gorge\s plank—kept her tones perfectly. 
Her Madge and Mr. (iow’er Wootlseer made a con- 
versible topic. She was ini|uisitive for amounts of 
Spanish history and tlu* land of Spain. 

They passed into the <lmwing-room. She had heard 
of the fate of the jjoor child in Wales, she said, without 
a comment. 

‘I see now, I ought to ha\e hacked your prof)Osnl,' 
he confessed, and was near on shivering. She kept 
silent, proudly or regretfully. 

Ojurn on her workbahket was a Spanish guide-hfH)k 
and a maj) attached to it. She listened to (lescriptions 
of (’adiz, Malaga, Seville, Granada. Her curiosity 
chietly for detailed accounts of ratnloiiia and the 
Pyrenees. 

‘Hardly the place for you; there's a pcr|)etuAl 
heaving of Carl ism m those mountains; your own are 
quieter for travellers,'he remarked; and for a moment 
her li})s moved to some likem^s of a smile; a dimple in 
a Howing thought. 

He marked the crmic and go of it. 

He regretted his inability to add fo h(‘r knowletlge 
of the Spanish Pyrenees. 

Books helped her at prc'sent, she said. 

Feeling acutely that hostility would have brought 
them closer thoii her uninviting civility, he spoke of 
the assault on Mr, Wythan, and Gower Woodseerb 
conjecture, and of his having long since discharged the 
TOsetfX Ines. 

To which her unreproachful answ'er, ‘ You made use 
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of those men, iny lord,’ sent a cry ringing through him, 
recalling Fe]trt*''s words, as to the grip men progressively 
are held in by their deeds done. 

‘Oh, (juite true, we change our vicMs and ways of 
life,’ he said, thinking she might set her considerations 
on other |>oints of his character. But this reflection 
was a piece of humility not yet in his particular esti¬ 
mates of his character, and he spumed it: an act of 
pride that drove his mind, for otTupation, to contem¬ 
plate hers; which speedily became an embrace of her 
character, until he wtis asking whether the woman he 
called wife atid dared not clas]) was one of those rarest, 
who can be idealized by virtue of their being known. 
For the young man embracing a character loses grasp 
of his own, is plucked out of himself and passes into 
it, to see the creature he is w'ith the other’s eves, 
and feel for the other ns a very self. Such is the 
[)rivilcge and the chastisement of the young. 

Gower Woodseer's engagement with the girl Madge 
was a happier subject for expatiation and agreement 
Her deeper tones threw a light on Gower, and where 
she saw gcKKlness he could at least belndd the natural 
philosopher practically pliilosophi/ing. 

‘ The girl shall have a dowry from me,’ he said; and 
the sum named was large. Her head bent acknowledg- 
ingly; money had small weight with her now-. His 
perception of it stripped him and lamed him. 

He w'isbed her ladyship good night. She stood up 
and performed a semi-ceremonious obesiance, neatly 
adapted to their mutual position. She had a well- 
bred mother. 

Probably she would sleep. No such expectation 
could soothe the friend, and some might be thinking 
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misleader, of Ambrose Mallard, bcfoiv he had ocular 
proof that the body lay underground. His pioinise 
was given to follow it to the grave, a grave in con¬ 
secrated earth. Ainbi-ose died of the accidental shot 
of a pocket-pistol he customarily can*k‘d loaded. Two 
intimate asMK'iati's of the dead man swore to that habit 
of his. They lied U» get him uiulisputed Christian 
burial. Aha! The earl laughed outright at Chummy 
Potts's nui>iery (pialms. Tlie ol«l fellow^ had to do it, 
and he lied like a man for the sake of Ambrose 
Mallard’s family. So much is owing to our friend. 

Can ecclesiastical casuists decide iijK)n cases of c(»n- 
sidencc aflecliiig men of the world ? 

A council .sat upon the ease the whole itight long. 
A committee of the worldly held argumentation in a 
lower chamber. 

These are nights that weaken us to below the level 
of women. A shuttle worked in FleetwocMps head. 
He defended the men of the world. J.,(jrd Feltrc 
oiled them, damned them, kindled them to a ierritic 
expiatory bhizc, and extinguishingly sidved and wafted 
aloft the released esst'iice of them. Miuiiacal for argu¬ 
ment, FleetwcKKl rejectt*d the forgiveness of sins, if 
sins they Ikj. Prove them sins, and the sulfering is 
of necessity everlasting, his insomnia logic insisted. 
Whichever side he took, his wife was against him; 
not in speech, hut iji her look. She was a dumb 
figure among the wTanglei's, clouded up to the neck. 
Her look said she knew* more of him than they knew. 

He departed next day for London, after kissing his 
child; and he would have done wisely to abstain from 
bis esliibition of the paternal. Knowing it a step to 
conciliation, he checked his impulsive warmth, under 
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the apprehension tliat the mother would lake it for a 
piece of acting to ]>ropitiat;c—and his lips pecked the 
baby's check. Its mother held arms for it immediately. 
Not without reason did his heart denounce her as a 
mere mother, witli little of a mind to see. 

I’he recent series (^f feverisldy slee[»lcss nights dis¬ 
posed him to snappish irritability or tlie thirst for 
tenderness. Gower had singular eN]>crienees of him on 
the drive Northwestward. He scarcely sjmke; he said 
once; ‘If you mean to marry, you'll be wanting to 
marry soon, of course,* and his curt mal before tlie 
reply was formulati'il a))peared to signify, the sooner 
the belter, and deliverance for lioth of us. Honest 
though he might be, soimdimeK deep and sometimes 
picturesi|ue, the philoso{>ber‘s day bad come tc» an end. 
liow' can J*hilosophy minister to i-aw' wounds, when 
we are in a raging gale of the vexations, battered to 
right and lefi;! Keligiun Inur a nourishing breast: 
l*hiloso[>by is breiustless. Ueligion condones oilences: 
Philosophy Inis no forgiieness, is an unU'uanted con¬ 
fessional :—‘ wide air to a cry in anguish,' Peltiv savs. 

All the wav to London Fleetwood endureil hi.s cum- 
* 

panion, letting him talk when he would. 

He spent the greater part of tlie night diMmssing 
human idlairs and spiritual with Lord Feltre, whose 
dialectical exhortations and insinuations were of the 
fiH.'blest, but to an isolated young man, yearning for 
the tenderness of a woman thinking but of her griev<* 
ances, the ointment brought comfort. 

* It soothed him during his march to and away fnmi 
Ambrose Mallards grave; where it seemed to hiia 
curious and oven pitiable that Chuiiiley Potts ehottld 
be so inconsolably shaken. Well, and if the prienta^ 
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have the secret of streugUieiiing the backlx)ae for 
a bend of the knee in calaniity, wliy not go to the 
priests, Chummy ? Putts" heitring ^v^s not addressed; 
nor was the chief person in the meditation affected by 
a question that merely jumped out oi‘ his perturlx'd 
interior. 

Business at Calesford kept F’leetwood hanging about 
London several days further; and Ins hativd of a platrc 
he wasted lime and money to decorale grew immeasur¬ 
able. It distorted the features of tlie beautiful woman 
for who.se pleiisure the grand entertainments t(» be held 
there hiul, stunewhere or other—when felon spectres 
were abroad o\er earth—been conceived. 

He could then return to Esslemont. Gower was told 


kindly, with intentional cohlness, that he could take a 
seat in the phaeton if he liked ; and he liked, and took 
it. Anything tt> get to that girl of his ! 

Wliatever the earfs iiiferions did, their inferior station 
was not suffered to di.scolour it for his judgement. But 
an incTea.sing antagonism to Wocxlseefs philosophy— 
which the fellow carried through with perpetual Moorings 
of satisfaction—i*aused liim to .set a hard eye on the 
damsel under the grisly spotting shadow of the sottish 


bruiser, of whom, after once touchiii^ the beast, he 
could not rub his hands clean; and he chose to consider 


winning of the prize-fighter s lass the final triumph 
or ^dag on the a|x*x of the now despised philosophy. 
Vain to ask how he had.come to \ni mixed up with the 
lot, or why the .stolidly conceited, pretentious fellow liad 
•eat here, os by right, beside him! ^Ve sow and we 
reap; ^ plant for sugar and taste the cane^ some one 
•ays—^tys Woodscer, prolmbly; he can, when it suits 
him, tickle the ears of the worldlings. And there is 
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worthier stuR' to rcineuit)cr; 2 >tuff to nourish: Feltre*s 
* wisdom of our fathers,' rightly named llcligion. 

More in tlic country, when he traversed sweep and 
rise of open land, C arinthia's image began to shine, 
and she threw some of her light on Madge, who made 
Wooilseer appear tolerable, sagacious, absurdly enviable, 
as wlien we liave the fit to wish we w'ere some four- 
foot. The fellow's philosophy wore a look of practical 
craft. He was going to the girl he liked, and she w'as, 
one could swear, an honest girl; and she was a comely 
girl, a girl to stick to a man. Her throwing over a sot 
was creditable. Her mistress loved her. That said 
much for anv mortal creature. Man or woman loved 

w 

by Curinthia could iu»t be cowarilly, ciiuld not Ik‘ vile, 
must have high (] null ties. Next to Religion, she stexxi 
for a test of us. Hail slic any strong sc*nse of Religion, 
in addition to the formal trooping to one of their 
jiallid Protestant eluirehes !" Lord Feltre might prove 
useful to her. For meivly the eom[>reliension of the 
signification of Religion steadies ns. It had done that 
for him, the esu*! owned. 

He broke a prolonged silence liy remarking to Grower; 
‘You haven't much to say to-day'; and the answer 
was: ‘Very little. AVhen I'm walking. I'm picking 
up ; luid when I 'in driving 1 'in putting to- 
ge tiler.' 

Gower was rallied on the pursuit of the pensdUal 
object in both cases. He {Kiintcii at sheep, shepherd, 
fanner, over the hedge, all similarly occupied; and 
admitted shamelessly, that he had not a thought for 
company, scarce a w ord to Ring. ‘ Ideas in gestation 
are the dullest matter you can have.’ 

‘There I quite agree with you,' said Fleetwood. 
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Abrane, Chuminy Poti.s, Brailstone, little Corby, were 
brighter comrailes. Aiid these wei% his Ixionides! 
Hitherto his carving of a way in the world had been 
sufHcienily ill-considered. AVas it preferable to be a 
loutish philosopher.^ Since the death of Ambrose 
Mallard, he felt Womlseor's title ft»r that crew grind 
harshly; and he tried to provoke a repetition of it, 
that he might burst out in wnithful deftauv of his 
friends—to be named friend** when they were* vililied: 
defence <»f poor Ambrose at least, the sinner who, or 
one ns bml, might have renehed to pardon thnaigh the 
priesthood, (iower offeivd him no chance. 

Entering Esslemont air, Fleetwood to'ised his black 
mood to the winds. She breathed it. She was a moun¬ 
tain girl, and found it hard to forgive our lowlands. 
She w’ould learn tolerance, taking h<'r Hights at seasons. 
The yacht, if die is anything of a senior, may give her a 
taste of England's plcnsurt^s. She will have a spmal 
allowance for distribution among «>ld Mr. AVoodsecr's 
people. As to the rest, of the Countess of Flin'twocMl's 
wishes, her family ranks with h(*r husband's in claims 
of Riiv kind on him. I'liere would Ik*— she wotdd 

ft' 

require nml had a right t<i demand—say, a warm half- 
hour of ex[ilanations: he knew the lone for them, and 
80 little did he revolve it appivhensively, that his mind 
sprang Wyond, to the hearing from her mouth of her not 
intending further to ^ guard her rooms.' How (piietly 
the w'ords were spoken ! 'niere mis a charm in the 
retrospect of her mouth and manner. One of the rare 
women who never pout or aUitiidinize, she could fling 
her glove gracefully—one might n<ld, ca[itiiringly: 
under every a.spect, slie wn» a handsome liciligercnt. 
The words he had to comliat pleased his mernor}'. Some 

2g 
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f^ood friend, I^dv iVrping^ttni probably, had infttmeted 
her in the art of dressing to match, her colour. 

Concerning himself, he made no stipulation, but he 
reflected on Ix>rd Feltre’s likely estimate of her os a bit 
of a hi*atheii. And it might be to her advantage, were 
she and Feltre to have some conversations. ^\Tiatever 
the faith, a faith should exist, for v*ith(»iit the sentiment 
of ndigion, a woman, he says, is where she was when 
she left the gates of Kden. A man is not much farther. 
Feltre might, have saved vVmbrose Mallard. He is, how¬ 
ever, right ill saying, that the woman with the sentiment 
of religion in her hostini is a box of holy incense distin¬ 
guishing her from all other wonu'n. Kinpty of it, she 
is devilN bait. At be.'.t, she is a erealiire who cannot 
overlook an injury, or must he exacting God knows what 
humiliations before she signs the treaty. 

Informed at the house that her lailyship had been 
staying up on (Voridge for the lust two days,Fleetwood 
sent his hardest shot of the eyes at Gower. Let her lie 
absent: it was efjiinl to the first move of war, and 
absolved him from eonlemplated })r«)posais to make 
amends. But the enforced .solilary companionship with 
this ruminalor of a fellow set him asking whether the 
godless dog he had picked up by the wayside was not 
incarnate another of the sins he had to expiate. Day 
after day, almost hourly, some new stroke fell on him. 
Why? W as he scltH'lod for persecution because he was 
wealthy ? I'hc Fates were driving him in one direction, 
no doubt of that. 

This fiirtbor black mood evaporated, and like a cessa¬ 
tion of English stonn-weather liequcathed him gloom. 
Ashamed of the mood, he wa.s nevertheless directed by 
its final shadows to see the ruminating tramp in Gower, 
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and in Madge the prize-fightcr ’9 jilt: and round about 
Esslemont a world eyeing an Earl of Fleetwood, who 
painted himself the man ho was, or was hehl to Ijc, by 
getting together such a eolleetioii, from the daughter of 
the Old Buccaneer to the ghastly coqise of Ambrose 
Mallard, ^^^ly, clearly, wealth was the sole origin and 
agent of the mischief. With somewhat less of it, he 
might have walked in his jilnet* among tlu' nation‘'s 
elect, the ‘ herd of the gilt horns,' untroubled by 
ambitions and ideas. 

Arriving thus far. he chanced to Is^iold (lower and 
Madge walking over the grounds near the western plan¬ 
tation, and he regrettwl tlie disappearance of them, with 
the fellow talking hard into the girl's ear, 'rhose two 
C!Ould think he liatl been of some use. 'Fhe man pre¬ 
tending to philosophical <lepth was at. any rale honest; 
one could swear to the honesty of the girl, tluiugh she 
had been a reckless liussy. Their hmnble little hopes and 
means to come to union approachwl, ntter a fashion, 
hymning at his ears. Those two were pleasanter to 
look on than amorous lords and great ladies, who are 
interesting only when they are wicked. 

Four days of desolate wanderings over the estate 
were occupied chiefly in his decreeing the fall of timlK*r 
that obstructed views, and was the more imperatively 
doomed for his bailifTs intercession. * Sound wood ’ 
the trees might be : they had to assist in defraying the 
expense of separate estahlishments. A messenger to 
Queeney from Croridge then annoiiiu*ed the Countess's 
return ‘ for a couple of hours.’ Queeney said it was the 
day when her ladyship examined the weekly bills of 
the household. That was in the early morning. The 
post brought my lord a letter from Countess Livia, a 
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most infrequent writer. She had his w^ord to pay her 
debts; what next was she for asking ? He shrugged, 
opened the letter, and stared at the half doxen lines, 
llie signification of them rapped on his consciousness of 
another heavy blow before lie was perfectly intelligent. 

All possible anticipation seemed here outdone: inso¬ 
much that he held palpable evidence of the Fates at 
work to harass and drive him. .She was married to the 
young Karl of (Cresset t! 

Fleetwood printed tin* lines on his eyeballs. They 
were the politely flowing feminine of a statement of the 
fact, which might have Invn in one line. They flour¬ 
ished wantonlv : they were deadly blunt. And of all 
men, this youngster, who struck at him through her 
li[»s with the n-proach, that he had sped the good- 
hatking little beast upon his road to ruin:—[lerliaps 
to Ambmse Mallard's end ! 


( HAPTKU XI.II 

Tin*; IIKTARDKIV COmTSIUI* 

C’aiun'tuia reached Ksshmiont near noon. She came 
on foot, and had come unaccompanied, stick in hand, 
her di-ess looped for the roads. Madge bustled her 
.shorter steps up the park Ix'side her; Fleetwood met 
her on the ternice. 

‘No one can be sjiared at (’roridge,' she said. *I 
go back before dark.’ Apology was not thought of; 
she set'med wound to the pitch. 

He boweti; he led into the morning-room, ‘The 
boy is at Croridge ? ‘ 
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* With me. He has liis nurse. Mad^e was at home 
here more tlian tliere.' 

‘Why do you Iwu’k r’‘ 

* I am of use to my brotlier.' 

‘ Forgive me—m what way 'f ' 

‘ He has enemies about liim. Thev are the workmen 

k 

of Lord lA'vellier. 'I'liey attfu ki'd Lekkatls the other 

night, and my unele fired at them out of a window 

aiid wounded a nmu. Tliev have sworn they will be 

• ■ 

revengeti. Mr. Wylhaii is with my bntlher to protect 
him.' 

‘Two men, v(*rv well; they tlon't w.'int, il’ there's 
danger, a woman's aid in proteeliiig him r ' 

She smiled, and her .smile was like the hint of the 
steed blmlc an ineli out of sheath. 

* My brother does not count me a weak woman.'' 

■r 

‘Oh lu)' No one would think that,' Fitrlwood said 
hurriedly and heartily. ‘ IaiisI of all men. I, ( ariiilhia. 
But v<»u might be rash.' 

‘My brother knows me cautious.' 

‘(fiillon.-' 


‘ It is niv brother's name,* 

« 

‘You Used to call him ])v his name.* 

‘ I love his name.' 

‘ Ah, well ! I may he pardoned for wi.shing to hear 
what part you play theiv.’ 

‘I go the rounds with my brother.* 

‘ Armed r ' 

‘ We can'y arms.' 

‘Queer .sight to Hve in England. But there are 
rascals in this ccnnitry, too.' 

She was guilty of saying, though not pointedly: 
‘ We do not hire defenders.' 
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^ In civilized lands ^ he began and stopped. 

‘ You have Mr. Wythan f*’ 

* Yes, we arc three.’ 

* You call him, I think, Owaiu 
‘ I do.’ 

‘In your brother’s hearing ?' 

‘ Yes, iny lord; it would be in your hearing if you 
were near.’ 

‘ No harm, no doubt.’ 

‘ There is none.’ 

* But you will not call your brother Chillon to me.’ 

* You dislike the name.’ 

*I learn to like everything you (h) and say; and 
every person you like.’ 

‘It is by Mr. Wylhan's dead wife’s recpiest that I 
call him by hi.s name, lie is our friend, lie is a man 
to tru.st.’ 

‘The situation , . . ' Fleetwood hung swaying 
between tlie worldly view of it and the white light of 
this woman’s nature Hashed on his emotion into his 
mind. ‘You shall be trusted for judging. If he is 
your friend, he is niy friend. I have missed the sight 
of our boy. You heard I was at E.ssleuiont 

‘ 1 heard fix»m Madge.' 

‘ It is positive you must n?tum to Croridge r’ 

* I must be with mv brother, yes.' 

‘ Your ladyship will permit me to conduct you.* 

Her head ivssented. Theix* was nothing to compiaili 
of, but he had not gained a step. 

The rule is, that w*hen we have yielded initiative to ^ 
a woman, we are unable' to recover it without undvil 
bluster. So, therefore, women dealing with gentkmeii 
arc allowed unreasonable advantages. He had 
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granted it in cidloquy or aet to M\y wonuui but this 
one. Consequently, he wiw to see, that if the geiitle- 
'itmn in him was not put iisidi‘, tlie lady would eontiinie 
moving on lines of the independence he had likewise 
yielded, or rather Hung, to her. l-niess, as a result, he 
besieged and woihhI his \\ife, hi> wife wouUl hold cm a 
course inclining constantly farther from the union he 
desired. Yet how could he bc*gin to woo her if he saw 
no spark of womanly tendc‘na\ss lie askeil hiiiisclf, 
becaii.se the beginning of the wooing might ne cbeekcal 
by,the call on him for words of repentance only just 
possible to conceive. Ttnagine them uttered, and she 
has the initiative for life. 


She would not have it, eerlainlv, with a downright 
brute. Hut he was nut that. In an extremity c)f 
bitterness, lie fished up a drow iaal old thought, of ail 
his torments being due to the impulsive lialf-hrute lie 
was. And ladween the good and the had in him, the 
sole {mint of strength was a pride likely, as the sinooih 
simplicity of her indifleivnce .sliowed him, soon to he 
going down prostrate h<*m‘ath lier feet. Wholly a 
brute^—well r He had to say, that playing the per* 
feet brute with any other woman he would have his 
mastery. The .summoning of an idea of personal power 
to match this woman in a coiite.st wa^aii eilort exhaust¬ 


ing the idea. 

ITiey |>assed <»ut of i‘!lH.slcni(Jut gate.s tc»getliei* at that 
hour of the late afternoon when Southwe-sterly breezes, 
after a summer gale, drive their huge w hite flocks over 
blue fields fresh as morning, on the march to pile the 
crown of the s{>here, and end a troubled day with 
grandeur. Up the lane by the park they liad open 
land to the heights of Croridge. 
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‘ Splendid clouds/ Fleetwood remarked. 

She looked u]>, thinking of the happy long day's 
walk with her brother to the Styrian Baths. Pleasure 
ill the sight made her face shine superbly. ‘ A flying 
Swiizai'land, Mr. Wo(Klscer says/ she replied. ‘ England 
is beautiful on days like these. For walking, I think 
the English climate very good.’ 

He dropped a murmur: ^It should suit so good a 
walker/ and burned to compliment her spirited easy 
stepping, and scorned himself for the sycophancy it 
would be before they were on the common ground of a 
restored understanding. But an approval of any of 
her acts threatened him with enthusiasm for the whole 
of them, her person includeil; and a dam in his breast 
had to keef) back the Hood. 

‘ You (pjote WoodstHjr to me, Carinthia. 1 wish you 
knew Lord Feltre. Ho can tell you of every cathedral, 
convent, and moiuistery in Eurojie and Syria. Nature 
is well enough ; she is, as lie says, a savage. Men’s 
works, acting under divine direction to escajie from 
that tangle, are better worthy of study, perhaps. If 
one has done wrong, for example.' 

‘ 1 could listen to him/ she stiid. 

‘ You would not need—except, yes, one thing. Your 
father's book speaks of not forgiving an injury.’ 

‘ My father does. He thinks it weakness to forgive 
an injury. AYomen do, and arc disgraced, they are 
thought slavish. My brother is much stronger than 1 
am. He is my father alive in that.' 

* It is anti-Christian, some would think.’ 

*Let offending people go. He w'ould not punish 
them. They may go where they will be forgiven. For 
them our religion is a happy retreat; we ore glad 
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they have it. My father and my brother stiy that 
injury forbids us to be friends again. My father was 
injur^ by the English Admiralty: he never forgave 
it; but he would have fought one of their ships and 
offered his blood any day, if his country called to 
battle.’ 

‘You have the same feeling, you nicnii.'’ 

‘I am a woman. I follow niv brother, whatever he 
decides. It is not to say he is the enemy of persons 
offending him ; only that they have put the division.’ 

‘ They rejanit 't ’ 

‘ If they do, they do well for themselves/ 

‘ You would see them in sackcloth and ashes?’ 

* I would pray to be spared seeing them.’ 

‘ You can entirely forget — well, other moments, 
other feelings ? ’ 

‘They may heighten the injury.’ 

‘ Carinthia, I should wish to speak plainly, if 1 could, 
and tell you . . .’ 

‘ You speak quite ])hiinly, my lord.’ 

‘ You and I cannot lie strangers or enemies.’ 

‘ We cannot be, I would not be. Tt» be friends, we 
should be separate.’ 

‘ You say you are a woman; you have a heart, 
then ?—for, if not, what have you ? ’ was added in the 
tone. 

‘ My heart is my brother's,’ she said. 

* All your heart i ’ 

‘ My heart is my brother's until one of us drops.’ 

‘ There is not another on earth beside your brother 
Chillon ? ’ 

‘ There is my child.’ 

The dwarf square tower of Croridge village diurch 
fronted them against the sky, seen of both. 
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. ‘ You remember it,’ he said; and slic answered: 
‘ I was married there.’ 

‘ You have not foro*otten that injury, Cariiithia?' 

* I am a mother.’ 

‘ Hy all the saints ! you hit hard. Justly. Not yon. 
Our deeds arc the hard hitters. We learn when they 
be^in to flagellate, stroke ujM)n stroke! Suppose we 
hold a costly thing in the hand and dash it to the 
ground—no recovery of it, none ! That must be what 
your father meant. I can’t regret you ai’e a mother. 
We have a son, a bond. How can I de.scribe the man 
I was!’ he inultered,—‘ |>ossessed ! sort of werewolf! 
You are my wife?’ 

* I wa.s nmrrie<l to you, my lord.* 

* It’s a lie of a kind.’ 

‘ It binds me.’ 

* Obey, you said.’ 

* Obey it. I do.' 

‘ You consiiler it holy ?* 

‘ -My father and my mother spoke to me of the 
marriuijc-tie. 1 read the service before I stood at the 
altar. It holy. It drtwUul. I will Ik* true to it. 

‘ To your husband ? ’ 

‘ To his name, to his honour.’ 

‘ To the vow to live with him ?' 

* My husband broke tlmt for me.’ 

‘ Carinthia, if he bids you, begs you to miew it ? 
God knows w'hat you may save me from ! ’ 

‘ Pray to God. Do not beg of me, my lord. I have 
my brother and my little sou. No more of husband for 
me! God lias given me a friend, too,—a man of 
humble heart, my brother’s friend, my dear Rebeci»% 
husband. He can take them from me: no one bat Gbdv- 
See the splendid sky w'e liave.’ ^ 
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With those words she barred the gates on him; at 
the same time she bestowed the frank look of an amiable 
face brilliant in the lively red of her exercise, in its 
bent-bow curve along the forehcail, out of the line of 
beauty, touching, as her voice was, to make an under¬ 
tone of anguish swell an ecstasy. So he felt it, for liLs 
mood w'as now the lover's. A torture smote him, to 
find himself transported by that voice at his ear 
to the scene of the young bride in thirty-iicrc 
meadow. 

‘ I propo.se to call on Captain Kirby-LevelHer to¬ 
morrow, Carinthia,' he said. “ The name of his house' 

‘ My brother is not now any more in the English 
army,’ she replied. ‘ He has hired a furnisht^d house 
named Stoneridge.’ 

‘ He will rcccivc me, I presume ’t ’ 

‘ My br(»ther is a courteous gentleman, my lord.’ 

‘ Here is the church, and here we have to part for 
to-day. Do we’ 

‘ Good-bye to you, my lord,’ .she said. 

He took her hand and drop])ed the dead thing, 

‘Your idea is, to return to Esslemont some day or 
other ?’ 

‘ For the present,' was her strange answer. 

She bowed, she stepped on. On fihe s{)ed, leaving 
him at the stammered beginning of his appeal to her. 

Their parting by the graveyard of the church that 
had united them was what tlie world would class as 
curious. To him it was a further and a well-marked 
stroke of the fatality pui'suing him. He sauntered 
by the graveyard wall until her figure slipped out 
of sight. It went like a puffed candle, and still it 
haunted the comer where lost seen. Her vanishing 
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seemed to say, that less of her belonged to him than 
the phantom his eyes retained behind them some¬ 
where. 

There was in his pocket a memento of Ambrose Mal¬ 
lard, that the family had given him at his request. 
He felt the lump. It had an answer for all perplex¬ 
ities. It had been charged and emptied since it was 
in his possession; and it could be charged again. 
The thing was a volume as big as the world to study. 
For the touch of a linger, one could have its entirely 
satisfying contents, and Hy and be a raven of that 
night wherein poor Ambrose wandci’s lost, but cured 
of human wounds. 

He leaned on the churchyurd wall, having the graves 
to the front of eyes bent inward. They were Frotes- 
tant graves, not so imj)re.ssive to him as the wreathed 
and gilt of those under dedication to Feltrc's Madonna. 
But whatever they were, they had ceased to nurse 
an injury or feel the pain for having inflicted it. Their 
wrinkles had gone from them, whether of anger or 
suffering. Ambrose Mallard lay as peaceful in conse¬ 
crated ground: and Chumley Fotts would be unlikely 
to think that the helping to lay Ambrose in his quiet 
lost home would cost him a roasting until priestly 
intercession availed. So Chummy continues a Protes¬ 
tant ; dull consciences can ! But *this is incompre¬ 
hensible, that she, nursing her injiiry, should be jx»r- 
fectly ciril. She is a woman without emotion. She 
is a woman full of emotion, one man knows. She ties 
him to her, to make him feel the lash of his remorse. 
He feels it because of her casting him from her—and 
so civilly. If this were a Catholic church, one might 
go in and give the stained soul free way to get a cleans- 
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iiig. As it is, here are the graves; tlie dead every¬ 
where have their sanctity, even the heatlien. . 

Fleetwiwd read the name of the family of Meek on 
several boards at the liead of the graves. Jonathan 
Meek died at the age of ninety-five. A female Meek 
had eighty-nine years in this life. E/ra Meek gave 
up the ghost prematurely, with a couplet, at eighty- 
one. A healthy spot, Croridge, or there were virtues 
in the Meek family, he reflected, and had a shudder 
that he did not trace t<» its cause, bevond an acknow- 
ledgment of a desire for the warm smell of incense. 


CHAF»TER XLIII 

0\ Tm: KOAI) TO TUK ACT OF PENANCK 

His customary WTCstle with the night drove Ijord 
Fleetw’ood in the stillness of the hour after matins from 
his hated empty Esslemont up again to the village of 
the long-lived people, enjoying the moist earthiness of 
the air off the ironstone. Tie rode fasting, a good pre¬ 
paratory state for the simple pleasures, which arc vir¬ 
tually the Great Nourisher s teats to her young. The 
earl was relieved of his dejection by a sudden filling of 
his nostrils. Fat Esslemont underneath had no such 
air. Except on the mornings of his walk over the 
Salzkammergut and Black Forest regions, he had never 
consciously drawn that deep breath of the satisfied 
rapture, charging the whole breast with thankfulness. 
Huntsmen would know it, if the chase were not urgent 
to pull them at the tail of the running beast. Once or 
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twice on Ixuird his yacht he might have known some¬ 
thing like it, blit the salt sea-breeze could not be 
disconnected from his companion I^rd Feltre, and a 
thought of rVltre swung vapour of incense all about him* 
Breathing this air of tlie young sun’s kiss of earth, his 
invigoration repelled the seductions of the burnt Oriental 
gums. 

Besides, as he had told his friend, it was the sincerity 
of the Catholic religion, not the seductiveness, that won 
him to a form of homage—the bend of the head of a 
foivign observer at a midnight mass. Asceticism, though 
it may not justify error, is a truth in itself, it is the 
essence extracted of the scourge, flesh vanquished ; and 
• it stands apart from controversy. TTiose monks of the 
forested mountain heights, rambling for their herbs, 
know the blessedness to he found in mere breathing; a 
neighbour readiness to yield the breath inspires it the 
more. For when we do not dread our end, the sense of. 
a free existence comes back to us: we have the prized 
gift to infancy under the piloting of manhood. But 
before we taste that happiness we must perfonn our 
pcnancc; ‘ No living happiness can be for the unclean,' 
as the holy father preached to his flock of the monasteiy 
dispersing at matins. 

Ay, but penance? penance? Is tlicre not such a 
thing as the doing of penance out of the Church, in the 
manly fashion? So to regain the right to be numbered 
among the captains of the world’s fighting men, incon* 
testably the best of comrades, whether or no they led 
away on a cataract leap at the gates of life. Boldly to 
say we did a wrong will clear our sky for a few 
shattering peals. 

'The penitential act means, youth put behind us, and . 
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\a steady course ahead. But, for the keejung of a sternly 
course, men made of blood in the walks of the world 
must l>e steadied. Say it plainly—mated, 'riiorc is 
the humiliating ])oint of our human condition, VVe 
must have beside us and close bi‘side us the woman we 
have learned to respect; supposing ourselves lucky 
enough to have A)und her;—‘that retpiircd other scale 
of the human balance,’ ns Woodseer calls her now he 
has got her, wiser than lord Feltre in r(‘fcrent^e to men 
and women. \\"e cet no balance wilhfuit her. That is 
apparently the positive law ; and hy reason of incai's 
wretched enslavement, il is the danee to dissolution 
when wc have not honourahle union with women. 
Feltre’s view of women sees the devilish or the 
angelical; and to most men women are knaves or 
ninnies. Hence do we behold rascals or imbeciles in 
the offspring of most men. 

He embraced the respected woman's character, with 
the usual effect:—to see x^itli her sight; and she 
lieheld a speckled creature of the intermit.tent whims 
and moods and s])itcs; the universal Patron, whose 
ambition to be leader of his world made him handle 
foul brutes—corrupt and cause their damnation, they 
retort, with curses, in their pangs. She was expected 
to pardon the husband, who had not .abstained from 
his revenge on her for keeping him to the pledge of his 
word. And what a revenge !—In* had ffiing the w'orld 
at her. She is consequently to be the young bride 
W'as on the memorable morning of the drive off* these 
heights of Croridge down to thirty-acre meadow! It 
must be a saint to forgive such offences; and she is 
not one, she is deliciously not one, neither a Genevi^'e 
nor a Griseldo. He handed her the rod to chastise him. 
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Her exchange of Christian names iiith the Welshman 
would not do it; she was too transparently sisterly, 
provincially simple; she was, in fac*-t, respected. Any 
whipping frt)m her was child's play to him, on whom, 
if he was to be made to suffer, the vision of the intense 
felicity of austercst asceticism brought the sensation 
as bracingly as the Boreal moiming animates men of 
high blood in ice regions. She could but gently sting, 
e\’en if vindictive. 

Along the heights, outside the village, some way 
lielow a turn of the road to Lekkatts, a gentleman 
waved hand. The earl saluted with his whip, and 
waited for liim. 

‘ Nothing wrong, Mr. Wythnn r' 

‘ Nothing to fear, my lord,' 

‘ I get a trifle uneasy.' 

‘ The countess will not leave her brother.' 

A glow of his countess's friendliness for this open- 
faced, prompt-speaking, good fellow of the faintly inky 
eyelids, and possibly sheepish inclinations, melted Fleet- 
wood. Our downright repentance of misconduct toward 
a woman binds us at least to the tolerant recognition 
of what poor scraps of consolement she may have picked 
up between then and now—when we can stretch fist 
in flame to defy it on the oath of her being a woman of 
honour. 

The earl alighted and said: * Her brother, I suspect, 
is the key of the position.' 

‘He's worth it—she loves her brother,' said Mr. 
Wythan, betraying a feature of his quick race, with 
whom the reflection upon a statement is its lightning 
in advance. 

Gratified by the instant apprehension of his meaning, 
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Fleetwoixl interpreted the Welshman’s. ‘ I have to see 
the brother worthy of her love. Can yon tell me the 
hour likely to be convenient ?' 

Mr. Wythan thought an aj>])oiritinent unnecessary : 
which conveyed the suflicient assurance of audience 
granted. 

‘ You know her brother well, Mr. Wythnn 

‘Know him as if I had known him for years. They 
both come to the mind as faith comes—no saying how ; 
one swears by them.’ 

Fleetwood eyed the Welsh gentleman, with an idea, 
that he might readily do the same by him. 

^fr. Wylhan's (pjarters were at the small village inn, 
whither he was on his way to breakfast. The earl 
slipped an arm through the bridle reins and walkeil 
beside him, listening to an account of the situation at 
Ijckkatts. It was that extraordinary complication of 
moves and checks which ])rest'iits in the main a knot, for 
the powers above to cut. A miserly old lord withholds 
arrcai*8 of wages; his workmen strike at a critical 
moment; his nephew, iii(»ved by common humanity, 
draws upon crippled resources to supply their extrerncr 
needs, though they are ruining his interests. They 
made one night a demonstration of the terrorizing sort 
round Lekkatts, to give him a choru.s; and the old lord 
fired at them out of window and wounded a man. For 
that they vowed vengeance. All the new gunpowder 
milled in Surrey was, for some purpose of his own, 
stored by Lord LevelJier on the alder island of the 
pond near his workshops, a (|unrter of a mile below the 
house. They refused, whatever their object, to let a 
pound of it be moved, at a time when at last the 
Government hod undertaken to submit it to experi- 
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merits. And there they stood on ground too strong for 
‘ the Captain,' ns they called him, to force, because of 
the quantity stf»red at Lekkatts lieing largely beyon^ 
the aiTKiunt under cover of I^ord Levelliers licence. 
I'hc old lord was very ill, and he declined to see a 
doctor, but obstinately kc‘pt from dying. His nephew 
had to guard him, and at the same time sup))o]*t an 
enemy having just cause of complaint, lliis, how¬ 
ever, his narrow means would not much longer permit 
him to do. llie alternative was then offered him of 
either siding arbitrarily against the men and his con¬ 
science or of taking n course ‘ imprudent on the part of 

])rcsumptive heir,' oMr. Wythan said hurriedly at the 
little inn's doorstejxs. 

‘You make* one <»f his lordship's guard.'*' said 
Fleetwo()d. 

‘ llie countess, her brother, and I, yes.' 

‘ Danger at all ? ’ 

‘ Not so much to fear while tin* countess is with us.' 

‘ Fear is not a word for Carinthia.' 

Her name on the earl's lips drew a keen shot of the 
eve from Mr, ^Vythan, and he read the signification of 
the spoken name. ‘You know what every Cambrian 
living thinks of her, my lord.’ 

‘ She sliall not have one friend the less for me.' 

Fleetw'ood's hand was out for a good-bye, and the 
hand was grasped by one who looked happy in doing it. 
He understood and trusted the man after tliat, wanned 
in thinking how politic his impulses could be. 

His intention of riding up to Croridge at noon to 
request his interview with Mr. Kirby-Levellier was then 
stated. 

‘ The key of the position, as you said,' Mr. Wythan 
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remarked, not proffering an opinion of it more than was 
expressed by a hearty, rosy countenance, that had to 
win its way with the earl before excuse was found fc»r 
the venturesome repetition of his phrase. 

Cantering l>ack to that home of the loves of Gower 
Woodsecr and Madge Winch, the thought of his first 
act of penanct' done, without his fcelijig tlie jjoorer for 
it, reconciled Flec'twood to the aspect of the hollow 
place, ^ 

He could not stay InMiealh the roof. Ilis task of 
breakfasting clone, he was off before the morning's 
delivery of lettei*s, riding round the country under 
Croridge, soon up there again. And Henrietta might 
be at home, he was reminded by hearing band-music as 
he followed the directions to tlie house named Stone- 
ridge. The band consisted of eight wind instruments; 
they played astonishingly well for itinerant niusicians. 
By curious chance, they were playing a selection from 
the Pirata; presently he Ijcard the notes to ‘ mm 
tradiio amor," They had hit upon Henrietta's favourite 
piece! 

At the close of it he dismounted, flung the reins t(» 
his groom, and, addressing a compliment to the leader, 
was deferentially saluted with a * my lord.' Henrietta 
stood at the wdndow, a servant held tlie door open for 
him to enter; he went in, and the beautiful young 
wcmian welcomed him: ‘ Oh, my dear lord, you have 
^ven me such true delight! How very generous of 
you!' He protested ignorance. She hod seen him speak 
to the conductor and receive the patron's homage; and 
who but be knew her adored of operas, or would have 
had the benevolent impulse to think of solacing her 
exile from music in the manner so sure of her taste I 
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She was at her loveliest: her features were one sweet 
bloom, as of the sunny flower garden ; and, touched to 
the heart I)y the music and the kindness, she looked the 
look that kisses; innocently, he felt, feeling himself on 
the same good ground while he could own he admired 
the honey creature, much as an amateur may admire 
one of the pictures belonging to the nation. 

‘ And you have come f . . she siiid. ‘ AVe are to 
believe in happy endings 'f' 

He shrugged, as the modest man should, who says: 
" If it depends on me ’; but the words were firmly 
spoken and could be credited. 

‘Jaiiey is with her brotluT down at lx.*kkatts. 
T'liings are at a deadlock. A sjnee of danger, enough 
to relieve the dulness; and where there is danger 
Janey's at home.' Henrietta mimicked her Janey. 
* I’arades with her brother at night; old military cap 
on her head ; firearms primed; sings her Austrian 
mountain songs or the Light ("avalrv call, till it rings 
all day in my ears—she has a thrilling contralto. You 
are not to think her wild, my lord. She's for tulventure 
or domesticity, “ whichever the Fatt*s decree." She 
really is coming to the perfect tone.' 

* Speak of her,' said the earl. ‘ She can't yet over¬ 
look 

‘ It's in the family. She will overlook anything her 
brother excuses.' 

‘ I 'in here to see him.' 

‘ I heard it from jVIr. ^Vythan.' 

‘ “ Owain," I believe ?' 

Heunetta sketched apologies, with a sidled head, soft 
pout, w'avy hand. * He belongs to the order of primitive 
people. His w ife—^the some patteni, one supposes*^ 
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pledged them to their Christian names. The man is 
a simpleton, but a gentleman; and Joney holds his 
dying wife's wisli sacred. We are all indebted to 
him.' 


* Whatever she thinks right!' siiid Fh*etwood. 

The fair young woinairs warm nature flew out U» 
him on a sparkle of grateful tenderness in return ftn* 
his magnaniinitv, oblivious of the inflamer it was : and 
her heart thanked him more \\arinly, without the 
perilous show of emotion, when slie found hei’self 


secure. 

She was beautiful, she was tem})ting, and probably 
the weakest of players in the ancient game of two; and 
clearly she was not liisposed to the <iutlaw game; was 
only a rivalure of ardour. 'That he eoidd see, seeing 
the misinteipretation a fellow like Drailstoiie would put 
upon a temporary flush of the feminine, and the advan¬ 
tage he would take of it, |K'rhaps not unsuceessfiilly— 
the dog! He committed the absurdity of casting a 
mental impreeatitm at the cunning tricksters of emo¬ 
tional women, and veiled at himself in the worn old 
surplice of the converted rake. Ihit letting his mind 
run this way, the tradito amor of the band outside the 
lady's window was instantly traced to l^ird Hrailstonc ; 
so coiivietingly, that he now became ’a very coimst?! for 
an' injured husband in denunciation of the seductive 
compliment. 

Henrietta ])repan*d to conduct him to lA^kkatts; her 
bonnet was brought. She drew fortJi a letter from a 
silken work-bag, and raise<l it,—Livia's handwTiting. 
‘IVe WTittcn my opinion,' he said. 

‘ No too severe, pray.' 

* Posted.' 
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‘ Livia wanted a protector/ 

‘ And chose —m hat on earth are you saying!' 

IJvia and iicr boyish lord were abandoned on the 
s|K>t, though Henrietta could have afHrined stoutly that 
there was imicli to be pleaded, if a female advocate dared 
it, fuid a nmii would but hear. 

His fingers were at the leaves of a Spanisli dictionary. 

‘Oh ves, and here we have a book of Travels in 
Spain,' she stiid. * Everything Spanish for Jancy now. 
You are aware 't —no ?' 

He was unaware and desired to be ti>ld. 

‘ Janey'.s latest idea ; only she would have conceived 
the notion. You solve our puxzle, niy lord.' 

She renewed the thanks she persisted in ofiering for 
the iiiilitary niusie now just ceasing: vexatioiisly, con¬ 
sidering that it was Imd policy for him to lx.* iininasking 
llrailstone to htT. At the sjum* time, the blindness 
which rendert'il her unconscious of Brailstone's hand 
in sending meinlx!’s of a military band to play selections 
fmm the favourite opera they had jointly dnink of to 
ecstasy, was creditable ; touching when one thought of 
the jHii’suer s many devices, not omitting some treason 
tm the part of her pivsent friend. 

‘ Tell me—I solve ?' he said. 

Henrietta spied the donkey-basket Ix^aring the two 
little ones. 

‘ Yes, I hope so—on our w ay down,’ she mode answer. 

‘ I want you to see the pair of love-birds in a nest,’ 

The boy anti girl wcix’ seen lying side by side, both 
fast asleep; fair-haired girl, dark-haired boy, faced to 
one another. 

‘Temper?’ said Fleetwood, when he had taken oh*! 
servatiou of them. ^ 
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‘ Very iiupcrious—Mr. Boy ! ’ she replied, straighten* 
ing her back under a pretty frown, to convey the humour 
of the infant tyrant. 

The father's mind ran swiftly on a coinjiarison t)f the 


destinies of the two children, from his intimate of Uicir 


parents ; many of Gower VV^oodscer s dierta converging 
to n.'awakeii thoughts upon Nature'.s laws, which a 
knowledge of hi.s own nature blackened. He had to 
persuade hiiiiHelf that this child of his was issue of a 
loving union; he had to do it violently, conjuring a 
vivid picture of the mother in bud, and his recognition 
of her young charm ; the pain of keeping to his resolve 
to <}uit her, lest she .should subjugate him and despoil 
him of his wrath; the fatalism in his coming and going; 
the romantic freak it hail been,—a situation then so 
clearly wrought, now blurred past coinprehcn.sioii. But 
there must have lK‘en love, or some love on his part. 
Otherwise he was bound to pray for the mother to pre* 
dominate in the child, all but excluding its father. 

Corinthia's iimige, as a result, ascended sovereignly, 
and he hung to it. 

For if we are hiunan creatures with con.scienccs,nothing 
is more certain than that w'e make our ta.skni/istei*K of 


those to whom we have done a wnmg, the philosopher 
says. Between Lord Feltrc and Goww Woodseer, influ- 
enced pretty equally by eoeb of them, this young noble¬ 
man was wakening to the claims of othci's—Youth's 
Infant conscience. Fleetwood now conceived the vcrlial 


supplication for his wife's forgiveness involved in the 
act of penance; and verljal meant abjct;t; with him, 
going so far, it would mean naked, precise, no slurring. 
That he knew, and a tremor went over him. Women, 
then, are really the half of the world in power as much 
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as in their miinber, if men pretend to a .step above the 
savage. Or, well, his wife was a power. 

Me hml forgotten the [>iiz/lc spoken of by Henrietta, 
when she tis>ed tlie word again and expressed her happi¬ 
ness in the prospect before them—caused by his pre¬ 
sence, of course. 


‘ You are aware, my dear lorti, daney worships her 
brother. lie was defeated, by some dastardly contriv¬ 
ance, in a wager to do wonderful feats—for money ! 
money! money! a large stake. How we come ofl’ our 
high horses ! 1 luuhrt an idea of money before I was 

married. I think of little else. My lui&band has 
notions of honour; he engaged himself tc» pay a legacy 
of debts; his uncle would not pay debts long due to 
him. He was ivduced to the shift of wagering on his 
gj'eal strength and skill. He could have done it. His 
enemy managed—enemy there was ! He Juid to sell out 
of the army in consequence. I shall never have Janey's 
face of suffering away from my sight. He is a soldier 
above all things. It seems Inird on me, but 1 cannot 
’ blame him for snutching at an opportunity to win 


military distinction. 


lie is in tivnty for the jKist of aide 


to the Colonel—the General of the English contingent 


bound for Spain, for the cause of the Queen. My hus¬ 


band w ill undertake to l)e at the orders of his chief as 


soon as he can leave tliis place. Janey goes with him, 
am>rding to pre.sent armngements.' 

Passing through a turnstile, that let! fnun the road 
across a meadow-slope to the broken land below, Heii- 
^rietta had view of the earls han.1 white fatic, and she 
hastened to say: ‘You have altered that, niy lord. 
She is devoted to her brother; and her brother running 
dangers, . . . and danger in itself is an attraction to 
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her. But her husbrnid will have the first claim. Slie 
has her good sense. * Slie will never insist on going, if 
you oppose. She will be ready to fill her station. It 
will be her jiride and her pleasure.'' 

Henriettii continued in the vein of these assur¬ 
ances ; and Carinthia's character was shooting liglitiiings 
through him, withering that of the woman who referred 
to his wife'.s good sense and her station ; and certainly 
would not have betrayed herself by such drawlings if 
she had been very positive that (’arinthias disposition 
toward wealth and luxury resembled hers. Slu' knew 
the reverse; or .so his contemptuously generous effort to 
frame an apology for the stuff he w as hearing cemsidered 
it. His wife w'as lo.st it) him. Thai fact smote on his 
breast the moment he heard of her design to go with 
her brother. 

Wildest of enterprises ! But a eriniinal saw' himself 
guilty of a large }»art in the disa.ster the two heroiail 
souls were striving desperately to repair. If her Chillun 
went, Cariiithia would go—sure as flame is drawn to 
air. The exceeding splendour in the liiaracter of a 
young woman, injured fis she had been, soft to love, as 
he knew her, and giving her husliand no other rival 
than a beloved brother, no ground of cr)niplaini save her 
devotion to her brother, pervaded himj w'ilhout illumi¬ 
nating or lifting; rather with an indiciition of a foul 
contrast, that prostrated him. 

Half of our funny heathen lives we are bent double 
to gather things w e liavc tossed aw'ay! wtis one of the 
numbers of apposite sayings that hummed about him, 
for a chorus of the w^orld's old wisdom in derision, when 
he descended the heathy path and had sight of Carinthia 
beside her Chillon. Would it be the same thing if he 
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had it in hand again ? Did he winh it to be the same P 
Was not he another man P By the leap of his heart to 
the woman, standing down there, he was a better man ! 
But recent spiritiial exercise.s brought him to see super- 
stitiously )iow by tliat sign slie wa.s lost to him; for 
everlastingly in this life the better pays for the worse; 
thus is the better a proved thing. 

Both Chillon and Carinthia, it i.s probable, might 
have been stirred to deeper than eom})assion, had the 
proud young nobleman taken them into his breast to 
the scouring of it; exposing the grounds of his former 
brutality, hi.s gradual enlightenment, his ultimate 
acknowledgment of the prieelcssnes.s of the woman he 
hod W'on to lose her. An imploring of forgiveness 
would n{»t have been nece.ssarv with those two, however 
great their—or the womans—astonishment at the 
ix'velation of an abysmal male humanity. A complete 
exposure of jiast ineminess is the deed of present 
courage certain of its reward w'ithout as well as 
within; for then we show our fellows that the slough 
is east. But life is a continuous fight; and membei's 
of the social world display its degree of civilisation 
by fighting in armour; most of them are Ixirii in it; and 
their armour is more sensitive than their skins. It 
was Fleetwood’s instinct of his inability to fling it off 
utterly w'liich wanied him of his loss of the wife, whose* 
enthusiasm to wait on her brother in danger might have 
subsided into the channel of duty, even tenderness, 
had he been able resolutely to strip himself bare. This 
wras the further impossible to him, because of a belief 
he now imposed upon himself, to cover the cowatdly 
shrinking from so extreme a penitential act, that siidi 
confessions are due from men to the priest oDly 9 ai]^ 
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that he could confess wholly and absolutely to the 
priest—to heaven, therefoiv, under seal, and in safety, 
but with perfect repentance. 

So, compelled to kce]) his inner self unknown,* he 
fronted Chillon; coiirteoiislv, in the somewhat lofty 
seeming of a guarded manner, he ivqiiested audience 
for a few' minutes; observing the princely figuiv of 
the once hated man, and understanding Henriettas 
sheer womanly choice of him; Carinthia's idolatrv, too, 
as soon as he hail spoken. The man was in his voice. 

Chillon said : ‘ It concerns my sister, I have to think. 
In that case, her wish is to ho pri^seiit. Vour lordship 
will shorten the numlxTof minuti*s for the interview hv 
permitting it.' 

Flec'twood encountered Carinthia's eyes. 'I’hey diil 
not entreat or ilefy. They siTouded her brother, and 
were a civil shining naught on her husband. lie Imwi^d 
his head, constrained, feeling heavily the two to one. 

She replied to the hwik: * My hrt>ther and I have a 
single mind. Wesave time by speaking three togi’lher, 
my lord.’ 

He was led into the long room of the workshop, 
where variotLs {mtterns of muskets, rities, pistols, and 
swords w'ore stars, crosses, wedges, over the walls, ainl 
a varnished wooden model of a fiiece of cannon cKTUpied 
the middle place, on a block. * 

Contempt of militaiy weapons and ridicule of the 
art of war were common in those days among a people 
bc^nning to sit with habitual snugness at the Restive 
board- provided for them by tlie valour of tiieir fathers, 
Fleetwood had not been on the side of the ban(|ueting 
citizens, though bis country’s journals and her feasted 
' popular wits made a power^l current to whelm opposi- 
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tiori. But the aj)pearance of the woman, his wife, here^ 
her head surrounded by destructive engines in the form 
of trophy, and the kin^wledge that this woman bearing 
his^nanie designed to lx; out at the hwls of a foreign 
army or tag-rag of uniformed rascals, inspired him to 
rt‘f)robate ineirs bad old game tis heartily as good sense 
does in the abstract, and as derisivelv as it is the 
way with (‘omfortable islanders before the midnight 
trurrij>et-notes of panic have tumbled them to their legs, 
lie took his chair, sickened. 

lie was the next moment taking Carinthia's impres¬ 
sion of Chillon, compelled to it by an iulmiration that 
men and women have alike for sliapes of strength in the 
inouhl of grace, over whose tirm build a flicker of agility 
seems to run. For the young solditT's flgure was 
visibly in its repose [>rompt to action as the niindV 
niovemcnt. 'Hiis was her brother; her enthusiasin for 
her brother was ex])lained to him. No sooner did he 
have the conception of it than it plucked at him pain¬ 
fully; and, feeling himself physically eclipsed by the 
object of (’arinthia's enthusiasm, his pride of the rival 
counselled him to preserve the imusk on what was going 
on within, lest it should be si^cn that he was also morally 
l)caten at the outset. A trained observation told him,, 
moreover, that her Ghillon's correctly handsome features, 
despite their conventional urbanity, could knit to smite, 
and held less of the re.serves of mercy behind them than 
(■arinthia's glorious liarbaric rugged ness. Her eyes, 
each time she looked at her brother, had, without 
doting, the light tis of the rise of happy tears to the 
undcrlids: as they had on a certain dav at tlie altar, 
wheh ‘ my lord *Vas ‘ my husband,'—more shyly them. 
He would have said, as l)eautifuU 3 *, but for envy of the 
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frank, pellucid worship in tliat look on her proved hero. 
It was the jewel of all the earth to win back to him¬ 
self ; luid it subjected him, through his desire for it, to 
a measurement with her idol, in character, cpialitv, 
strength, Imi’dness. He heard the couple pronenmeing 
sentence of his loss by anticipation. 

Why had she primed her brother to propose the 
council of three ? Addressing them scjiurately, he coultl 
have bei‘ii his better or truer self, "i'he sensation of 


the check iiuy)Osed on him was instructive as tt> her 
craft aiul the dire(ii»)ii of her wishes. She preferred the 
braving of hazards and horrors beside lu*r t^rolher, in 
scorn of the ailvautages he could otter; and he ycanietl 
to her for despising by comparison the bribe he proposed 
in the hope that he might win her to him. She w'as 
with religion to let him kn(»w the meanness of wealth. 

Thus, lit the t*dgc of the debate, or ecnitest, tin* young 
lord’s c'ssential nobilitv disarmed him; and the reveal¬ 


ing of it, w'hich would have appealeti to Carinlhia and 
Chilloii both, was forbidden by its eonstiluenl pride, 
which helped him to live and stotul obstructing explana¬ 
tory speech. 


CHAPTER XLIV 

BETWEEN THE EARL, THE COUNTESS AND HER RHOTIIER, 

AND OK A SILVER CROSS 

CAEiNTinA w*as pleased by hearing lx>rd Fleetwood say 
to her: ‘ Vour Madge and my Gower are waiting to 
have the day named for them.' 
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She said: ^ I respect him so m.'.eh for his choice of 
Madge. They shall not wait, if I am to decide.’ 

* Old Mr. Woodseer has undertaken to join them.' 

‘ It is in Whitechapel they will \h) married.’ 

llie blow that struck w'as not intended, and Fleetwood 
passed it, under her hi-other s judicial eye. Any small 
chance w'ord may carry a sting fur the neophyte in 
penitence. 

‘ My lawyers will send down Ihe seltlement on her, 
to be read to them to-dav <>r to-moiTow’. With the 
interest on that and the sum he tells me lie has in the 
Funds, they keep the wolf from the door—a cottage 
door, lliey have their wittage. There's an old song 
of love in a cottage, llis liking for it makes him 
seem wis(‘r than his clever sayings. Heil work in 
that cottage.' 

‘ They have a giMid friend to them in you, my lord. 
It will not he poverty for their simple w’auts. I hear 
of the little cottage in Surrey wliere they an* to lodge 
ut first, before they take one of their own.' 

‘ We will visit them.’ 

^When I am in England I shall \iKit them 
often.' 

He submitted. 

‘The man up here wounded is recovering?' 

‘ Yes, my lord. I am learning to nurse the wounded, 
with the surgeon to direct me.' * 

‘ Matters are sobering down ?—^The w-oriemen ?' 

‘They listen to reason so willingly wrhen we speak 
|x^rsonaily, w’c find.' 

The earl addressed Chillon. ‘Your project of a 
Spanish expedition reminds me of favourable r^iCMrts 
of your chief,' 
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‘Thoroughly able and up to the work,' Chillon 
answered. 

* Queer people to meddle with. 

‘ We're on the right side in the dispute.' 

‘It coiinfct, Sa|)oleon wiys. A Spanish livil war 

promises bloody doings.’ 

‘ Anv war does that.' 

‘ In the Peninsula it's war to the kiiifis a merciless 
business.' 

* Good schooling for the jirofession. 

Fleetwood glanced: she was collected and attentive. 

‘ I hear from Mrs. Uwellier that Cariiithia would like 
to he your companion.' 

‘ Mv sister has the making of a serviet'ahle hospital 
nurse.' 

‘ You hear the ehatter of Lonihm ! 

‘ 1 have heard it.' 

‘ You encourage her, ^Ir. Levellier." 

‘She will be U8eful-~bt.‘ttcr there than here, my 

lord.' 

‘ I claim a part in the con.sultaLion.* 

‘'rhere’s no consultation; she determines to go.* 

‘ We can advise her of all the risks.' 

‘She has weighed them, every one.' 

* In the event of accidents, the respcmsibility foi 

having persuaded her would rest on you. ^ ^ 

‘My brother ha.s not persuaded me,' (.'arinthia's bell 
tones interv'ened. ‘ I proposed it. I'hc persuasion was 
mine. It is my happiness to be near him, helping, if 

1 can.' 

‘ Lady Fleetwood, 1 am entitled to think that your 
brother yielded to a request urged in ignorance of the 
natuire of the risks a woman runs.’ 
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‘My brother does not yield to a request without 
examining it all round, my lord, and I do not. I 
know the risks. An evil that we should not endure, 
—life may f^n. 'There can he n(» fear for me.’ 

She spoke [dain truth. The soul of this woman 
came out in its radiniiee to subdue him, as her visage 
s<jmetimes did ; and lier voice enlarged her words. 
She was a warrior woman. Life her sw'ord, Death 
her target, never to be put to shame, uncon(|uerable. 
No such symbolical image smote him, but he had an 
impression, the j)rosc of it. As in the scene of the 
miners’ cottages, her lord eouhl have knelt to her; and 
for an unjjrolesting longer space now. lie choked a 
sigh, shrugged, and wiid, in the world's patient manner 
w'ith mad pwple: ‘ V(ni have set your mind on it; 
you see it ro'^e-coloured. You would n<it fear, no, but 
your frieiuis would have gwal reason to fear. It’s a 
menagerie in revolt over there. It is not really the 
place for you. Abandon the thought, I beg.’ 

‘ I shall, if my brother does not go,’ said Carinthia. 

Laughter of spite at a remark either silly or slyly 
defiant was checked in Flcetw'ood bv the horror of the 
feeling that slie had gone, was ankle-ileep in bloody 
mire, captive, prey of n rabble soldiery, meditating the 
shot or stab of the blessed end out of woman’s half of 
our human muddle. 

lie said to C’hillon : ‘Pardon me, war is n detestable 
game. Women in the thick of it add a touch to the 
brutal hideousness of the whole thing.’ 

Chillon said; ‘ We are all of that opinion. Men 
have to play the game; women sening in hospital 
make it humaner.’ 

' Their hospitals arc not safe.’ 
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‘ Well! Safety ! ’ 

For «afetv ix nowhere to be had. But the earl 
pleaded : ‘ At least in our country.’ 

‘ In our country women are safe ?' 

■p 

‘They are, we inav say, protected/ 

* I.JIWS and constables are poor protection for Llieiii/ 

* The women we name ladies are pretty side, as a rule/ 

* My sister, tl»en, was the exception/ 

After a burniim- half minute the earl said : ‘ 1 have 
to hear it from you, Mr. lA‘\ellier. You see me here.’ 

That was handsomely spoken. liul Lord Licetwt»od 
hiui been judged and put asiih^. Ilis op(‘nin<:i; of an old 
case to hint at re|)entance for brutality aiiiioyeil the 
man \Uio had let him ^o s(*alhles.s for a sisters sake. 

‘ 'Hie fjjrounds of your coiniuf^, my lord, are not seen ; 
mv timi‘ is short/ 

‘I niust^ 1 repeat, be consulted with re^anl to J,rfuJy 
LlcetwotHr.s movemeii ts.’ 


‘ My sister <loes not acknowledge your claim/ 
‘The Countess of Fleetwood's acts involve 


her 


husband/ 

‘One has to listen at times to what old sailors call 
Caribbee!' (.’billon exclaimed impatiently, half aloud. 
‘ My sister received your title ; she has to su])port it. 
She did not recei\e the treatment of a wife:—or lady% 
or woman, or domestic animal. 'I'he bond is broken, 
08 far as it,bears (»n her subjection. She Jiolds to the 
rite, thinks it sacred. You can be at rest as to her 
behaviour. In other respects, your lordship does not 
exist for her.' 

*The father of her child must exist for her.' 

‘ You raise tliat curtain, my lord !' 

Ill the presence of tlntx; it would not liear a shaking. 

2 I 
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Carinthia said, in pity of his torture:— 

* I have iny freedom, and am thankful for it, to follow 
iny brother, to shaiv his dangers with him. That is 
more to me than luxury and the married state. I take 
oidy my freedom.’ 

‘ Our lK)y ? You take the boy 

‘ My cliiid is with my .sister Henrietta,* 

‘ Where.?'’ 

" We none kiuiw yet.' 

* You still mistrust me* 

Her eyes were on a man that she had jiut from her 
jicaeeably; and she replied, with sweetness in his ears, 
with shock.s to a sinking lieart, ‘My lord, you may learn 
to be a gentle father to the ehild. I pray you may. 
My brother and 1 will go. If it is death ibr us, I pray 
my child may have his father, and God directing hia 
father.’ 

Her speech had the clang of the final. 

* Yes, 1 hope—if it In'* the worst happening, I pray, 
to<»,’ sfiid he, anti drooped and brightened de>peralely: 

* But you, too, Carinthia, you eoulil aitl by staying, by 
being with the boy and me. Carinthia!’ he clas^)cd 
her name, the vapour left to him of her: ‘ I have 
learnt—learnt what 1 am, what you are; 1 have to 
climb a height to win back the wife 1 threw away. She 
w'as unknown tti me; I to myself iicarlv as much. 1 
sent a wandug of the kind of husband for you— a poor 
kind; I just knew myself well enough for that. You 
t'laiined my word—the blessing of my life, if I had 
known it! We were married; I played— I see the 
beast I playeii. Money is power, they' say. 1 sec the 
means it is to dtunn the soul, unless we—unless a matt 
does w'hat 1 <lo now.’ 
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Fleetwood stopped. He had never spoken such 
words—arterial words as they were, tliough the com¬ 
monest ; and with moist brow’s, dry lips, he could have 
resumed, have said moixs liave taken this woman, lliiK 
dream of the former bride, tlic ])resent stranger, into 
his chamlxT of the brave aims nnd sentenced deeds. 
Her brother in the room was the barrier; and she sat 
mute, large-eyed, expressionless. He had. plunged low 
in the man's hearing; the air of his lungs was thick, 
hard to brenllie, for shame of a degnulation so 
extreme. 

Chillon imagined him to be sighing. He had to 
listen further. ‘SouP had been an utteretl word. 
When the dishonouring and mishandling brute of a 
young nobleman stuttered a com}>linient to ('arinihia 
on her ‘faith in (Jod's assistance and the eHiewiy of 
prayer,' he jum|»ed to Ins legs, not t(» be shouting 
‘ Hound !' at him. He siiid, under conti*ol: ‘ God's 
name shall be left to the Clnnvli. My sister need not 
be further troubled. She has sliown she is not per¬ 
suaded by me. Mattt*i-s arraiiged here ((uickly,—w-e 
start If I a»n asked whether I think she do(*s w isely 
to run the risks in an insiirreetioiuiry country rather 
tlian remain at home expo.sed to the honours and 
amusements your lordshiji offers, I think so; she is aet- 
!ng in her best interests. She has the choice of Ix'iiig 
abroad with me or staying here unguardeii by me. She 
has had her ex}K*rieiice. She chooses rightly. Paint 
tile risks she runs, you lay the colours on those she 
escapes. She thanks the treatment she has undergone 
for her freedom to choose. I am responsible for nothing 
but the not having stood against her most wretched 
marriage. It might have been foreseen. Out there in 
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the war she is protected. Here she is with—1 spare 
your lordshi}) the name/ 

Fleetwood woulci have heard harsher had he not 
been Carinthia’s husband. He withheld his reply. 
The lani^uaj^e moved him to proud hostility : but tlic 
speaker was ('ariiitbia's l)rotber. 

IJe said to her; ^ Voii won’t forget Gower and 
Madge’ 

She gave him a smile in saying : ‘ It shall Ix’ settled 
for a day after next week.' 

I'he forms of courtesy were exehaugetl. 

At the eloping of the door on him, C'hillou >aid : ‘He 
did send a message: 1 gathered it—without the words 
—from our Uncle (Yripharci. 1 th<ujght him in honour 
bound to you—and it suited me that I should.' 

‘ I was a blindfold girl, dearest; no warning would 
have given me sight,’said C’arinthia. ‘That was my 
tremdierv to the love of my brother. I dream of father 

•> V 

and mother reproaching me.' 

'I'lie misery of her time in Kngland had ilarkened her 
mind's picture of the early Iiour with Chillon on the 
heights abo\e the forsaken oldluane: and the eiithu- 
siasm of her renewed devotion to her brother giving it 
again, as no light of a lost Kden, as the brilliant step 
she was taking w'ith him from their morning Eastern 
Alps to smoky-crimson IVrenees and Spanish sierras; 
she eoidil imagine the cavernous interval her punish¬ 
ment for having abandoned a sister's duties hi the 
ipu'st of jjonxmal happiness. 

But simultaneously, the growing foi*ce of her mind’s 
intelligence, wherein was no enthusiasm to misdirect 
by overcolouring, enabled her to gather more than a 
suspicion of comparative feebleness in the man stripped 
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of his terrors. She penetrated tlu* discrowned tyrant's 
nature some distance, deep enough to be (piit of her 
foregoing alarms. 'These, combined with his jussiirc^l 
high style, had woven him the magical coat, threadbare 
to tpiiet scrutiny. She matched him beside her brother. 
The dwarfed t)bject was then observed; and it M’An !iot 
for a woman to measure herself beside him. She came, 
h€)W'cver, (»f a powerful bhxal, and lie was pressing her 
back on her ivsoui*ce.s; without the measureim'iit ora 


thought of it, she did that which is the most ordinary 
and the least noticed of our daily acts in eivilize<l inter- 
course, she subjected him to the trial of the oltMiieiits 
composing him, by collision with what she ftdt of her 
own; anil it was hccanse she felt them strongly, aware 
of her finding them, hnt unaware of any eoiiHict, that 
the wrestle occurred. She flung him, pitied him, and 
]»asscd on along her path idsewhere. 'This can he done 
when love is gone. It is done more or less at any 
meeting of men and men; and men and women who 
love not are perpetually doing it, uneonseiously or 
sensibly. Even in their love, a time for the trial 
arrives among certain of them ; and tlie leadership is 
assumed, and submission ensues, tacitly, notliiiig of the 
contention being s]x>ken, |KThHps nothing definitely 
known. 

In Carinthia's case, her revived enthusiasm for her 
brother drove to the penetration of the Inishaiui jdeail- 
ing to thwart its course*. His offer was MTalth : that 
Is, luxury, amusement, ease. The suh-aiulihle ‘ himself' 
into the bargain was disregarded, not counting with 
one w'ho was an upward rush of fire at the thought 
that she was called tf> share her bmthcr's dangcirs. 

Chilion cordially believc*d the earl to Ik* the pestilent 
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half madman, junction with whom is a constant trepida^ 
tion for the wife, when it is not a screaming plight. 
He said so, and CWinthia let him retain his opinion. 
She would have said it herself to sup[:K)rt her scheme, 
tlioiigh * mad a})plied to a man moving in the world 
with other men was not understood by her. 

With Henrietta for the earPs advocate, she wras 
patient as the deaf rock-wall enthusiasm can be against 
entreaties to change its direction or bid it disperse. 
The ‘ })rivate band of picked musicians' at the disposal 
of the Countess of Fk*etw'ood, and 0[)era singers (Hen¬ 
rietta mentioned resonant name's) hired for w'ondcrful 
nights at Kssleinont and ('alesford or on Inmrd the 
earPs la'antiful schooner yacht, were no temptation. 
Nor did Henrietta's allusions to his broken ap|K‘arance 
move his wife, except in her stiying regretfully: ‘ He 
changes.'* 

On the hall table at Esslemont, a letter from his 
bankers informed the earl of a considerable sum of 
money paid in to his account in the name of I^>rd 
Brailstone. C'humley Potts, hanging at him like a 
dog without a iinister since the death of his friend 
Ambrose, had journeyed tlow'ii: ‘ Anxious al>out you,’ 
he said. Anxious about or attracted by the possessor 
of Ainbrost' Mallard's ‘clean swc‘e[)er,* the silver-mounted 
small pistol; sight of which he begged to have; and he 
lengthened his jaw* on hearing it w’as loaded. xV loaded 
pistol, this dark little one to the right of the earPs 
blotting-|md and peas, had the look of a fearful link 
with his fallen chaps and fishy hue. Potts maundered 
moralities upon ‘life,’ holding the thing in his hand, 
weighing it, eyeing the muxzle. He ‘couldn't help 
thinking of what is going to happen to us q/ieic it alP: 
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and ‘Brossev kiuiws now !' was followed by a twitch of 

•r • 

one cheek and the ejaculation: ‘ Forever !' Fleetwood 
alive and Ambrose dead were plucking the startled 
worldling to a jK'cp over the, verge into our abyss; and 
the young lord’s eviilent doing of the same commanded 
Chumley Potts' imitation of him under the cloud 
Ambrose had become for both of them. 

He w as recommended to sec I,A>rd Feltre, if he had a 
desire to be instnu'tial on the .subject of the mitigation 
of our pains in the regions below. }*otts affirmed that 
he meant to die a Prote.Niant Christian. ThercujM>n, 
carrying a leaden burden c»f unlaughed laughable stuff' 
in his breast, and (’huminy's concluding remark to speed 
him : ‘Damn it, no, w'c'll stick to our religion!' Fleet- 
wood strode off to his library, and with the names of 
the Ixionides of his ac(|uaintance ringing round his 
head, proceeded to strike one of them off the number 
privileged at the moment to intrude on him. Others 
would follow; this one must be the first to go. lie 
wrote the famous Ictier to I^ird Brailstone, which 
debarred the wily pursiuT from any j^rctext to be run¬ 
ning down into Mrs. Levellier's iieiglibourhood, and 
also precludeil the chance of his meeting the fair lady 
at Calcsford. With the brevity eijuivalent to the flick 
of a glove on the cheek, l,<ord Brailstone wits given to 
understand by Lont Flectwootl that Velations were at 
an end bctw'cen them. No exjilanation was added ; a 
single sentence executed the work, and in the thiitl 
person. He did not once reflect on the outcry in the 
ear of London coming from the receiver of such a letter 
upon payment of a debt. 

The letter posted and flying, Lord Fleetwood was 
kinder to Chumley Potb*; he had a friendly word for 
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Gower Woodseer; though both were heathens, after 
ilieir diverse fashions, neither of them likely ever to set 
out upon the grand old ro.*ul of Home: I-.ord FeHre's 
‘ Appian \Vay of the Saints and Comforters." 

C-himiiiiy was pardoned when they separated at night 
for his reitercated allusions to the temptation of poor 
Ambrose Mallard's eonelusive little weapon lying on 
the library bible within reach of a man's armchair: in 
its ease, and the ease locked, yes, hut easily opened, 
‘ provoking every damnable sort of mortal eunt^sity !' 
The soundest men among us have their fits of the 
blues, I*"leetwood was told. ‘ Not wholesome!' Chummy 
shook his head resolutely, and made liimself compre¬ 
hensibly mysterious. He meant well. He l)egged his 
old friend to promise he would unload and keep it 

unloaded. * For I know the infernal worry von have— 

■ 

deue<*d deal worse than a night's bad luck !' said he; 
and Fleetwood smiled sourly at the world's total ignor¬ 
ance of causes. Ilis wretchedness was due now to the 
fact that the aforetime liuntross refusetl to be captured. 
He took a silver cross from a table-drawer and laid it on 
the pistol-case. ‘There, (’hummy,' he siiid; that was 
all; not sermonizing or proselytizing. Fie was partly 
comprehended by C^humley Potts, fully a week later. 
The unsuspecting fellow, soon to be dispatched in the 
suite of Brailslone, bore away an unwontedly afTec* 
tionate dismissfil to his bed, and spoke some rather 
squeamish words himself, ns he recolk*ctcil with disgust 
when ho ran about over Ixnulon rc|K'ating his execu¬ 
tioner's. 

The ("ross on the pistol-case may have conduced to 
Ijord Flci'twcKKi's thought, that his days among unre¬ 
pentant ephemeral Protestant sinners must have their 



THE EARL, THE COUNTESS, AND CHILLON 505 


iinnicdiate nation, llicse old friendsi were the 
plague-infected doilies he flung off his body. But the 
Cross where it lay, forhiilding a movement of the hand 
to that box, was authoritative to decree his passage 
through a present torture, by the agency of the hand 
be held back from the solution of his jx'qilexity, at 
the cost which his belief in the Kternal would pay. 
Henrietta had mentioned her hiisbiiiurs defeat, bv some 
dastardly contrivance. He had to coininiinicate, for 
the disburdening of his soid, not <mly that he was 
guilty, but the meanest of criminals, in being no more 
than half guilty. Ilis training told him of the con¬ 
tempt w'omcn entertain toward the midway or cripjile 
sinner, when they have no special desire to think him 
innocent. How write, or even how phrase his having 
merely hreathed in his ruffian's hearing the wish that 
he might hear of her hiisliamrs defeat! And M'ith 
what object? Here, too, a woman might, years hence, 
if not forgive, lK*nd her head resignwUy over the man’s 
vile nature, supposing strong passion his motive. But 
the name for the actual motive ? It would not bear 
xTiting, or any phrasing round it. An iin.sce[)tred 
despot bidden take a fair woman's eyes into bis breast, 
saw and shrank. And iir»w the eyes were Carinthia’s: 
he saw a savage bridegroom, and a black ladder-climber, 
and the sweetest of pariloning bridc?s, and the devil in 
him still insatiate, for revenge upon her who held him 
to his word. 

He wrote, read, tore the page, trimmed the lamp, and 
wrote again. He reniemhertxl Gower Wocxlst*er's having 
warned him he w'ouJd finish his career a monk. Not, 
like Fellre, an oily convert, but under the hoo<l, yes, 
and. extracting a chartreuse from his ramble through 
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woods richer far than the plnlosopher s milk of Mother 
Nature’s bosom. There Ratned the burning signal of 
release from his torments; there his absolving refuge, 
instead of his writing fruitless, intricate, inijx>ssible stuff 
to a w'oinnn. The letter w’as renounced and shredded: 
the dc'dieated ascetic contemplated a hooded shape, 
washed of every earthly fleck. It provwl how men may * 
by jK)wer of grip S(|ucezc raptures out of pain. 


CHAPTER XLV 

(’ONTAIN'S A HK('OKI) OF WHAT WAS FFAKKU, WHAT WAS 
IlOrF.I), AND WHAT IlAri’KXKU 

Thk Dame is at her thumps for attention to be called 
to ‘ the stmugeness of it,' that a poor, small, sfmrsc 
village, hardly above a hamlet, on the most unproduc¬ 
tive of Kentish heights, |>art of old forest land, should 
at this period become ‘ the cynosure of a city Iwaiiti- 
fully named by the poet Great Augusta, and truly 
indeed the world's metropolis.' 

Put aside lier artful {Mother to rouse exeiteinent at 
stage's f)f a narrative, I^indon's general eye ii|x>n little 
Croridge was hut another instance of the extraordinary 
and not so wonderful. I^dy Aq)ington, equal to a 
Parliament in herself, spoke of the place and the 
countess courted' by her rejientant lord, Brailstone 
and (Tiumlc}' Potts were tow’n criers of the executioner 
letter each bad received fi*om the earl; Potts with his 
chatter of a suicide's pistol kept loaded in a case under 
a two-inch-long silver Cross, and with sundry dramatic 
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ta|is on Uie forehead, dottiiigs over the breast, an awful 
grimace of devoutness. lliere was no mistaking him. 
The young nublenmn of tlie millions was watched ; the 
town spy-glass had him in its orbit. Tales of the 
ancestml P’leetw'oods ran beside rumours of a J'apist 
priest at the lanlside of the Foredoomed to KrroFs 
dying mother, Ilis wealth was counted, multiplied by 
the ready naughts of llujso who know little ajul dixuul 
much. Sir Meeson Corby referred to an firgumcnt 
I^rd Flwtwootl had held on an occasion hotly against 
the logical consistcncy of the Protestant faith; and to 

his alarm lest some day ‘ all that immense amount of 

« 

money should slip away from us to favour the mtudiina- 
tions of Roman (,’at holicism! ’ The (^’(»un tess of ('rc^ssett, 
Li via, anticipated her no surprise at anything Lord 
Fleetwmwl might do : she knew him. 

So thereupon, with the whirr of a eovey on wing 
l)efore the fowler, our crestc*d thrtn* of inimemorial 
antiquity and a presumptive imniortaiity, the Ladies 
Flndor, Kldritch, and C’owry, shot up again, hiKitiiig 
across the dormant erhief city Old pjiglajid’s fell word of 
the scarlet shimmer above the nether pit-Haines, Rome. 
An ancient horror in the blood of the populatitm, 
ceiving the word b) signify, beak, fang, and claw, tlie 
fiendish ancient enc-my of the roasting day of yore, 
heard and echoed. Sleepless at the work of the sapper, 
in preparation for the tiger’s leap, Rome is keen to spy 
the foothold of English stability, and her clasp of a 
pillar of the structure sends tremors to our foundations. 

The coupling of Rome and Pmgland’s wealthiest 
nobleman stnick a match to terrorize the Fire Insur¬ 
ance of Smithiield. That meteoric, intractable, perhaps 
wicked, but popular, reputedly clever, manifestly evil- 
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starred, cnonnoiisly wealthy, younj^ Earl of Fleetwood, 
wedded to an adventuress, and a target for the scandals 
enmnaiing from the woman, was <laily, without omission 
of a day, seen walking Piccadilly pavement in company 
once more with the pervert, the Jesuit agent, that 
crafty C’ateshy of a Lord Feltre, arm in arm the pair of 
them, and iminterriiptedly conversing, utterly unlike 
Englishmen. Mr. Itose IMackrell passed them, and 
his breezy salutation of the earl was unobserved in 
my lord's vacant glass optics, as he sketched the 
scene. Loudon hml reports of the sinister tempter 
and the imperilled young probationer undisguisedly 
entering the Homan ('atholic chapel of a fashionable 
district—cha|K’l erected on pervert's legacies, down a 
small street at the corner of a grandex* square, by 
tolerance or connivance of our constabulary,—imtering 
it linkwl; and linked they issued, their IkwJs bent; 
f<n' the operation of the tonsure, you would say. Two 
I'higlish noblemen ! Hut is there no legislation to stop 
the disease.'' Our female goverinmait asks it vixenly 
of our impotent male; which pretends, iK^neath an air 
of sym}>athy, that we should abstain from any com¬ 
pulsory action u])on the law' to interfere, though the 
situation is confessedly grave; and the aspect men 
nssLiuie is eorrt‘spondingly, to the last degree* provok- 
ingly, grave—half alive that they are, or void <if 
patriotism, or Babylonian at heart ! 

Ix)rd Fleetwood's vet undwktHl old associates vowed 
he ‘smelt strong' of the fumes of the whirled silver 
censer-balls. His disfavour bad caused a stoppage of 
supplies, causing vociferous abomination of their success¬ 
ful rivals, the Romish priests. Captain Abrane sniRed, 
loud as a horse, condemnatoiy as a cat, in speaking of 
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him. He said : * By Gcorp^e, it comes to this; we shall 
have to turn Catholics ft)r a loan ! ’ Watchdogs of the 
three rc{ieateil the gigtuitic gambler's inclaiichoJy rotir. 
And, see w'hat gap, critH.! tlie ratiocination of alarm, see 
the landslip it is in our body, iifitioiial and rtdigioiis, 
when exalted personages go that way to Hi>ine! 

As you and the worltl have reflected in y<»nr sager 
luoiais, an ordinary pebble may roll where it likes, for 
individualism of thenmltitudinously obsciiix? little affects 
us. Not the costly jewel, winch is a cemgregaiion of 
ourselvt‘s, in our envies and longings and geniiHexions 
thick ulKiiit its lustres. The lapses of preci()ns things 
must needs carry ns, both by weight and e\ani[>le, and 
it will ceaselessly he, that we are possessed by the 
treasure we possess, we hang on it. A still, small voice 
of England's mind under })ai)ic sent up these truisms 
containing admonitions to the governing l^/uiu^s. 'i'liey, 
the most conservative of earthly bodies, elariioured in 
return, like eloiul-seud witelics that have caught fire at 
their .skirts from the torches of marsh-fire radicals. 


They cile<l for his arrest the titled millionaire who 
made a slide for llie idiots of tlie kingdom ; they .stigma- 
tizt^d our liberty as a sophistry, unless we have in it 
the sustaining element of justice;—and where is tiu* 
justice that punkshes his country for aliy fatal course a 
mad young C'ni*siis may take! T’hey shackled Uie hmids 
of testators, who ciidaiigered the salvation of coroiieted 
boys by having sanction to iK^pieath vast wealth in bulk. 
Tlicy wiid, in truth, that it was the liberty to be un¬ 
christian. Finally, they screeched a petitioning of 
Pai'liament to devote a night to a sitting, and emjYower 
the Lord Chancellor to lay an embargo on the personal 
as well as the real estate of wealthy j>ervcrts; in coiuruuu 
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prudence depriving Rome of the coveted means to turn 
our religious wea])on.*!i against us. 

The tliree guardian ladies and their strings of followers 
headed over the fevered and lK*nighted toi^n, as the 
records of the period attest, wind[)iping these and similar 
Solan notes from the undigesUni cro])ful of alarms Lord 
FleetwiKMl's expected conduct crammed into them. Ulicy 
and all the world traced his present madness to the act 
foregoing: that marriage! They reviewwl it to deplore 
it, every known incident and the numbers imagined; 
yet merely to deplore: frightful comparisons of then 
w'ith now renderctl the historical shock to the marriage 
market matter f«»r a sick smile. Kvil genius of some 
sort beside him the wealthy young nobleman is sure to 
have. He has got rid of one to take up with a viler. 
Fiivt, a sluttish trollop of German origin is foisted on 
him for life; next, he is misled to abjure the faith of 
his fathers for Home. But patently, desjieration in 
the husband of siieb a wife weakened his resistance to 
tlie Roman Catholic pervert's iiisimiations. There we 
punctuate the full stop to our iiupiiries; we have the 
secret. 

And upon that, suddenly comes a cyclonic gust; 
and gossip twirls, whines, and falls to the twanging 
of an entirely new si't of notes, that furnish a tolerably 
agreeable tunc, on the whoh*. O hear! The Mar* 
chioncss of Arpington proclaims not merely acquain¬ 
tanceship with Lord Fleetwood's countess, she professes 
esteem for the young person. She has been heard 
to say, that if the Principality of Wales were not a 
royal title, a dignity of Uie kind would be cemfmed 
by the people of those inoiiii tains on the Countesa 
of FleetwiXKl: such unbounded enthusiasm there was 
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for her character when she sojourned down there. As 
it is, they do s[H:ak of her in their. Welsh by some 
title. Their Imrds are uHcrcd prizes to celebrate her 
deeds. You reiucmber tlie regiment of mounted Welsh 
gentlemen escorting her to l)er Kentish scat, with 
tlicir band of tl»e three-stringed harps! She is well¬ 
born, cthicated, handsome, a ]K*rfeeMy honest woiimii, 
and u sound rrotestant. Quite the I’evei’se of I^ord 
Fleetwood's stvking to escape her, it i.s she who flics; 
she auiiiot forgive him his cruellies and iniidclitics: 
and that is the i-easoii why he threatens to coiinnit the 
act of despair. Ouiy she can save him ! She has flown 
for refuge to her uncle, Lortl IjC'Velliers house at a 
place named Ooridge—not in tlie gjizcltcer—hard of 
access and a home of poachers, where shooting goes 
on hourly ; but most picturesjiie and romantic, iw she 
hei’self is! l^dy Arjiington found lier there, niu’sing 
one of the wounded, and her uncle on his death-bed ; 
olxiurate all round against her hu.shaiid, but [leiisive 
when supplicated to eonsider her country endangeix'd 
by liome. She is a fervent ))atriot. The tales of 
her AV^hitechajiol origin, and heading mobs wielding 
bludgeons, are ab.sr)lutely false, traceable to scandalizing 
anecdotists like Mr. Hose Mackrell. She i.s the befiuii- 
ful exani{>le of an injured wife doing honour to her 
sex in the punishment of a faithless husband, yet so 
little cheiishing her natural right to deal him retri¬ 
bution, that wc dare hope she will listen to her patriotic 
duty in consenting to the rccouciJenieiit, which is 
Loi^ Fleetw-ood’s alternativehis wife or Kome! 
They say she has an incommunicable charm, account^. 
ing for the price he puts on her now she holds aloof 
and he misses it. Let her but rescue him from England s 
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most vigilant of her deadly enemies^ she will be entitled 
to tiie nation's Justing gratitude. She litis her oppor¬ 
tunity for winning the Anglican English, as formerly 
she w'on the Dissenter Welsh. She may yet be the 
means of leading buck the latter to our fold. 

A notation of the cries in air at a time of surgent 
public excitement can hardly yield us music; and tlie 
w'ording of them, by the aid of compounds and trans- 
pluuis, metaphors and similes oidy just within range 
of the arrows of Phoebus’ bow (/.tf. the farthest tiight 
known), would, while ii might imitate the latent 
poetry, exp<»se venlurest»me writers t«» the wrath of u 
peo])Ie commeiidably belie^ing their language a j>er- 
fected instrument when they prefer the recpiest for a 
platefid, and commissioning their lilerary police to 
hniin audacious experimenters who enlarge or wing it 
beyond the downright aim at that mark. The gossip 
of the time must therefore a}»pear coimnunpluce, in 
resemblance to the panting venbr a terre of the toad, 
instead of the fiery steed's; although w'e ha^'e docu¬ 
mentary evidence that our country's heart was moved ; 
—* in nci common degree,’ Dr. Giosst)p's lucid English 
has it, at the head of a broadshci’t ballad discovered bv 
him; wherein the connubially inclined y<nmg earl and 
the nation in turn beseech the countess to resume her 
place at Ksslcmont, and so save both from a terrific 
dragon’s jaw', scarlet as the infernal Haines; described 
as fascinating— 

* 'ilie classes with the crests, 

And the lining to their vests, 

'nil down they jump, and empty leave 
A headless trunk tlmt rests.' 

These ballads, burlescpte to present reading, inaiiily 
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intended for burlesque by the wits who dogged witliout 
much enlivening an anxious period of our historv* 
when conier^stoneH were falling the way the young lord 
of the millions tlireatened to go, did, there is little 
doubt, according to another part of their di‘sigii (Uosi* 
Mackrell boasts it indirectly in his Memoirs), inter¬ 
pret public opinion, that is, the Knglish humour of 
it—the half laugh in their ptissing and not siinulatiHl 
shudder. 

C'arinthia had a study of the humours of Knglish 
chwacter in the }>erson of the wounded man she 
nursed on little ('mridge, iinaginiiig it the nuist un- 
oliserved of Knglish homes, anti hei-self ius unimportant 
an object. Daniel Charner took his wound, as he 
took his medicine and his posset from her hand, 
kindly, and seemed to have a charitable understunding 
of I.<ord Kevellier now that the old nobleitvin luwl 
driven a pellet of lead into him and laid him flat. 
It pleased him to assure her that his mates were men 
of their word, and Inul promised to pay the old lord 
with ‘a n)use‘ ftn* it, nothing worse. Her father used 
U> 6|R‘ak of the ‘elean heads of the Knglish ’ as to 
the hnslianding of revenge; that is, the ‘no spot <>f Imd 
blood' to vitiate them. Ca|)taiii John 1 V'lcr seconded 
all good-humoured fighters ‘for the'long ficeount': 
they w ill surely w in; and it w'as one of his maxims: 

‘ My Joe can spoil my fucc; he halts me if' he spoils my 
temper.'' 

Recalling the scene of her bridal day—the tw’o 
strong Englishmen ut the shake of hands, that hmf 
spoiled one another's faces, she mm enlightinuKl with a 
compi'ehension of her father's love for the people; seeing 
the spiritual of the gross ugly picture, as not every 

2 K 
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mail <!aii do, atid but a wan'ior Joan among women. 
Chillon .shall teach the Sfianish people English hearti- 
.she thought, I^rd Fleetwood's re-marks on the 
expedition would have sutTiced to stamp it righteous 
with her; that was her logic of the low valuation of 
him. Sh(‘ fancied herself absolutely released at his 
departure. N«‘ither her sister Riette nor her friend 
Owaiii, administering sentiment and common sense to 
her by turns, could conceive how' the jtassion for the 
recovery of her brother's military name fed the hope 
that she might aid in it, how the hope finl the passion. 
She had besides her hunger to be at the work she 
could do; her (’liillon's glory for morning sky alnivc it. 

Such was the mind Ijady Arpingtem brought the 
world's wisdom to bear upon; deeming it in the end 


female only in its wildness and obslinaev. 

• » 


Garintbia's 


answem were few', barely varied. Her rejH'tition of 


‘my brother' irritated the great lady, whose argu¬ 


ment was directinl to make her see that these duties 


toward her brother were primarily owing to her hus¬ 
band, the man she would rcTlaim and could guide. 
And the ('ountess of Fleetwot)d‘.s position, her duty 
to stwiety, her dispensing of splendid hospitality, the 
strengthening of her husluuul to do his duty to the 
natitm, the saving of him from a fatal stcji—^from 
Koine; these were eonsiderations for a rcasonahle 


w^omaii to w'eigh before she throw' uj) all to lie off 
on the imuldest of a<iventuri's. ‘Inconceivable, my 
dear child!' I^ly Aqiington proceeded until she 
heard heiwelf as droning. 

Carinthia's unmoved asficct of courteous attention 
appeared to invoke the prolongation of the sermon it 
criticized. It had an air of reversing their posithum 
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while she listened to the charge of folly, and incident¬ 
ally replied. 

Her reason for not fearing Homan Catholic encroach¬ 
ments was, she said, her having known giMni (Catholics 
in the country she came from. For herself, she should 
die professing the faith of her father and mother. 
Behind her corn*ct demeanour a rustic intelligence* 
was exhihited. She appreciated her duty to her mar¬ 
riage oath: Oly husbamrs honour is (juite safe w'iih 
me.’ Neither l''iigland iu»r religion, nor womairs 
proper devotion to a hushaiid's temporal and spirituar 
welfare, had elaims rivalling her di‘votion to lier 
brother. She et»uld not explain a devotion that 
instigatal her to an in.sen.sate course. It set‘med a 
kind of enthusiasm ; and it was coldly .spoken ; in the 
tone referring to ‘her husband’s honour.’ Her hi'fither’s 
enterprise had her approval heeau.se ‘ her mother’s 
prayer was for him to serve in the r'nglish army.’ 
By running over to lake a side in a Sfianish .scjuahhlc 
she WHS ixski'd and answered : ‘ He will learn war; iiiy 
Chillon will show his value; he wilt come hack a tried 
.soldier.’ 

She counted on his coming hack t She did. 

‘ I aiiinot take a steji forward without counting on 
success. We know the chances we ara to imx't. My 
father has written of death. AVe do not fear it, so 
H is nothing to us. We shall go togt'ther; we shall 
not have to weep for one another.’ 

Tlie strange young womairs avoidance of any po])ular 
sniffle of the pathetic had a recognized merit. 

‘Tell me,’ I.«ady Aqnngton said abruptly; ‘this 
maid of yours, who is to marry the secretary, or what* 
ever he was—^>'ou are satisfied with her ?' 
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‘She is niy dear servant Madge.' A doud opened 
as Carinthia sfwkc the name. ‘She will be a true 
wife to him. I'hey will always l)e my friend.s.' 

Nothing against the earl in that direction, apjmreiitly; . 
unless his countess was blest with the density of frigidity. 

Society's cmis.sary skelclied its j)erils f(}r unprotected 
beautiful woman; an outline of the London i{uadn}le 
Henrietta danced in; and she glanced at Carinthia and 
asked : ‘ Have you thought of it r* 

('arinlhia's eyes wcTe on the great lady's, nieir 
nu'aning was, ‘ Von hit iny chief thought.'* They 
were read os her farthest thought. For the hint of 
lleurietta'*s weakness deadened her ftylings with a 
reminder of warm and continued solieitati<»iis ri‘> 
butted; the lieautiful creature's tortures at the idea 
of her exile from Lngland. An outwearied hojielcsa- 
ness ex[)ressed a passive sentiment very like indifTcrence 
in the clear w ide girze. She rejdied : ‘ I have. My 
}»roposiil to her was ('adi/., with both our young ones. 
She will not.' 

And there is an end t<» that part of the question ! 

l^uiy Arpington inlerpretcd it, by the gaze more than 

the words, uiuler subjection of the young woman's char- 

lu^ter. Nevertheless, she bore away C'arinthia's consent 

* 

to a final meeting with the earl at her house in Londoiiy 
as soon as things were settled at Cixiridge. Chilian, 
whom she saw’, wa.s just os hard, unforgiving, careless 
of his cuuntry'*s dearest interests; brother and sister 
were one heart of their one blood. She mcntioiied the 
general impression in town, that the countess and only 
she could save tlie earl from Koine. A flash of polite 
laughter was Chillon s response. But after her ia^ 
spection of the elegant athlete, she did fancy it posnbk 
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fbir a young Mife, even for l^Ienrictta, to l>eai' his name 
proudly in his absence—if that was wortli a moments 
consideration l)eside the st^nous issues involved in her 
appeal to the ccuinless ; especially when the siiggt'stion 
regarding young wives left unproteett'd, delicately con¬ 
veyed to the huslmnd, hml failed t>f its purpose. The 
luindsoiiie husbaiurs brows fluttiTcd an interrogation, 
as if her clear-obscure should be further lighted; and 
it could not he done. He weight'd the wife by the 
measure of the sistiT, perhaps; or Ins niilitarv heml, 
had no n)om for either. His callousness to the danger 
of his country's disintegration, from the incessant, Ih»- 
eoinitig overt, attaclvs of a foreign pnesthood might—• 
an indignant great lady's prettipitat ion to prophecy said 
w'ould—bniig chastisement on him. She said it, ami 
she likeil Henrietta, vowing to defeat lier foiveast as 
w'ell as slu* ct)uld in a land sinning forsaken hy stable 
principles; its nobles breaking up its national chiireli, 
going (»ver to Home, embracing U»e faith of the ini- 
|K)Htor Malioinet. 

Gossip fed to the starvation bone of I^uly Arpington’s 
rejKirt, until one late afternoon, tnemornble for the 
breeding heat in the van of elemental artillery, news¬ 
boys waved damp sheets of fresh print through the 
streets, and society's guardians were h’naight to eon- 
' ftss, in shame and gladness, that they lia<] lK*en growing 
sceptical of the active assistance of Prioidenee. At 
first the * Terrible exjdosion of gunpowder at Croridge' 
alarmed them k'st the timely Power should have dime 
too much. A day later the general agitation was paci¬ 
fic ; Lady Arpington circulated the word ‘ safe,' and 
the world knew the di.saster had not engiilphetl l^ady 
iWtwooirs valuable life. She bad the news by word 
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of month from the lovely Mrs. Kirby-Levellier, sister- 
in-law to the countess. We are wmvinced we have proof 
of Providence intervening when some terrific event of 
the number at its disposal accomplishes the thing and 
no more than the thing desired. Pitiful though it may 
seem for a miserly old lord he blown up in his l)ed, 
it is necessarily a subject of congi'atulation if the life, 
or poor remnant <»f a life, sacrificed was an impediment 
to our righttHms wishes. Hut this is a theme for the 
Dame, who wouhl full surely have committed another 
breach of the treaty, had there not been allusion to 
her sisterluMurs view of the government of human 
affairs. 

On the day preceding the catastrophe, Chillon's men 
relumed to work. He and (Virinthia and Mr. 'Wythan 
lunched with Henrietta at Stonoridge. Walking down 
to I^‘kkalis, they were astounded to see the figure of 
the s|H’ctral old lord on the plank to the powder store, 
clad in his long black cloak, erect. He was crossing, 
be told them, to count his barrels; a dream liatl dis¬ 
turbed him. diilloii fell to rapid talk u|)on various 
{xuiiis of business, and dispersed Ixml Levellier’a 
memory relating to bis errand. lA*aning on ("arinthia‘'s 
arm, he w'cnt back to the bouse, where he was put 
to bed in peace of mind. His rt»suscitatcd physical 
vigour blocked all .s])eculation for the young people 
asstanbled at Stoneridge that night, 'lliey hardly 
spoke; they strangli'd thoughts fonning as larvm of 
wishes, Henrietta would be away to l^ady Arpington’s 
next day, Mr. Wytlmn to Walt's. The tw’o voyagers 
were sadder bv svmpathv than the two whom thev were 
leaving to the clock's round of desert sameness. About 
ten at night Chillon and Mr. Wytlian escorted Carinthia, 
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for tlie night's watch beside her uncle, down to Ix»k- 
katts. It was midway that the knocks on air, os of 
a muffled mallet at a door and at farther doors of 
caverns, smote their ears and shook the ground. 

After an instant c»f the silence f<»llowing a shotrk, 
Cariiithia touched her brother's arm ; and C'hillon said : 
‘ Not iny }K)w<ler !' 

They ran till thc*y had I^*kkails in sight. A half 
moon showed 1 he house; it stootl. I'ifH ])aees below, 
a column of opal smokt* had begun to wrealht* and 
stretch a langtiid flag. '^I'he ‘rouse' ])romised to Lord 

I-#evellicr hv Daniel (Mmnier's humorous mate's had hit 

« 

Ijeyond its aim. Intended to give him a start—or 
‘ One-er in return,' it surf)assed his angry shot at the 
IkkIy of tliem in effect. 

Carinthia entered his room and saw that he was lying 
stretched rest fully. She whis|)ered of this to C'hilloii, 
and began upon her watch, reading her Sj>anish jjhrase- 
l>ook; and she could have wept, if she hml been a 
woman for t<*ai’s. Her duty to stay in h'ngland w’ith 
Chillon's fair wife crossed the beckoning pages like a 
black smoke. Her passion t<» gc» and share her brother's 
dangers left the epu^stion of its righteousness at each 
fall of the big breath. 

Her uncle's grey head on his pillow* was like n flint- 
rtone in chalk under her look hv light of dawn; the 
chin had dropfa'd. 
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CHAPTER XLVI 

A CirAmiH OF UN'DKIK'riMlKVI’S AND 80MK Sl^KKACK ■ 

FLASH KS 

♦ 

Tim s a round and a f^ood old P<ii^Iisli practical rc|mr- 
toc, worthy a phux* in I'hi^laiid's lM)ok of hiT historical 
popular jests; conceived ingeniously, no hit murder¬ 
ously, even himiunely, if Eiiglishiiien are to he allowed 
indulgence of a jolly hit Iwu-k for an injury—more a 
feint than a real stroke—gave tin* iniserly veteran hb 
final ipiake and cut (liillon's knot. 

Lord lA-*vellier dejul of the joke? detracted from the 
funny idea there luul Ixhjii in the anticipation of his hear¬ 
ing the libertine explosion (tf his grand new {>owder, and 
coming out cloaked to st*e what walls remained upright 
Its cleverness, however, was magnified by the sliades 
into which it bad dispatched him. The man who 
started the ‘rouse ft>r old Griphard'was nameil: nor 
did he shuffle his honimrs off. ('hillon accused him, and 
he regretfully grinned ; he would have owned to it elo- 
(pientlvi excited by the extreme ingenuity, but humour 
at4he criminal bar is an abject thing, that has to bor¬ 
row fnnn nietiphysics for the expository words. He 
lacked them entirely, and as he could not, fronting bis 
master, supply the deftvt wdth oaths, he drew up and 
let out on the dead old lord, \iho wautcNl a few pounds 
^of blasting powder, like anything else in eveiybody’s 
way. Chillon expecteil tlw lowest of bis countrymen ta 
shtiw some degree of cbivaliy upon occasions like the 
pn»seiit. He was too young to jierceive how it is, thi^ 
a block of our s})cech in the needed direction drives it 
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storming in another, not the one clow^ly cxpiTSsing ns. 
Carinthia liketl the man; she was grieved t«) hear of his 
having got the sack suinniarily, when he niiglit iiave had 
a further month of service or a month s jiay. Had not 
the workmen's forhearanee !)eeu inneli trie<i ? Anti they 
had not .stolen, they liad bought tht* |K)wder, only in¬ 
tending to startle. 

She touehed her brother's native st'usc'of fairness and 


vexed him with his eon 


arilly tlevil of iinpatieiiee, whieh 


kicked at a simply stupid eoniinon man, and behaved tt> 
a lordly oflender, snielliiig raseal, eivilly. »lusi as her 
father would Ijave iivated tlie matter, she said : Are 


we sorry for what has hap{K*ned, (inlUm ?' The man 
had gone, the inj iistiee was done; the imisler was left: lt» 
reflect cm the |mrt played by his inheritance of the half 
share of ninety thoiisaml [)oun(is in his projier respin't 

for liOrd lA*vellier’s iiiemorv. Harsh to an inferior is a 

• 

horrible charge. But the position of debtor to a titled 
cur brings a worse for endurance. Knowing a j»arl of 
Lord Fleetwood's message to LonI lA-vcdlier sijppressc*d, 
the bride's brother, her chief guardian, had treated the 
omission as of no importanee, and had all the while 
miderstcKKl that he ought to give her his full guess at 
the reading of it: or so his racked mind iindersiocNl it 
now. His old father had said : A duthb innate can be 
a heavy liar ; and, lAe^t arc imircrii' emn we 'pay for 
ten thousand jnr cent. His harshm^ss in ilie past hour 
to a workman who had suflererd with him and had 


not intended serious misehief was ('hilion's unsounded 


motive for the resolution to lie out of debt to the man 


he loathed, lliere is a Muse that smiles aloft survey- 

•r 

our acts from the wetl-sfn*ings. 

Carinthia heard her brother's fuller version of the 
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carl''s communication to her uncle before the wild day 
of her marriage. ‘ Not particularly fitted for the married 
state," Chillon phrased it, saying: * He seems to have 
known himself, he was honest so far." She was advised 
to think it over, that the man was her husband. 

SIu* had her brother’s heart in her breast, she could 
not misread him. Slie thought it over, and felt a slight 
drag of eompftssiou for the rehietaiit bridegroom. Tliat 
was a strcteli long leagues distant from love with her; 
the sort of feeling one has for strange animals hurt: 
and she had in her childish blindness done him a hurt, 
and he had bitten her. Ho was a weak young noble¬ 
man ; he bad w'ealth for a likeness of strength ; he had 
no glory alanit his head. Why hail he not chosen a 
woman to sit bi^ide him who would have fancied his 
eoixmet a glory and his luxury a kindness? But the 
poor young iiobleinnn did not elumse! 'i’he sadly 
comic of his keeping to the pledge of his word—his real 

wife - --the tyrant of the tyrant—clothed him ; the vision 

« * 

of him at the altar, and on the crmch, and at the Royal 
Sovereign Inn, and into the dimness where a placidly 
smiling recollection met a curtain and lost the .smile. 

Sup|M>se that her duty condemned her to stay in 
England on guard over Chil Ion’s trea.sure! The per¬ 
petual struggle with a weak young nobleman of aimless 
tempei’s and rightabout changes, pretending to the part 
of husimnd, woidd, she foresaw, raise another figure of 
duty, enchaining a weak young woman. The world 
supportc*d his pretension: and her [Mvssion to ser\’e as 
* Cliillon’s comrade sank at a damping becau.se it was 
flame. Chillon had done that; Lady Arjnngton, to 
some extent; Henrietta more. A little incident, point¬ 
ing in no direction, had left a sliadow of a cloud, conse- 
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qucnt upon l^dy Arpington'R mention of Henrietta's 
iinprotec'tedness. Stepping up the hill to meet her 
sister, on the morning of Henrietta's de]iarture for 
Tendon under convoy of Mr. AVythan, Oirinthia's long 
sight spied Kit Incs, or a man like him, in the meadow 
Wtween ljt‘kkatts and ('roriclge. He stood Ind'ort* 
Henrietta, and vanished light-legged at a gesture. 
Henrietta was des<vnding to take her leave of her 
busied husband; her cheeks were flushed ; she would 
not speak of the felhiw, except to reply, *oh, a l)eggar,' 
and kept iisking whc‘ther she ought not to stay at Stone- 
ridge. And if she did she would lose the last of the 
OjKTU in London ! How could she help t(» investigate 
the caiisi* of an exjdosion so considerate to them P She 
sang snatches of melfKlies, clung to her husband, pro¬ 
tested her inability to leave him, and went, n]»|M*Rring 

torn awHV. As well bid healtliv children lie abed on a 
» • 

bright sumnuT morning, as think of holding this fair 
young w’oman bound to the circle of safety when she 
has her view of pleasure sparkling like the shore-sea 
mennaid's ininxkr. 

Suspicions were not of the bnwKl (’arinlbia's Imsom 
harlmured. Suspicion of ('liilUm's wife (.'arinthia (xnild 
not feel. An uneaptaiiuHl v(‘ssel in the wdiids on high 
seas was imagined without a pietiiring of it. The 
apimritioii of Ines, if it was he, w-tmld m»t fit-with any 
conjecture. She sent a warning to Alailge, and at the 
same time named the giiTs wedding day for her; pained 
in doing it. She had given the dear girl her word that 
she would l>c present at this of all marriages, Hut a 
day or two days or more would have to be spent away 
from Chillon ; and her hungt^r for every hour beside her 
brother confeasetl to the war going on within her, as to 
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which was her holier dutv, the one on the line of her 

•* 

inclinations, or that one |ioiiiting to luxury—choice 
iK'tween a battle-horse and a ciishioned-chair; between 
conipnnionship with her glorious brother facing death, 
and subinission to a weak young nobietnnn claiming his 
hiis])aiul’'s rights over her. She had submitted, had 
forgotten his icy strangeness, had thought him love; 
and hers was a breast f(U* love, it was owned by the 
sobbing rise of her b?*east at the thought. And she 
might submit again—in honour i' scorning the husband ? 
C'hillon scorned him. Yet ('hillon left the decision to 
her, specified his excuses. And Henrietta and Owain, 
Ijidy Arpington, Gower Wocalseer, all the world— 
(’arinthia shuddcrwl at the world's blank eve on what 
it <lirects for the accjuiescence of the w'oman. Tlwit 
slirwl of herself she w’oidd luvome, she felt herself 
becoming it when the view of her career bt'side her 
bn>ther warud. The dead llelKHra living in her heart 
was the onlv soid among her friends whose voice w'as 
her own figainst the world's. 

But there came a turn where she and Rebecca 
.separatiHl. Rebecca's insurgent wishes taking shajK* 
of prophcfv, robbed her of her friend Owain, to 
pr<‘S4«nt her an impo.s.sible object, that her mind could 
not compass or figure. She bade Hel>ecca rest and 
let ber keep tbe famy of Owain as her gwxl ghost of 
a sun in the mist of a frosty morning; sw’eeter to her 
tlian an image of love, though it were tlie very love, 
the love of inaidtW dn*ams, bursting the bud of 
•romance, issuing its flower. Delusive love drove aw'ay 
with a credulous maiden, under an English heaven, on 
a coach and four, from a windy liill*top, to a entth 
below, and a stunned recovery in the street of small 
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s^kops, mud, rain, gloum, language like mubket-iirc and 
the wailing wounded. 

iVo rt'grcis, her fatlier had said; thi'^ uimtm the 
h^rt wc want Jor io-vwnuxe. She ki‘pt her look for¬ 
ward at the deiul wall Chilloii had thrown up. He 
did not rejeet her company ; his pros[iect of it had 
clouded; and there were allusions to Hen riel la's lone¬ 
liness. * His Carin could do her service by slaying, if 
she decided that way.' Her enthusiasm dropped to the 
level of life’s comnton ground. With her sustHinmeiil 
gone, she beheld hersi‘lf a titled doll, and had slendy 
to shut her eyes on the behind scene.s, Ivir any shadowy 
npprv>achcs of womanly soltncss; thinking her fathers 
daughter dishonoured in the submissive wife of the 
weak young nobleman (.'hilioii despised os below tlu* 
title of man. 

Madge and Gower eame to Stoneridge on their road 
to liondon three days before their union. Madge had 
no fear of lues, but said : ‘ I never h‘t Mr. (tower out 
of my sight." IVrforee of stiulying liim with the thirsty 
womlcr eonsc(|uent upon his projiosal to her, she hail 
gi»t fust hold of the skirts of liis eharacler ; she ‘ knew 
he was happy Ik^cuusc he wtis always making her laugh 
at herself.' Her manner of .saying, * She hoped to give 
him a comfortable home, so that he might never Ik* 
sorry for what he had dune,' yrus toned as in a church, 
l«caiitiful to her mistress. Sjieaking of my lord's great 
kindness, her eyes yearned for a second and fell humbly. 
She said of Kit Ines, ‘ He'» found a new “ pay Iron,’’ 
Sarah says Mr, Wooiiseer tells her, my lady. It's 
another nobleman, l.iord Brailutone, has come into 
nu>ney lately and hired him for his pugilist when 
it's not bone-racing.' Gower spoke of thanks to Lord 
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Fleetwood for the inde{>endei)ce allowing him to take 
a wife and settle to work in Ins little Surrey home. 
Fie, too, showed he could have said more and was 
advised not to push at a shut gate. My lord w'oiild 
attend their wedding as well as my lady, C'arinthia 
heard from Madge; counting it a pity that wealthy 
noblemen had no {trofessions to hinder the doing of 
nnproiitable things. 

Her sensibility was warmer on the wedding day of 
these tw'o dear ones. He graced the scene, she admitted, 
when ivassured by his perfivt reserve toward her jkt- 
scnially. He was the born nobleman in his frii'iidliness 
with the bridal pair and respeeifillness to Mr. \V<M)dsi‘er. 
High social breeding is an exqiiisiti' performance on llie 
instrument we are, ami ids In'liaviour to lier left licr 
mind at lilK'i ty for apprwiation of it. ('oiuleseension 
was not seen, his voice liiul no false note. During the 
ceremony his eyelids blinked rapidly. At the elo.se, lie 
eoiigratulatod the iinilcil couple, praising them each for 
the wisdom of their choice. He said to his countess: 
‘This is one of the hopeful marriages; chiefly of your 
making.'' 

She ivplied : * My prayers will he for them always.' 

‘They are fortunate who have your prayei‘s,‘ he said, 
and turned to Sarah Winch. She wvus bi let him know 
w'heii she also had found her * great philosopher.'' Sarah 
was like a fish on a l)ank, taking gasps at the marvel of 
it all; she blushed the }>ale pink of her complexion, and 
murmured of ‘ happiness.' Gower had gone headlong 
into happiness, w'here philosophers are smirkers and 
mouthers of ordinary stuff. His brightest remark was 
to put the question to his father: ‘The three good 
things of the Isle of Britain ?' and treble the name of 
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Madge Woodsecr for a richer triad than the Glamorgan 
man could summon. Pardonably foolish; but mindful 
of a jMist condition of indiscipline, Nature’s philosopher 
said to the old minister : ‘ Your example saved me for 
this day at a turn of my mad, sir.' Nature’s poor wild 
scholar paid that tribute to the mgiineiital sectarian. 
Enough for proud philosophy to have done the thing 
demonstrably right, Gower's look at his Madge and the 
world said. That ‘Kuro|wan rose of the coal-bliiek 
order,’ a^ one of his numerous pictures of her painted 
the girl, was a torch in a cavern for dusky redness at her 
cheeks. Her resjwjnses beneiith the book Mr. Woodseer 
held open had flashed a distant scene through Lord 
Fleetwood. Quaint to notice was her reverence for the 
husband she set on a towering monument, and her 
friendly, wifely, whispemd jogs at the unpnurtical 
creature's forgetfulness of his wraps, his books, Ins 
writing-desk—on this tivnieiidous occasion, his pijK*. 
Again the earl could have sworn, that desj)ite her ante¬ 
cedents, she brought her husband honest dower, as 
surely as she gave the lucky Piigan a whole heart; and 
had a remarkably fine bust to house the organ, too; 
and a clarionet of a voice, curiously like her inislress's. 
And not a had h-llow, but a beatlien dog, a w'orsbi{i])er 
of Nature, walked ofl* with the girl, whose voice had the 
ring of Carinthia’s. I’be Powers do not explain their 
dispensations. 

These tw'o now one by united good-will f*)r the junc¬ 
tion Lord Fleetw<xKl himself drove through Ixmdon to 
the hills, where another carriagt^ awaited them by his 
orders, in the towm of London’s raex^-coursc. As soon 
as Uiey w'erc seaUxl he nodded to them curtly from bis 
box, and drove back, leaving them pnsExlcd. But his 
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countess had not so very coldly seen him stait his hones 
to convey the modest bridal pair. His impulses to 
kindness coidd be politic. Before cjuittiiig White¬ 
chapel, she went with Sarah to look at the old shop 
of the fruits and vegetables. 'J'hey found it shut, un- 
teiiaiited; Mr. Woodseer tohl them that the earl was 


owner of it by recent purchase, and would not lease it. 
lie had to jwiy why; for tlie anintess was dull to the 
notion of a seiitiineiilal desecration in the occupying 
of her bwl-chamber by pcK>r traclespeople. She was 
little llatteretl. The great nobleman of her imagina¬ 
tion when she lav there dwindled to a whimsy infant, 
<lespot of liis nursery, capricious uith his toys; likely 
to damage himself, if left to himself. 

Ilcjw it might cuvur, she lieard hourly from her 
hostess. Lady jVipiiigton; from Henrietta as well, in 
different terms. He seemed t<» her no longer tlic 
statioiu'd nobleman, l)ut one of other idle men, and 
the sjuldest of voung men. His weakness emt a net 
on her. Worse than that ilrag of eompassion, she foii*- 
siiw the ehanee of his having exjH*riemv of lier own 
weakness, if she was to Ih» one among idlt* women : she 
might (Imp to the love of him again, ('hilloirs damp¬ 
ing of her enthusiasm sank her to a inert* breathing 
body, miserably an animal botlv, no comrade for a 
valiant brother; this young man's feeble consort 
perlia[is: and a creatuiv thirsting for pleasure, disponed 
to sigli in the jimsjieet of caresses. Enthusiasm gone, 
her spirited imagination of active work on the field of 
danger besid<* her brother flap[H*d a broken wing. 

She fell too low in her esteem to charge it upon 


Henrietta that she stocxl hesitating, leaning on the 
hated .side of the debate; though she could altnoit 
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luivt* blAmett Chi lion for reftising hi*r Ins positive 
counsel, aiul not oriioring his wife to follow him. 
Once liiuly Arpingtcm, reasoning with her on l)ehalf 
of the husband ^ho sought reconciliation, siimi'd at 
her brothers prcyect, cojulenincd it the more for his 
resolve to carry it out now that he had means. The 
front of a shower sprang to Carinthin’s eyelids. Now 
that lier brf)ther had means, he from whom she might 
bc‘ divided was alert to kcc‘p Ids engagement and study 
war on tin- held, as his father had <lone in foreign 
service, olfering I'aigland a traijieil soldier, should his 
countiy subswjueni 1 y tu*ed him. The contrast of her 
heroic brother ami a luxurious idle lord scattering 
hIfKal of bird <ir stag, and despising the soldier’s pro- 
fes.sion, hud a singular bitter effect, eonsetpamt on her 
scorn of words to defend the man li(*r lu'urt, idoliml. 
This last of young women for weeping wept in the 
lady's prejM'iiee. 

The feminine Iriek was pardoned to her lu'eause her 
unaccustomed betrayal of that form of enervation was 
desired. It was read as m Oman's act c»f self-pity over 
her jK'rplexity ; which is a melting lu’t with the woman 
when there is no man to be dissolvtsl liy ii. So far 
l^dy Ar|>ington judged rightly; (Virinthia’s tears, 
shed at the tlioiight of licr brother under the world’s 
false judgement of him, left her Kpiritlc’ss to rcsiist her 
husband’s odvcK'Ates. Unusual as they were, almost 
unknown, they were* thunder'drops and slmok her. 

All for tlie vivid siirfaa*, the Dame frets at strcfsscs 
laid on underenrrenis. 'Diere is no bridling her unless 
the tale be here told of how liOrd Ilrailstone in his 
frenzy of the disconcert'd rival l)oasted over town the 
counterstroke he had dealt I>ord Fleetwood, by sendit^ 

2i. 
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Mni. Levellier a statement of tiie latter nobleman's base 
plot to tliwart her husliand's wagcT, with his foul agen^ 
the n^peiitaiit and well-paid ruffian in person, to verify 
every written word. The tow’n's conception of the 
necessity for the reunion of the earl and countess was 
too intense to let exciting scandal prosper. More- 
f>ver, the town's bright anticijiatioii of its concluding 
festivity on the domain of Calesford argued such tattle 
down to a ImfHed adorer's inalice. 'Hie ('ountess of 
Cressett, having her cousin, the beautiful Mrs. Kirby- 
lA'vellier, in her house, luis dcnie<l Ixird Brailstone 
admission at her door, we can affirm. lie has written 
to her vehemently, has called a second time, has vowed 
publicly that Mrs. Ix^vellier sludl have her waniing 
again.Ht Lonl Fleetwoo<l. The madness of jealousy w'as 
exhibited. L(u]y Arpington pronounced him in his 
txmduci unworthy the name of gentleman. And how 
foolish the scandal he circulates! Ixird Fleetwood's 
rme aim is t<i {HTsutule his offended wife to take her 
place Inside him. He expres-ses regret everywhere, that 
the death of her uncle Lord l^c'vcllier withholds her 
piesence from (‘alesford during her tenn of mourning; 
ami that he litis given his word for the fete on a par¬ 
ticular day, hefon* London runs rpiite diT. His pledge 
of his word is notoriously inviolate. The Countess dl 

Cressett—an extraordinoi'v instance of a thrice married 

1 

w'oiiiaii corrected in her addiction to play by her alli¬ 
ance with a rakish juvenile—declares she performs ^ 
part of hostess at the request of the Countess of Fleet- 
w'ood. Perfectly convincing. The more so (if you 
have the gossips' keen sent of a deduction) since L(»d 
Fleetwood and young Lord Cressett and the Jemdl 
Lord Feltre have been seen confabulating with 



UNDERCURRENTS AND SURFACE FLASHF.S 55! 


naoerdota! countenances intiml. Three KngliKh noble* 
men! not counting; eighty yi*ai*8 for the whole tlmn*! 
And dear Lady ('ix*ssett fears she may Ik* ealk*d on 
to rescue her boy-husbtind fitnii a worse enemy tliaii 
tile green tables, if l^ly Fleetwooil should unhappily 
prove unyielding, tis it shames the gentle si‘X to imagine 
she will Ik*. In fact, we knim* through Mrs. Ia*vellier, 
the meeting of reeonc’ilintion l^tween the earl and the* 
countess t^omes off' at Ijidy Arpington's, by her expi\*Ks 
arrangement, it>-morrow: ‘none ttm soim,' the ex|K*ctant 
W'orld of Ijondon d«'c)artHl it. 

The meeting came tt) pass thriv days Iwfore the great 
day at Unlesford. ( arinthia and her lord were alone 
t€>gether. lids hiul lK*en his burning wish at (’rt>ridge, 
when* he eouid have poured his heart to her and 
might have moved the wife^s. But she had formed 
her estimate of him there: she had, in the comparison 
or clash of forct*s with him, grown to cxmlcmplate the 
young man of wcaltli and rank, who hiwl once lH*en 
im]>atient of an alhrsion to her father, and sought 
now to part her from her brother—stop h«?r bn*nlhiug 
of fresh air. Sensationally, too, her ardour for the 
exercise of her inherited gifts attribiitc'd it to him 
that her fathers (laughter had lived the mean existence 
in England, pursuing a huslMind, hounded by a mother s 
terrors. The influences environing her and pressing 
her to submission sharfiened her }>erusaJ of the small 
object largely endowed by circumstances to demand 
it. She stood calmly discoursing, with a tempered 
smile: no longer a novice in the social manner. An 
equal whom he had injured awaited for his remarks, 
gave ready replies; and he, Imwing to the visible 
equality* chaM at a sense of inferiority following 
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his ackriuwlecigtnerit of it. He uas alone with her, 
and next to dumb; she ‘froze a full heart. As for 
his heart, it eoiild not speak at ali, it was a swinging 
lump. 'J'he rational view of the situation was ex[K>sed 
to her; and she listened to that favourably, or at 
least attentively; but with an edge to her eivil smile 
when he hinted of enterlaiiunent.s, voyag(*s, travels, an 
exeui'sion to her native mountain land. Her brother 
would then be facing death. 'I’he rational view, she 
admitted, was one to be considered. Yes, they W'ere 
married; they hail a son; they were bound to sink 
misunderstandings, in the interests of their little son. 
He ventured to say that the child was a link uniting 
them; and she looked at him. He l)linkcd rapidly, 
as she hud sihmi him do of l.ate, but kept his eyes 
on her through the nervtuis flutter i>f the lids; his 
pride making a determined stand f<ir jdiysical mastery, 
though her look was but a look. Had theri' betm 
reproach in it, he would have f<nmd the voice to s|K*ak 
out. Her hmk was a coltl sky above a hungering man. 
She froze his heart from tlie marble of her own. 

And because slu* was ft>r mlventuring w ith her brother 
at bhauly work of civil war in the pay of a foreign 
government!—he fouiul a short refuge in that mute 
siuHT, and w'as hurled from it by an apparition of 
the Welsh scene of the bitten infant, anil Oiriiithia 
volimlet‘riiig to do the bhwKly work which would have 
saved it; which he had conti*!»tcd, ridiculed. Right 
then, her insanity now eonjuml the w notched figure 
of him opposing the martyr her .splendid humaneness 
had offered her to Ihs and dominated his reason, sub¬ 
jected him to admire—on to worship of the woman^ 
whatever she might do. Just such a feeling for a 
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wouioii he hail dn>amed of in liis younger time, doubt¬ 
ing that he would ever meet the fleshly woman to im- 
pt>sc it. Hisjieart broke the frost she bn*athed. Yet, 
if he gave way to the run of spmrh, he knew himself 
iinmaniuN;!, and the fatal habit c»f snjHTiority stoppinl 
hi.s tongue after la* had utleretl the name he lovetl to 
speak, as nearest to the eiiihnu’e of her. 

* Carinthia—so I think, as I said, we ImiIIi see the 
common sense of the position. I regivt over and over 
again—we'll tlisetiss all that when we meet after this 
('alesfonl aflkir. I shall have things to say. Von will 
overlook, I am sure—well, men are men !—or try 
to. Perhaps I'm m»l worse than—we'll say, some. 
You will, I know',—I have learnt it,— he of great 
service, help to me; double my value, I believe; more 
than double it. You will reeeive me—here.'' Or at 
Croridge or Ksslenunit; and alone together, ;is now, 1 

That was what he sHi<l. Having said it, his m'ape 
from high tragies in the eomfortahle w<irldly tone re- 
joic’wl him ; to some extent also the courteous audience 
she gave him. And her hand was not refused. Judging 
Iiy her asjK'ct, the plain coimnon-st'nse ground of their 
situation was liceepUsl for the iH'st o|M'ning step to 
their union; though she must have ha<l her fivliiigs 
beneath it, and God knew' tliat he hail ! Her band 
W'as friendly. He coidd have thanked her for yielding 
her hand without a stage scene ; she had fine Impeding 
by nature, llie groi'efullest of trained ladies could 
not have passed through such an inteniew so per¬ 
fectly ill the right key; and this wa.s the woman 
he had seen at the wrestle with hideous death to save 
a muddy street-child! She touched the gentleman in 
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him. Hard as it was while he held the hand of the 
wife, his little sorrs mother, who might be called his 
bride, and drew him by the contact of their blood to 
a niciiiory, scheming iiii{)os8iblc, s(»me other world’s 
attested reality,—she the angel, he the dejuon of it,-— 
tinimaginablis yet prestait, jailpabh', a fact beyond his 
mind, he let her hand fall scari*e pressed. Did she 
exjjeet more than the common sense of it to be said ? 
The ‘moi’e" was due to her, and should partly be said 
at their next meeting for the no further si*}>arnting; 
or else he would ^’ow in his heart to spmul it out 
over a whole life's c*(Hn*se of wakefiil devotion, with 
here and theiv a hint of his younger black nature. 
Better that—except for a desiix* seizing him to make 
sacrifice of the demon he had been, offer him up 
hideously naked to her mercy. But it w'as a thing to 
Ik* d«)ne hy hints, by fits, by small doses. She could 
only gnidually he brought to the iKmiprehension of how 
the Ilian or demon found iiideniiiilieation under his 
yoke of marriage in snatching her, to torment, [KjrhajJs 
lH*tray ; and solace for the hurt to his pride in spread¬ 
ing a snare for the beautiful IIt*nnetta. A confession ! 
It could l)e to none hut the priest. 

Knowledge of (Virinthia would have urged him to the 
confession straightway. In spite of horror, the task of 
helping to wtush a black soul white would have been her 
com{>cnsatioii for loss of com{)anionshtp with her soldier^ 
brother. She would have held hot iron to the rabid 
wound and come to a love of the I’escruetl sufferer, 

* It seemed to please lier when he spoke of Mr. Rose 
MnckrelPs applications to get l)ack his volume of her 
father s Book of Maxims. 

* There is mine,’ she said. 
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For the tiake of her t|uick gleam at any 

word of the bridal couple, he conjured a picture of her 
Madge and his Gower, saying: ‘That marriage—as 
you will learn—proves him honest from head to f<M)t; 
OH she is, in her wav, too/ 

* Oh, she is,' was the answer. 

‘We shall Imi driving down to them very soon, 
Carinthin.*' 

‘ It will delight them to sw either of us, niy lord.' 

‘ My lady, atiieu until I am over with this Calesford,' 
he gestured, »ls in fetlcrs. 

She spared him the my lording as she said adieu, 
sensitive as she was, and to his perception now. 

Ijody Arpington hml a stiiisfactory two ininiiies with 
him before he left the house. Loudon town, »»n the 
^reat day at (alesfoni, interchanged eominunications, 
to the mnforting effect, that the Countess of Fleet- 
woial would reign over the next eiiterlainiiient. 


CHAriKK XLVll 

THE law: with a CONCLmiN'O WOBI) BY Till'. UAMK 

It ia of seemingly goml augury for the cruusi* of a 
suppliant man, how'ever little for the man himself, 
when she who has much to pirdon can depict him in a 
manner that almost smiles, not unlike a dandling nurse 
the miniature man-child sobbing off to sleep after a 
§Kmy ; an example of a genus framed for cxaises, and 
he more than others. Chillon w'as amused up to 
inquiritive surprise by Cariuthia's novel idee of her 



556 


THE AMAZING MARRIAGE 


fornicrlv dri'itded riddlu of a liiiNlmnd. Ak she sketx^ed 
the very rational alliance proposed to her, and his kick 
at the fetters of (>alesf<»rd, a sliadowy dash for an image 
of the solicitous tyrant was added perforce to complete 
the scene; follouing which, her head moved sharply, 
the subject was (lung over her shoulder. 

She was developing; she might hold her ground 
with the husband, if the alliance should be resumed; 
and she wouhl be a companion for Henrietta in Eng¬ 
land : she was now independent, as to money, and she 
could break an intolerable yoke without sufleriiig priva¬ 
tion. He ki‘pt his wrath under, determined not to use 
his influence either way, sure tboiigli he was of her old 
fathers voting for her to quit the man and enter the 
field where ipialitii's woidd Ik? serviceable. The man 
prolaibly feari*d a scandal more than the loss of his wife 
in her going. He ha<l never been thmshed—the sole 
af>ology ('hillcui discovered for him, in a HusIuhI rt‘vicw' 
of the unavenged list of injuries Garinthia had sus- 
tainiHl. His wise (dd father insisted on the value of an 
early thrashing to trim and shape thegroath of most 
young men. Inhere was no proof of 1 iord Fleetwood's 
having schemed to thwart his wager, so he put that 
accusation by : thinking for an instant, that if the man 
desired to have his wife with him, and she left the 
country w ith her hi\»ther, his own act would recml; or 
if .she slaved to hear of a villanv, (.arinthia's show of 

* m 

scorn could lash. Henrietta prai.si?d my lord's kindness. 
He hml been one of the adorers—as what man would 
Vould not lie!—and tijKm her at least (lie could hardly 
love her husband) lie had not wTeaked his disapfmint- 
nient. A young man of huge wealth, having nothing 
to do but fatten his whims, is the monster a rich 
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couiitiy breeds under the blessing of )>emH.\ His wife, 
if a mateh for him, has her work trac;ed out:—mean 
work for the child (»f tlieir father, Chillon thought. 
She might be doing braver, more suitable to the blood 
in her veins. But women have to be considertHl as 
women, not possible heroines; and Kup|K>sing she 
held her own with this husband of hers; which meant, 
judging by the view of their unfoldiHl chartuders at 
pivsent, a certain connnand of the freakish l>east; she, 
whatever her busk, would not be the one set trotting. 
He eanie to his (tpinion tlircnigb the estimate lie had 
recently formwl of l^tird rUvtwocHl, and a study of his 
changed sister. 

Her brows gloomed at a rwurreiiee to that siibjt*ct. 
Their business of the (‘X[)editioii alisorlKH:] her, eocrli 
detail, all the rtnnarks he (jiioted of his chief, hopeful 
or weariful; for diflicnlties with the SpaniKli Govern¬ 
ment, and with the Knglish too, started up at every 
tuni; and the rank* and file of the eoiitingent were 
mostly a rough lot, where they were rather better than 
siiakcnl wtvds. A sinal) body of trained soldiers Inul 
sprung to the call to arms; luTe and there an offieer 
could wheel a regiment. 

Carinthia hreasbHl discouragc*nient. ‘ Father said the 
Knglish learn from blows, ('hilion.' * 

He might have addl'd, they lost' half their nuiiilKT 
by having to learn from blows, Oirin.' 

* He said, “ me leail Britons ! *” 

* When the canteen's fifty league.^ to the rear, yes!’ 

‘ V’es, it is a wine country',' she sighed. ‘ But would 
the Spaniard.s have sent for Ui if their experience had 
told them thev could not trust us ' 

Chillon brightened rigorously: ‘Yes, yes; there s 
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just a something about our men at theiribcst, bard to 
Riid elsewhere. We Ve right in thinking that. And our 
chief's the right man.' 

* He is Owain’s friend and countryman,' said Carin- 
thia, and pleased her brother for talking like a girl, 
in the midst of methodical calculations of the cost of 
this and that, to purchase the supplies he would need. 
She had an organising head. On her way down from 
I^indon she luul drawn on instructions from a London 
physician <»f old IViiinsuIa experience to ];»encil a list 
of the medical and surgical stores m|wired by a cam* 
paigning army; she ba<i gained iiifonnaiioii of the 
T.ondoii shops where they were to ha procured; she 
had learned to read medical jirescriptions fi>r the com¬ 
position of drugs. And she w'fis at her Sjianish still, 
not behind him in the onliiiary dialogue, and able to 
cfUTcft liim on points of Spanish history relating to 
fortresses, i‘s|X‘cialIy the Bas<jue. A French bookseller 
had supplied her with the Vieointe (rKsehargue's mviitly 
published volume of a Tnnrla in Catahnia. C'hillon 
saw partigraphs marked, |Miges dog-earetl, for reference. 
.At the same time, the (juestion of Henrietta touched 
her anxiously, l^ady Arpington's hints had sunk into 
tliem l)oth. 

‘ I have thought of St. Jean de Luz, Chillon, if Alette 
would consent to si'ttle there. French people are 
friendly. Vou ex})ec*t most of your work in and round 
the S[)anish Pyrenees." 

‘ Hiette alone there ? ‘ stiid he, and drew her by her 
love of him into his altered mind ; for he did not object 
to his wife's loneliness at Cadiz wlicn their plan was new. 

Ixiiidoii had taught her that a young woman m tile 
giddy heyday of her beauty has Ui be guarded; hfar 
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belonging to us is the proud burden involving sacrifices. 
But at St. Jean de Luk, if Riettc would consent to reside 
there, l^)rd Fleetwood's absence and the neighl)oiir> 
hood of the war were reckoned on to preserx-e his yoke¬ 
fellow from any fit of the abominated softness which 
she had felt in one premonitory tremor during their 
late interview, and det*med it vile eoiiipared with the 
life of action and service lK*side, almost beside, her 
brother, sharing his dangers at least. She wotdd have 
hatl Chillon sjK’ak jK*remptf)rily to his wife reganling 
the resideiuT cm tlie S{}aiiish lairders, adding, in a 
des|mir: ‘ And me with her to jmtteet her! ’ 

‘ Unfair to Uiette, if she can't decide volunlarilv,' he 
said. 

All he ix'frained from was, the jx^rsuading her to stay 
in England and live n?conciled with the gaolei* of the 
dungcK>ri, as her ftvlings pictured it. 

Chillon and Carinthia journeyed to l.oiidon for pur¬ 
chases and a visit to lawyer, hanker, and trtulesiiieii, 
on their way to meet his ehief and Owain VVythan at 
Southampton. They lunched with Livia. The morrow' 
wa.s the great Calesfoi’d day; Henrietta carollcal of it. 
I^y Arpington had Ixrn alHietingly demure on the 
theme of her presenw at (^alesfonl within her term of 
mourning. * Hut I don't mouni, and r'm not related 
to the defunct, and I canT Ik‘ deni»*d the pleosuit; in¬ 
vented for my |K‘rsonaI gratification,' Henrietta’s happy 
flippancy pouted at the prudish objections. Moreover, 
the adf>rp<l Coluinelli was to lx* her slave of song. I'he 
ierminatioti of the lx>ndoii season had l)eei] ^Mistponed 
a whole week for Calesford: the utmost fxiwiible strain; 
and her presence was understood tf> reprewni the 
Countess of neetwood, temporarily in decorous retire- 
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lucnt. Chilioii wan ast^urcKl by Ikt tliat the carl Iiad 
expresKod hiiu.sclf satiHfied with his wife’s rcnsiinahle- 
iiess. ‘^rhe rest will follow/ Pleading on the earl’s 
bcdiaJf was a vain effort, but she had her grounds for 
painting Lord Fleetwood’s present mood to his countess 
in warm colours. ‘ Nothing short of devotioJi, Chilloii! ’ 
I^nidoii’s extreme anxiety to see them iniit<*d, and 
the ciiUKe of it, the immense good Janey could do 
to her country, should certainly be considered by her, 
Henrietta said. She spoke feverishly. A mention of 
St. .lean de Lu/ for a residence iiiilieted, it af)|HMirtal, a 
more violent toothache than she had suffered from the 
proposiil of <{uarters in C adi/. Aiul now her husband 
had money f . . . she suggi'sted his reinstatement in 
the Kiiglish army, (’hillon hushed that: his chief hud 
his word, Hesides, he wanted sc-liooling in war. Why 
had he married ! His love for her wtus the answer; and 


her beauty argiit?d for the love. Hut posse.ssing her, 
he was Imiiiid to win her a name. So his rt^asoning ran 
to an accord with his military instincts and ambition. 
Nevertheless, the mournful strange fact she recalled, 
that they ha<l never waltzed tog«*lher since they were 
made mie, troubled his countenance in the mirror of 
hers. Instead of tlie wait'/, grief, low worries, dulness, 
an eclipse of her, luui l>een the beautiful ci\*ature’» 
portion. It established mighty claims to a young lius* 
band’s indulgence. She humiiud a few bars tif his 


favourite old V'iemiese walU, w ith '('hillon ! 


’ invitingly 


and reprmiehfully. Ills loathing of I^ird Flwtwood 


had to withstand an envijuus jump at the legs in his 


vision of her partner on the moiTow'. He said : ‘ You II 


think of someone absent.' 


* You really do wish me to go, my darling.^ It is 
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Chillon's wish?' Sht* for tlu* words; she had 

then), and tlieii her fevei*ishnc*ss abated to a simple 
8|)arkling eomposure. 

Cariiithia Iiad olist-rved her. She was heart-sick 
under pri^ssure c»f thoii<rhls the heavier for Indiig form¬ 
less. Thev simiifievl in the sum her t«) see her 

• ^ 

brother leave Fai^luiul for I lie war, and herself erinnble 

to pieces from the imagined li^nre of herself beside 

him on or near the field. 'J'hev could not Ik» phrasca), 

for tlu‘v iUTiisisI tlie Ik'loved brotlu^r of a weakness 
«> 

in the cTteessivo sense of obligation to the beauti¬ 
ful woman who had w eddied him. Driviiij; down to 
Southampton l)v the ni^jjht-coach, her tenderness ti»ward 
Henrietta held other thoughts unshaped, exee])t one, 
that moved in its tw'ili^ht, murnuirin|^ of how the love 
of plcosuiv ktrps us blind children. And how the inno¬ 
cents are pushed by it to siiaj) at wicke<i bait, which the 
wealthy an^ie with, pointed a charitable index on some 
of our stM'ial storv. 'Hie Countess via, not an iinio- 
cent like Henrietta, Ii.'mI e.sejipt'd the poisomsti ton^ui*s 
by eontraetiii^ a third marriage—‘in time!'' lady 
Arpiiigton said ; and tlie knotty question was presented 
to a young mind : Why are the innoeents tempted U) 
their ruin, and the <hirker natures allowed an escape ? 
Any street-boy could have told her o/ the virtue in 
quick wits. Hut her unexercisc^d reflectiveness wiis on 
the highntad of acceptcnl doctrines, with their chorus 
of the moans of gossijis for sit|K!n)aturAi intervention 
to give us lustiee. She ha<l not learnt tliat those inno¬ 
cents, pushrtl by an excessive h>vc of pleasure, are for 
the term lower in the wale tlian their wary darker 
cousins, and must come to the diviner light of intel¬ 
ligence through suffering. 
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However, the result of her meditations was to show 
her she was directed to Ik» Henrietta’s guardian. After 
that, she hod no thoughts; travelling beside Chillon^ 
she was sheer sore feeling, as of a body aching for its 
heart [tiucked out. The bitterness of the separation to 
come between them prophesied a tragedy. She touched 
his hand. It w'as warm now. 

During six days of travels from port to ])ort along 
the Southern and Western cojists, sht* joined in the in- 
s|KH*tion of the Knglish contingent about to l)e shipped. 
They and their chief and her brother wen* plain to 
sight, like sample print of a Iwok's first page, blank 
slu*ets for the rest of the vtdume. If she might have 
beim one among them, she w ould have dart'd the reck* 
less fort'Cfist. Her sensiitions were those of a hint that 
has jdown into a itKnii, and lieats wings against the 
ceiling and the window'-panes. A dost*, liard sky, a 
transparent prison wall, narrowed her powers, mocked 
her soul. She s{K>ke little; what she said impressed 
(’hillon's chief, Owain Wythan w'as glatl to tell her. 
The g<M)d friend had gone counter to the tide of her 
breiLst by show ing satisfaction w'ith the pros})ect that 
she woidd take her rightful place in the world. Her 
ixmcentratcd mind regardixi the good friend as a phan¬ 
tom of a man, the world’s echo. His dead Hcbeoca 
would have understooil her {lassion to lx* her brother’s 
comrade, her abastmient in the staying at home to 
guard his butterfly. Owain had never favoured her j 
projcc^t; he could not now perceive the special dongenih 
Chi lion would be exposed to in her separation from.^ 
him. She had no means of explaining what she ibit 
intensely, that dangers, death, were nothing to eithefH 
of them, if they shared the fate together. 
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Her rejecteil {letition to her hiifiiband for an allow¬ 
ance of moneys on the day in ^^''ales, became the vivid 
memory which brin^ out motives in its glow. Her 

husband iiateii her brother; and why r* But the 

* 

answ'er was lighted iierily down tumther avenue. A 
true husband, a lord of wealth, would have rejoiced to 
help the brother of his wife, lie w'os the cause of 
Chillon's ruin and this adventure to restore his fortuinnii. 
Could she endure a dost* alliance with the nmn while 


her brothers life was iin{>erilled r ('arinthia rc^buked 
her drowsy hciul for not having seen his n*nsoii for 
refusing at the time. ‘How long I am before I sc*e 
anything that does not stare in my faei‘! ’ She was a 
married woman, whose order of mind rendered her 
singularly subject to the holiness of the tic; and she 
was a weak woman, she feared. Already, at intervals. 


now that action on a foivign field of the thiindeix ami 


lightnings was deiiii'd, iinaginutiou reveak‘d her dissolv¬ 


ing to the union with her huslmnd, and cried her com¬ 


ment on herself as tin* worUfs liasc^st of women for 


submitting to it while ('hillon’'s life ran risks; until 
finally she said; ‘ Not Iwfore I have iiiy brother home 
safe r an exclamation cipial to a vow. 


That being st^ttied, some apfx^araiice of equanimity 

returned ; she talked of the scarlet business as one she 

» 

^ partici})ated in as a distant spectator. (!hilioirs chief 


was hurtying the enilmrkation of his trYKips; within 


days the w'hole expedition would be afloat. She 
to post to London for further purchases, he follow- 
||pig to take leave of hi.s wife and babe. Curiously, but 
hardly remarked on during the hu.stle of work, Livia 
,|^ad been the one to send her short account of the 
great day at Calesford; Henrietta, the bom eorre- 
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tifKmdent, |X‘ncilliiig a couple of lines; she was well, 
dreadfully fatigued, rather a fright from a trip of her 
foot and fall over a low wire fence. Her message of 
love thritje underlined the rejx*ated word. 

Henrietta was the last person Carinthia would have 
expected to meet midway on the London rmid. Her 
name was called from a carriage as she drove up to the 
door of the Winchester ht>stelrv, anil in the ladv, over 
whose right eye and cheek a covering fold of silk con¬ 
cealed a bandage, the voice was lier sister Hiette's. 
With her were two hahes and their nursemaids. 

^('hilion is down there--you have left him there 
Henrietta giwted her, saw the reply, and stepped out 
of her carriage. ‘ You shall kiss the I'hildren after- 
ward.s; come into one of the rooms, Janev.’ 

Aloni* together, before an ei!d>race, she said, in the 
voice of tears hardening to the world’s business, ‘ Ctiil- 
lon must not enter I/mdon. You see the figure I am. 
My character's in as bad case up there—thanks to 
those men ! My husband has lost his ‘ golden Riette.’ 
IV^hen you see beneath the bandage! He will have the 
right to put me away. His * beauty of beauties’! I'm 
fit only to dress as a ])age-lx>y and run at his heels. 
My hero ! my jx>or dear! He thinking I cared for 
nothing but amusement, flattery. AVas ever a punish¬ 
ment so cruel to the noblest of generous husbands! 
lleeaiise 1 know he will overlook it, make light of it, 
lu^ver ri'proach his Riette. And the rose he niarrii^^^ 
eomes to him a shrivelJecl leaf of a pot-pourri heaBM 
You haven't seen me yet. I was their “ beautidfe 
woman." I feel for my husband most.' ^ 

m- 

She took breath. Carinthia pressed her lips on tfi« 
cheek .sensible to a kiss, and Henrietta pursued, in 
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words likor to sobs: ‘Anywhere, Cadiz, St. Jtuin de Lui, 
hospital work either, anywhere' iny husband likes, any¬ 
thing ! I w'ant to work, or Til sit and rock tlie children. 
Fm awake at last. Jancv, we're lambs to vultures with 
those men. I don't jiretend I w^as the jierfect fool. I 
thought inyst'lf so safe. I let one of them .stiueeze my 
hand one day, he swears. Vou know what a passion is; 
you have it for mounbiins and battles, 1 for music. I 
do rcinemlxT, one morning befoiv sunrise, driniig back 
to town out of Windsor,—a dance, the officere of the 
Guards,—and my lord's trum}K*ter at the back of the 
coach bhiwing Holt's h) melt a stone, I found a man's 
hand had mine. I remeinhcr Lord Fleetwood l(M>king 
over his shoulder and smiling hard and hushing his 
horstfs. But listen—yes, at ( alesford it happened. He 
—oh, htvir the name, then; Chillon jnust never hear it; 
—Lord Brailsttme was denied the right to .step on 
Ix)rd FleetwfKxl's grounds, llie 0|K*ra company hotl 
finished selections from rny Pirata, I went out for eool 
'air; little Sir ]Mce.son beside me. I had a folded gau/e 
veil over my head, tied at the chin in a 1k>w. Some one 
ran up to me—I^ord Brailstone. He ]K)iir(fd forth their 
pot'trv. They suppose it the wine for their “ beautiful 
woman." 1 dai'e s»iy I laughed or told him to go, and he 
began a tirade against I-ord Fleetwowl. There's no 
mighty difference In'tween one l>east of prey and another. 
Let me get away from them all! Though now !—they 
^ ,would not lift an evelid. 'This is my husband's treasure 
^returning to him. We have to lie burnt to come to our 
l^ocnses. Jaiiey—oh ! you do well!—^it was fiendish ; 

old ballads, melodrama plays, I w?e they were built on 
’ inen's deeds. Janey, I could not believe it, I have to 
b^eve, it is forced down my throattliat man, your 

2m 




husband, because he could not mv ch(»osinfC 

Chillou, sclieiiied lor Cliillon's ruin. 1 <‘ould ni>t bclicv 


it until I saw in the this dislij’uii'd wrtUli he haJ 


made of llu^ 


Livia ser\'es liini, '■.lu' hates him hu’ the 


tyrant he is; she has opened my exes. And not for 

himself, no, for his reverifift* on me, tbj* m\ lumK’ jo he as 

mv face is. lie tossed me to Ids d«»^^; fair ^Mme for 

them! You do \Nell, Janey; he i.s ea});vl>le of any 

vilhiny. And has been eallin^* .-tt Idxia’- dom iv^iiva 

day, iihpiirin^ anxiously; he^'« ilu* apjminlmeiit 

possible. He has no shame; la* is .uvusloirjcd to buy 

men and women; lie Ihiidv'. his nioiu v will Imv mv 

(lardon, give my face a new skin, [ii rhaps. A uomaii 

swears ti» vou, tlanev, h' all .she hold^ hoi\ on t'artli, it 

is not the lo.ss of her heantv—there will be a wrinkled 

* 


patch on the cheek for life, tlu* surgetm sa\s; I am to 
bear a brown spot, like a ln iiise<l peat h lluy sell at the 
fruit-shops cheap, ('lullon's Uiettel I think of that, 

the miserable wife I am for him without the biaulv he 

• 


loved so! 1 think of myself as euHty, a rt'ally guilty 
woman, when I compare my loss with my husband's/ 

‘ Your accident, dearest Uie tte—how it hafipcaied r' 
('arinthia said, enfolding her. 

‘ Bccaustr, Janey^ what have I ever been to C'hillon 
but the goo<l-hMiking thing be was proiid of r It ‘s gone. 
Oh, the accident, llrailstone had }>uslad little ('orby 
aw'ay; be held iiiy hand, kept imploring, he wanted the 
usual two minutes, and all to warn me against—I've 
told you; and he saw I^ird Flcetwooil corning, 1 got 
my band free, and stepped Imck, my head spinning; 
and I fell. That I recollcx’t, and a siglit of Hivnies, like 
the end of the world. 1 felt cm one of the oil-lamps 
Imrdering the gitiss: my veil lighttnl: 1 had fainted; 
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thuM.* two nion siw iiolliiiii; but one another; and little 

^ir Mceson wiv*» no help; young (’'rt'ssett. dashed 

*out the flames. 'J'hev brought me t«> iny senses for a 

second swoon. Liviu mivs I woke moaning to be taken 

awav fnan that hated (’alesford. It wns, oh ! never to 
* 

see thill luishand y(»urs again. Forgive him, if you 
can. Not I. I earn the mark of him to my grave. 1 
have ealled mY’^elf ‘•Skin-dee])" ever since, day and 
night---the n;ime 1 des<Tve.‘ 

‘We vull rdiirn to (billon together, my own,’ said 
( arinlhia. ‘It may not b<‘so had,’ i\nd in the ho]H* 
that her loii lv ^'istcr esiiggeraft'd a defaee)m*nt leaving 
not much \vor>e tl)an ji simdl sear, her heart threw ofl 
its load of the reeeiil perplexities, tlaylight broke 
through her ^lark wotal. Henrietta hrought. her liberty. 
How far goiliv her husband might be, she W7is absolved 
from et»Mvii]-ring; siifiieicnlly guilty to release lier. 
Fpon tliat (‘oucludon, pity for the auiikened Uiett<* 
‘ilied purer tear-(h'(»)i'' through the gnditiule she could 
not re-train, could h.anlh c<mceaL on her sisli'rs behalf 
fiiifl her o\mt. Hcf)rieUji''i j)roni])l dc-paieh toCrondge 
to fetch the h.iht--, lu r journey flown <ml of a siek-rooiii 
to >ic*p ( - \ i-ii tf) ],oiidf>u, prf»ved her an awakened 

wom;u). paitl for the slain on her face, tlunigli the 
stain were i.asling. Nc\er hiul she Unx'd Henrietta, 
never stiown her so much lovt*. Jis on tlie road to the 
deepening \V( -tern hnc<. (IfT sisictly warmth surjiriscd 
the wofbtl ‘pf>l1cd beauty with a reflection tliat this 
inavlifd JiUicv w as fjfl(*r id I a woma») of feeling, one 
whom h< r lui-haufl, if h(’ cam<' to knfiw' it and the 
depth of it, th« ijfh -uuncl t»f it, Wfjuld moiini in sack¬ 
cloth to haw lost. 

And he did. tiic Dame inler])oses for the final word. 
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ho mourned his loss of C'arinthia Jane in sackcloth and 
ashes, notwithstanding that lie had the world's affec*^, 
tionatc condolences about him to comfort him, bjn 
fieason of his ungovernable countess’s nnsljchaviouir 
once more, according to the re|Kjrt, in running away 
with a young officer to take part in a foreign insurrec¬ 
tion ; and when he was must the idol of Ins countiymen 
and countrywomen, which it was once his immoderate 
aim to be, he mourned her day and night, knowing her 
•ss, however wild a follower of her fathers Maxims 
Foil Mkk. He believed—some have said bis belief was 
not in error—that the woman to aid and make him 
man and be the star in human form to him, was miracu¬ 
lously revealed on the day of his walk thniugh the 
foreign pine forest, and his proposal to her at the ducal 
ball was an inspiration of his Gofid Genius, continuing 
to his marriage morn, and tlien running clownwaixls, 
like mi overstrained reel, under the leadership of his 
Bad. From turning to turning of that descent, he saw 
himself advistnl to retrieve the fatal steps, at each point 
attempting it just too late; until too late by an hour, 
he roaeheil the seaport where his wifu had embarked; 
and her brother, Cliillon John, cruelly, it was the 
common opinion, refust*d him audience. No syllable of 
the place w'hither site fled abixaul was voiiclisafed to 
him; and his iDiifcssions of sins and repentance of 
them were breathed to empty air. 'J’he wealthiest 
nobli^nan of all England stood on the pier, watching 
the regiments of that demmed expedition mount ship, 
ready with the brilw? of the greater part of his posses¬ 
sions for a single word to tell him of his wife’s destina¬ 
tion. Lord Feitrc, Ins companion, has done us the 
service to make his emotions known. He describes 
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them^ tme, as the Pnj^ist \vht> secs every incident con¬ 
tribute to precipitate sinners into the Ixtsom of his 
^‘"tSburch. But this, we liave warrant for saying, did not 
oerur tK»fore the earl had visitixi and strolled in the 

woods with his former socretarv, Mr. Gower Woodseer, 

•* 

of whom HO much has lx>cn told, and he little better 
than an infidel, declaring his aim to he at contented- 
ness in life. Ixml FletdwcaKl might envy for a wliile, 
he could not l>e satisfied with Nature. 

Within six months of C'arinthia Jane's disappear¬ 
ance, jK'Ople had begun to talk of stninge doings at 
Calesford ; and some w(»uld have it, that it was the 
rehearsid ()f a play, in wln(!h friars were j)romim*nt 
characters, for there tlu‘ frocked gentry w'ere seen 
flitting juToss the ground. 'I'hen the world learnt too 
surely that the <lr<vi<led evil h*id happened, its wealthiest 
nobleman had gone over to the ('liurch of Home!— 
carrying all his ]HTsonal and unentailed esbite to 
squander it on images and a dogma. (!aiesford wius 
attacked hy the mob;—one of the notorious riots in 
our history was a result of the Ama/ing Mamage, a!id 
roused the talk of it again over Great BriUiin. When 
C'arinthia Jane, after two yeara of adventures and jK'rils 
rarely eneounteretl by women, returned to these shores, 
she w'as, they say, most anxious for news of her hus- 
liand; and then, indeed, it has been conjectured, they 
might have been united to walk heiiceforwanl as one 
for life, but for the sad fact—Dr. Glossop has the 
dates—that the Earl of Fleetw^ood had two months 
and some days previously abjured his rank, his remain¬ 
ing property, his freedom and his title, to Ijecoroe the 
Brother liussett of the mountain monastery he visited 
in simple curiosity once with his betraying friend, Lord 
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Feltre. For ho was never the man to stop at anvihing 
half way. ^ ^ 

Mr. Hose Mackrell, in his Memoirs, wus the first 
revealed to the world, that the Mademoiselle do Levell^jjp 
of the French Count fighting? with the Carlists—falsely 
claimed by him as a Frenchwoman—vviis, in very truth, 
Carinthia Jane, the ("ountess of Fleetwood, to whom 
Carlists and Legitimists alike were indebted fi»r tender 
care of them on the field and in hospital; and ^^hc> rode 
from one camp through the other up to the tent of the 
I’reteruler to the throne of Spain, bearing her petition 
for her brother's release; which was granted, in acknow- 
letlgnient of her ‘ renowneil hninanitv to la)lli conflicting 
armies,' as the words translated hv Dr. (ilossop run. 
Certain it is .she brought Iut wounded brother safe 
home to England, ami prisoners in that war usually 
had short shrift. I'or three }ears longer she was the. 
(!ountes« of Fleet w<mhI, ‘ widow of a li\ing suieide,* Mr. 
Rose Mackrell <leserihes the state of the Marriage at 
that period. Nti whisper of divorce did she li)lerate. 

Six months after it wasprovt*d that Rrother Kus.sett 
had [lerished of his austerities, we learn she said to the 
iH'seeching applicant for her hand, Mr. Owain WAthan, 
with the gift, of it, in compassion; ‘ Rebecca could fore¬ 
tell events.’ (’urinthia .lane had e\er been ashamed 
of st‘cond marriages, and the union with her friend 
Hebccea's faithful simjdelon gave it, one supposes, a 
natural air, for he as little as .she had }jreviously known 
the wedded state. She mameil him, Hennetbi has 
w'ritten, because of his wotung her with dog's eyes 
instead of words. The once famous Vieaulv carried a 
wrinkled spot on her eheek to her grave; a saving 
disfigurement, and the mark of changes in the stoi^' 
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tol^ you enough to make u» think it a providential 
iatpn'ention for such ends ns wtn e in view. 

/‘.?&o much I can say: the facts related, with some 
l^rctted omisMims, by which inv story has so hkelctoti 
iTfook, nrt‘ tliosi? that led to tlic lamentable conclusion. 
But the niclaneholy, the patluvs of it, the heart of all 
England stirred by it, biive been—and the panting 
excitement Jt was to every listener—saeriticed in the* 
vain elh»rl to render events as eonse<juent to your 
uiuicrstanding a piece of logie, through an exposure 
of cbanieter ! ( haracter must ever be a mystery, only 

to be ext>l/une<l in <ome degree by conduct; atid that 
is very dejieudent upon accident : and unless we have 
a |»cr|K tii2d whipping of the tender part of the reader’vS 
mind, interest in invisible persons must needs flag. 
For it is an irifaiit wead<lres.N, and the story-teller whose 
art excites an infant ti» serious attention succeeds best; 
Vith English people as>iiredly, 1 rejoice to think, though 
I pray tlieir patience here vlule that philosophy and 
exjMisnre of character block the course along a r<»ad 
inviting to tiaflic of the most animated kind. 
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